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$ I. ALL's WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 

Shakspeare. 

Advice. 

gE thoubleft, Bertram, and fucceed thy father, 
In manners as in fhape; fliy blood and virtue 
• Contend for empire in thee, and thy goodnefs 
fehare with thy birth-right. Love all j truft a 
few; 

Do wrong to none 3 be able for thine enemy 
Rather in power than ule; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life's key: becheck'd for filence, 
But never tax'd for fpeech. What heaven more 
-*M [down, 
rhat thee may furnifh, and my prayers pluck 
Fallon thy head! * 
"Too ambitious Love. 
I am undone ; there is no living, none, 
If Bertram be away. It were all one, 
Tiiat I Ihould love a bright particular ftar, 
And think to wed it, he is fo above me ! 
In his bright radiance and collateral light 
Mult I be comforted, not in his fphcre, 
Th' ambition in my love thus plagues* itfelf : 
The hind that would be mated by the lion 
Mull die for love. 'Twas pretty, tho' a plague, 
To fee him every hour; to fit and draw 
His arched brows, his hawking eye, his curls, 
In our heart's table : heart, too capable 
Of every line and trick of his (weet favour '! 
But now he's gone, and my idolatrous fancy 
Mull lunclify his relics. 

A parafiiical, vain Coward 
I know him a notorious liafj 
Think him a great way fool, fblely a coward , 
Yet thefe tix'd evils fit fo fit In him, 
That they take place, when virtue'* lteely bones 
Look bleak in the cold wind 1 withal, full oft we 
fee 

Cold wifdom waiting on fuperfluous folly. 



The Remedy of Evils generally in ourfelves. 

Our remedies oft in ourfelves do lie, 
Which we aicribe to Heav'n. The fated fky 
Gives us free fcope ; only doth backward pull 
Our (low defigns, when we ourfelves are dull. 
ImpolTible be ilrange attempts to thofe 
That weigh their pain in fenfe, and do fuppofc 
What hath been cannot be. Who ever ftrove 
To lhew her merit, that did mil's her love ? 

Character cf a Noble Courtier, by an old 
Cotcmf-orary. 

King. I would I had that corporal foundnefs 
now, - 

As when thy father and myfelf in friend (hip 
Firft tried our foldierfhip ! He did look far 
Into the fervice of the time, and was 
Difcipled of the braveft. He lafted long; 
But on us both did haggifti age Ileal on, 
And wore us out of act. It much repairs me 
To talk of your good father. In his youth 
He had the wit which I can well obferve 
To day in our young Lords ; but they may jeft 
Till their own (corn return to them unnoted* 
Ere they can hide their levity in honour : 
So like a courtier, no contempt or bitternefs 
Were in his pride or fiiarpnefs ; if they were, 
His 'equal had awakM them : and his honour, 
Clock to itlc'if, knew the true minute when 
Exception bid him fpeak 5 and at that time 
His tongue obe/'d his hand. Who were below 
He us'd as crecuures of another place, [him 
And bow'd hit eminent top to their low ranks, 
Making them proud of his humility. 
In their poor praife he humbled: Inch a man 
Might be a copy to thefe younger times* 
Which, follow'd well, would dcmonltrate them 
But goers backward. [now 
Would I were with him ! — I£e would always 

fay— x I 
(Mcthinks I hear him now) his plaufive words 
Nn He 



V3 



546 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 



Book III. 



He fcatter'd not in ears ; but grafted them 
. To grow there, and to bear; * Let me not live*— 
—Thus his good melancholy oft began, 
On the catalFropheand heel of paltime, 
When it was out-^L' t me not live, t quoth he, 
' After my flame lacks oil ; to be the inutf 

Of younger fpirits, whofe apprehcnlive fenfes 
• All but new things dildain; whole judgments 
1 are [itancies 
1 Mere fathers of their garments; whole con- 
1 Expire before their famions." 1 — This he wiihed. 
I, after him, do after him wifh too, 
— Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home, — 
I quickly were dilTolved from my hive, 
To give fome labourer rf*om. 

Idolatrous V/orfhlp. 

' Thus, Indian like, 
Religious in mine error, I adore 
The fun, that looks upon his worihipper, 
But knows of him no more ! 

Mean biftruments often fuecefsfuU 
What 1 can do, can do no hurt to try, 
Since you fctup your reft 'gainft remedy, 
Me that of greateft works is fini flier, 
Oft does them by the weakell minifter; 
So holy writ in babes hath judgment llfewn, 
When judges have been babes; great floods have 
flown 

From fimple lburces ; and great feas have dry'd, 
When miracles have by the greateltbeen deny'd. 
Oft expectation fails, and molt oft there 
Where moil it promifes ; and oft it hits 
Where hope is coldeit,and defpair molt fits. 
Honour due to ferfonal ^irtue f not to Birth, 
Strange is it, that out bloods, [together, 
Whofe colour, weight, and heat, poured out 
Would quite confound diftinction, yet Hand oft* 
In dirt *rc nces fo mighty. If Ihe be 
All that is virtuous, lave what thou diflik'lt,— 
A poor phyficiun^ daughter, thou, dillik'ft 

Of virtue for the mime.— But do not fo 

Frcmloweit place when virtuous things proceed, 
The place is dignified by the doer's deed. 
Where great addition fwells,and virtue none, 
It is a cfroplied honour ; good alone 
Is good, without a name j viienefs is lb: 
The property, by what it is, lhould go, 
Not by the title. She is young, wile, fair; 
In thele, to nature fnc's immediate heir; 
And thefe breed honour -.that is honour's fcorn, 
Which challenges itlelf as honour's born, 
And is not like the lire. Honnursthrive 
Wlien rather from our a^b we Jiem derive 
Than our fore-goers ; the mere word's a Have 
DibaPth'd on every toiub, on tvpry grave; 
A lying trophy, and as oft is dumb, 
Y. here dull and damn'd oblivion is the tomb 
Of honour'd bonus indeed. 

' Sflfatxufatien of too great Love. 
Poor lord ! is 't I 
Th?t chafe thee from thy country, and ex^ofc 
Thole tender limbs of thine to the event 



Of the none-fpirine: war > And is it I 
Thatd-ivetheefromthefportivecourt,wherethou 

Walt Ihot at with faircyes, to be the mark 
Of fmoky mulkets ? O you leaden mdiengers, 
That ride upon the violent fiaeed of lire, 
Fly with falfeaim; move the ftill-piercing ?ir, 
That lings with piercing, do not touch my lord • 
Whoever Ihoots at him, I let him there: 
Whoever charges on his forward breaft, 
I am the caitiif that do hold him to it •/ 
And tho' I kill him not, I am the caule 
His death was lb ette&ed. Better 'twere 
I met the raving lion, when he roar'd 
With fliarp conltraint of hunger, better 'twe e 
That all the mifcries which nature owes 
Were mine at once. No, come tfiou home, 
Roufillon* 

Whence honour but of danger wins a fear, 
As oft it lofes all. I will be gone : 
My being here it is, that holds thee hence. 
Shall 1 flay here to do it ? No, no, although 
The air of Paradife did fan the houfe, 
And angels officM all : I will be gone; 
That pitiful rumour may report my flight, 
To conlblate thine ear. 

~S CuJIom of Seducers. 

As, fo you ferve us, 
Till we ferve you \ but when you have our rofes, 
You barely leave our thorns to prick ourlelves, 
And mock us with our bareneis. 
v Chaflity. 

Mine honour's fuch a ring : 
My charity's the jewel of our houfe, 
Bequeathed down from many anceitors ; . 
Which were the greateil obloquy i'th' world 
In me to lofe. 

Cowardly Braggart. 
Yet am I thaukful : if my heart were great, 
'Twould burit at this, Captain Til be no more: 
But I will eat, and drink, and lleep as foft 
As captain ihall : limply the thing I am [gart, 
| Shall make me live. Who knows himfelf a brag- 
I Let him fear this i for it will come to pals, 
(That every braggart lhali be found an afs. 
Kult, fword ! cool, blulhes ! and Paroiles, } 
live [thrive :( 

Safeft in (hame ! being fooTd, by foolW 
There'* .place and means for every man alive. J 
•J be iLijbnefs vf Youth excufed. 

I belctrch your majelty to make it 
Natural rebellion, done in the blaze of youth, 
Whdi oil and fire, too ftrong for reafon's force, 
I Oerbear it, and burn on. 

si Whafs loft vioft valued. 

Trailing what is loft, 
J Makes the remembrance dear. ? 

j Avainfl Delay. 
Let's take the inltant by the forward top; 
For we are old, and on our ciuick'it decrees 
Th' inaudible and noifelefs toot of time 
Steal f, ere we can en eft therm 
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Excufe for unreafonahle Dtjlike, 

At firft 

I (luck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durit make too bold a herald of my tongue i 
Where the impreflion of mine eye enfixing, 
Contempt his fcornful peripe6five did lend me, 
Which warp'd the line of every other favour j 
Scfrn'd a fair colotir, or exprefs'd it ftolen ; 
Extended or contracted nil proportions 
T« a moil: hideous obje6t: thence it came, [felf, 
Ti>at (he whom all men prais'd, and'whom.my- 
Sihce I have lolt, have lov'd, was. in my eye 
TJ-ie dull that did offend it. 

Impediments ft inulafe. 
J As u all impediments in fancy's courfe 
Ave motives of mere fancy.*" 



§ 2. AS YOU LIKE IT. Shakspeare. 
Playfellows. 

Vjn E have ftill flept together j [together j 
I Role at an infant; learn 'd, piay'd, eat 
And wherelbe'er we went, like Juno's i'wans, 
Stiil we went coupled, and infeparable. 
Fond youthful Friendjhip. 
Cdict. O my poor kolalind, whither wilt thou 
go ? 

Wilt thou change fathers ? I will give thee mine. 
I charge thee, be not thou more griev'dthan I am. 

Uofalind. I have more caule. 

Ctha. Thou halt not, coufin. 
Prytheebe cheerful •.know'itthou not, theDuke 
Has banilh'd me, his daughter? 

Rofalmd. That he hath not. * [love 

Cairn* No ? hath not \ Rolalind lacks then the 
Which teacheth me tliat thou and I are one : 
Shall we be lundered \ Shall we part, fweet girl ? 
No, let my father leek another heir. 
Therefore devife with me how we may fly, 
Whither to go, and what to bear with us : 
And do not ieek to take your change upon you, 
To bear your grie's yourielf, and leave me out : 
For by this heaven, now at our lorrows pale, 
Say what thou can it, Til go along with thee. 
Beauty. 

Beauty provoketh thieves fooner than gold. 
Woman in a Mans Drefs. 
Wer't not better, 
Becaufe that I am more than common tall, 
That I did luit me all points like a man ? 
A gallant curtle-axe upon my thigh, 
A boar-'pear in my hand, and (in my heajt, 
Lie there what hidden woman's fears there will) 
I'll have a i'wailiing and a martial outfide; 
As many other maanilh cowards have, 
That do outface it with their lemblances. 

Solitude preferred to a Court Life, and the Advan- 
tages of Ad-verfity. 
Now, my co-mates mid brothers in exile, 
Hath not old cultom marie this life more fweet 
Than that of painted pomp ? Are not thefe woods 
More free from perii than the envious court ? 



Here.feel we but the penalty of Adarri, 

The fea(bn\s difference * 'as the icy fang, 
And churiiih chidifig of the winter'* wind; 
Which, when it bite* and blows upon my body* 
Even till I fhrink with cold, I imikana lay, 
" This is no riatteiy ihefe are counfeilors^ 
That feelingly perluade me what I am. 
Sweet are the. ules of adveriity, 
Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous, . 
Wear? yet a precious jewel in his head : 
And this our life, except from public haunt,- 
Findstonguesintrees^booksintherunninjgbrookff 
Sermons in Itones, and good hi every thing. 
I woul cf not change it !. 

Amiens, Happy is your grace* 
That can tranilate the liubbornnefsof fortune 
Into lb quiet and Co fweet a ftyle ! 

Reflexions on a wounded Stag, and on the 
melancholy Jaques. 

Come, (hall we go and kill us venifon ? 
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools, 
Being native burghers of this defert city, 
Should in their old confines, with forked heads, 
Have their round haunches gored. 

tjf Lord: Indeed, my Lord, 
The melancholy Jaques grieves at that; > 
And, in that kind, i wears ycu do more ufurp 
Than doth your brother who hath banthVd you. 
To-day my lord of Amiens, and mylelf; 
Did lteal behind him, as he' lay along 
Under an oak, whole antique roots pcepoat 
Upon the brook that brawls alorigtuis wood: 
To the which place a poor lexjuelter'd flag, 
That from the hunter's aim had ta'en a hurt, 
Did come to languilh : and, indeed, my lord, 
The wretched animal heav'd forth l'ueh groans^ 
That their difcharge did ltretch his leathern coat 
Almolt to burfting ; and the big round tears 
Cours'd one another down his innocent nofe 
In piteous chace ; and thus the hairy fool j 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 
Stood on th 1 extremeft verge of the fwift brook* 
Augmenting it with tears* 

Duhe.f But what laid jaques ? 
Did he not moralize this fpecfacle ? 

'Jl Lord Oyes, into a thoufand iimiles; 
Fii it, for his weeping in the needlefs Itream 
Poor deer, quoth he, thou mak'll a teftament 
As worldlings do, giving thy fum of more 
To that which had too much. Then, being alone f 
Left and abandoned of his velvet friends ; 
1 Fis right, quoth he, thus miiery doth part 
The flux of company. Anon, a carelels herd* 
Full of the nalturc, jumps along by hiin, 
And never ftays to greet him \ Ay, quoth jiques, 
Sweep on, you fat and greafy citizens \ 
'Tis juft the fafhion ; wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there? 
Thus molt inve&ivtly he pierceth through 
The body *f thc^country, city, court, 
Yea, and of mis our life; lwearing that we 
Are mere nfurpefs, tyrants, and what's wurfe. 
To fright the animals, and kill them up, 
In their ailign'd jjid native dwtlling-piace. 

ft n 2~ V.j And 
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D.f. And did you leave him in this contem- 
plation ? [menting 
Amiens. We did, my lord, weeping and coin- 
Upon the fobbing deer. 

D.f. Shew me the place; 
I love to cope him in thele fullen fits, 
For then he full of matter. 

Confpicuous Virtue exfofed to Envy, 
Adam. What! my youngmafter? O my gentle 

0 my fweet mafter ! O you memory [matter, 
Of old Sir Rowland ! why what make you here ? 
Whyareyou virtuous ? Why do people love you ? 
Andwhereforeareyou gentle,ftrong,and valiant ? 
Why would you be fo fond to overcome 
The bony prifer of the humorous duke ? 
Your praife is come too fwiftly home before you. 
Know you not, mafter, to fome kind of men 
Their graces ferve them but as enemies ? 
No more do yours ; your virtues, gentle mafter, 
Are ian&ificd and holy traitors to you. 
Oh ! what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it ! 

Refolved Hon'JIy. 
Orlando. What, wouldft thou have me go and 
beg my food ? 
Or with a bale and boifterous fword enforce 
A thievifti living on the common road ? 
This I muft do, or know not what to do- 
Yet this I will not do, do how I can; 

1 rather will fubjeel me to the malice' 
Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother. 

Gratitude in an old Servant. 

Adam. But do not foj I have five hundred 
crowns, 

The thrifty hi^e I favM under your father, 
Which I did ftore, to be my foiter nurfe 
When fervice fhouki in my old limbs lie lame, 
And unregarded age in corners thrown. 
Take that"; and He that doth the ravens feed, 
Yea, providently caters for the fparrow, 
Be cdmfort to my age ! Here is the gold ; 
All this I give you : let me be \our Servant: 
Tho' I look ola, yet I am ftrong and lufty $ _ 
For in my youth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood ; 
Nor did I with unbamful forehead woo 
The means of weaknefs and debility ; f 
Therefore my age is as a lufty winter, 
Frofty but kindly. Let me go with you, 
I '11 do the fervice of a youngtr man, 
In all your bufinefs and necelTities. [appears 
Orlando. Oh ! good old man, how well in thee 
The conftant fervice of the antique world, 
When fervants fweat for duty, not for meed ! 
Thou art not for the fafhion of thefe times, 
Where none will fweat but for promotion ; 
And, having that, do choak their fervice up, 
Even with the having. It is not fo with thee — • 
But, poor old man, thou prun'ft a rotten tree, 
That cannot fo much as a bloflbm yield, 
J ii lieu of all thy pains and hufb.mdry. 
Uut come thy ways, we Ul go along together, 



And ere we have thy youthful wages fpenr, 
We '11 light upon fome fettled low content. 

Adam. Maimer, go on ; and I v. ill follow thee, 
To the kft gafp, with truth .1nd loyalty — - 
From feventeen years till now almoft founcore 
Here lived I, but now liveliere no more. 
At feventeen years many their fortune leek, 
But at fouricore it is too late a week j 
Yet fortune cannot recompenle me better 
Than to die well, and not my maftefs debtor. 

V Lover defribed. ^ 
Oh thou didft then lu^er love fo heartily. 
If thou remember'ft not the ljighteft folly 
Tint ever love did make thee run into 

Thou haft not lov'd 

Or if thou haft not fate as I do now, 
Wearying thy hearer in thy miitrelV praife, 

Thou haft not lovM 

Or if thou haft not broke from company 
Abruptly, as my paifion now makes me, 
Thou hail not lovM — — 

Defcription of a Fool y and his Morals on the Tim\ 
Jaques. As I do live by food, I met a fool ; 
Who laid him down, and bafk'd him in the fun, 
And railM on lady Fortune in good terms— 
In good fet terms — and yet a motley fool. 
' Good-morrow, fool/ quoth I : •NOjSir/quoth 
he, [fortune/ 
1 Call me not fool, till Heaven hath lent me 
And then he drew a dial from his poke, 
And, looking on it with lack-luftre eye, 
Says, very wiiely, t It is ten o'clock : [wags : 
1 Thus may we lee,* quoth be, f how the world 
4 'Tis but an hour ago fince it *was nine } 
4 And after one hour more 'twill be eleven ; 
4 And fo from hour to hour we ripe and ripe, 
• And then from hour to hour vye rot and rot, 
4 And thereby hangs a tale." 1 When I did hear 
The motley fool fchus moral on the time, 
My lungs began to crow like chanticleer, 
That fools Humid be fo deep contemplative: 
And I did laugh, fans tutennilfion. 
An hour by his dial. 

Duke. What fool is this?. [a courtier, 

Jaques. O worthy fool ! one that hath been 
And lays, if ladies be but young and fair, 
They have the gift to know it : and in his brain, 
Which is as dry as the remainder bifcuit 
After a voyage, he hath ftrange places cramnVd 
With oblcrvation, the which he vents 
In mangled forms; Oh that I were a fool f 
I am ambitious for a motley coat ! 

A FcoVs Liberty of Speech.* 
Duke. Thou fhajt have one. 
Jaques, It is my only fuit : 
Pro\ ided that you weed your better judgments 
Of all opinion, that grows rank in themj 
That I am wile. I muft have liberty 
Withal ; as large a charter as the wind, 
To blow on whom I pleafej for fo fools have i 
And they that are molt galled with my Jolly, 
i , . • • k .-■ They 



Book III. 



DRAM 



A T I C. 



549 



They moftmu ft laugh. And why, Sir, mail they 
The why is plain as way to pari fh -chinch : [ib ? 
He, whom a fool doth very wifely hit, 
Doth very foolilhly, although he fmart, 
Not to leem fenfelefs cf the bob. If not, 
The wile man's folly is anatomiz'd 
Even by the fquandering glances of the fool. 
Inveft me in my motley; give me leave [through 
To fpeak my mind, and I will through and 
Cleanfe the foul body of th* infe&ed world, 
If they will patiently receive my medicine. 

Duke. Fie on thee — I can tell what thou 
wouldft do. [but good ? 

Jaques. What, for a counter, would" I do 

Duke. Moft mifchievous foul fin in chiding 
For thou thyfelf haft been a libertine, [fin : 
As fenfual as the brntifli Iting itftlf : 
And all th' imbolTed fores and headed evils, 
That thou with licence of free foot haft caught, 
Wouldft thou difgorge into the general world. 
An Apology for Satire, 

Jaques. Why, who cries out on pride, 
That can therein tax any private party ? 
Doth it not flow as hugely as the fea, 
Till that the very means do ebb ? 
What woman in the city do I name, 
When that I fry, the city woman bears 
The coft of princes on unworthy flioulders ? 
Who can come in, and toy that I mean her, 
When finch a one as Ihe, fuch is her neighbour ? 
Or what is he of bafelt function, 
That lays, his bravery is npt on my coft ; 
(Thinking that I mean him) but therein fuits 
His folly to the metal of my fpeech ? [wherein 
There then, how then ? What then ? let me fee 
My tongue hath wrong'd him. If it do him right, 
Then he hath wrong'd himfelf. If he be free, 
Why, then, my taxing, like a wild goole, flies 
Unclaim'd of any man. 

\ Diflrefs prevents Ceremony. - 

The thorny point 
Of bare diftrefs hath ta'en from me the (how 
Of fmooth civility. 

v . A tender Petition and Reply. 

Orlando. Speak you fo gently ? Pardon me, I 
pray you : 

I thought that all things had been favage here ; 
And therefore put I on the countenance 
Of Item commandment. But whate'er you are, 
That in this defert inacceflible, 
Under the (hade of melancholy boughs, 
Lofe and negle6f the creeping hours of time ; 
If ever you have look'd on better days ; 
If ever been where bells have knoll'd to church ; 
If ever fat at any good man's feaft ; 
If ever from your eye-lids wip'd a tear, 
And know what 'tis to pity and be pitied — 
Let gentlenefs my ftrong enforcement be ; 
In the which hope I btofh, and hide my fword. 

Duke. True it is.that we have feen better days, 
And have with holy bell been knolPd to church, 
And fat at good menYfea'fts \ and wipM our eyes 
Of drops that facred pity hath engender'd j 



And therefore fit you down In gentlenefs. 
And take upon command whatbelp we have, 
That to your'wanting may be mini Iter 'd. [while, 

Orlando. Then but forbear your food a little 
Whiles, "like a doe, I go to find my fawn, 
And give it food. There is an old poor man, 
Who after me hath many a weary Hep 
Lirap'd in pure love; till he be rirft fufficM, 
OpprclsM with two weak evils, age and hunger, 
I will not touch a bit ! 

The World compared to a Stage. 

Thou feeil wc are not all alone unhappy — 
This wide and univerfal theatre 
Prefents more woeful pageants than the fcene 
Wherein we play. 

Jaques. All the world '« a ftage, 
And all the men and women merely players j 
They have their exits and their entrances j 
And one man in his time plays many parts, 
His ails being feven ages. At firft, the infant, 
Mewling and puking in the nurfe's arms : 
And then the whining fchool-boy, with his 
fatchel 

And fliining morning face, creeping like mail 
Unwillingly to fchool. And then the lover; 
Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad 
Made to his miftrefs's eye-brow.Then,the foldier, 
Full of ftrange oaths, and bearded like the pard, 
Jealous in honour, fudden and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation [jullice, 
Even in the cannon's mouth. And then the 
In fair round belly with good capon liii'd, 
With eyes fevere, and beard of formal cut, 
Full of wife f.iwo and modern inftances, 
And fo he plays his part. The fixth age ihifts 
Into the lean and flipper'd pantaloon, 
With fpeciacles on 's nofe and pouch on *s fide; 
His youthful hole, well fav\l, a world too wide 
For his lhrunk lhanks , and his big manly voice, 
Turning again towards child ilh treble, pipes 
And whiffles in his found. Laft fcene of all, 
That ends this ftrange eventful hiftory, 
Is fecond childilhnefs, and mere oblivion, 
Sans teeth, faus eyes, fans tafte, fans eveiy thing. 

Ingratitude. A Song. 
Blow, blow, thou winter-wind, 
Thou art not fo unkind 

As man's ingratitude: 
Thy tooth is not fo keen, 
Becaufe thou art not feen, 

Although thy breath be rude. 

Freeze, freeze, thou bitter Iky, 
Thou doft not bite lb nigh 

As benefits forgot : 0 
Tho' thou the waters warp, 
Thy fting is not fo (harp 

As friend remembered not. 

Scornful Love. 
Sylvius. , The common executioner, 
Whole heart tV accuftonVd light of death makes 
hard, 

Falls not the axe upon the humble neck, 

N n 3 But 
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But firft begs pardon : will you fterner be 
Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops ? 

Ph&bc. I would not be thy executioner : 
I fly thee, for I would not injure thee. 
Thou teiril me, there is murder in mine eye; 
Tis pretty, lure, and very probable, 
That eyes, that are the fnul'A and lotted tilings, 
Who (hut their coward gates on atomies, 
Should he calTd tyrants, butchers, murderers ! 
Now I do frown on thee 'with all my heart} 
And, if mine eyes can. wound, now let them 
kill thee?* 

Now counterfeit to fvvoon: why, now fall down ; 
Or, if thou canll not, O, for fharne, for fhame, 
Lie not, to fey mine eyes are murderers, [thee. 
Now (hew the wound mine eye hath made in 
Scratch thee but with a pin, and there remains 
Some fear of it; lean bur upon a rufh, 
The cicatrice and capable impreifurc [eyes, 
Thy palm fome moment keeps : but now mine 
Which I have darted at thee, hurt thee not ; 
Nor, I am fare, there is no force in eyes 
That can do. hurt to any. 

Sylvius. O dear Phoebe, 

If ever (as that ever may be near) 
You meet in fome frem cheek the powV of fancy, 
Then fhall you know the wounds inviiible 
That Love's keen arrows make. 

Scorn retorted. 
Od\s my little life! 
I think flie means to tangle mine eyes too. 
No, 'faith, proud mi fire Is ! hope hot after it. 
'lis not your inky brows, your black filk hair, 
Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of cream, 
That can entame my fpirits to your v.-orfhip. 
Youfoolilhihepherd,wherefore doyoufoilowher, 
Like foggy fouth, puffing with wind and rain ? 
You are a thou find times a properer man 
Than Ihc a woman ; 'Tis fuch fools as you 
That make the world full of ill-favour'd 
children. 

'Tis not her glafs, but you, that flatters lier j 
And out of you ilxe lets herfclf more proper 
Than any of her lineaments can fhew her! 
B u t, mi It re fs, k now you rielf ; (low n o n y on r k nees 
And thank Heaven, fading, for a good man's love: 
For I mult £ell you friendly in your ear, 
Sell when you can, you are not for all markets. 
Cry the man mercy, love him* take his oner ; 
Foul is moll foul, being foul to be a feoffor. 
lender Love. 

So holy, and fo perfeci is my love, 
And I in fuch a poverty of grace, 
^hat T fhall think it a mofl plenteous crop 
To glean the broken ears after the nun 
That the main barveft reaps s loole now and then 
A fcatter'd l'mile, and that J 11 live upon. 
Real Love dijlmblej. 

Think not I love him, though I afk for him ; 
T Ts but a peevifh boy ; — yet he talks well i — 
But what care I for words ? Yet words do well, 
When he that fpeaks them pleates thofethat hear. 
It n a pretty youth j— not very patty ;— - 



But fure he 's proud ; and yet his pride becomes 
him; 

He Tl make a proper man ; the befr thing in him 
Is his complexion : and fuller than his tongue 
Did make offence, his eye did heal it up. 
lie is not very, tajl ; yet for his years he 's tall 4 
His leg is but fo fo; and yet 'tis well : 
There vvas a pretty redneis in his lip, 
A Ik tie riper and more hilly red 
Than that mix'd in his cheek; 'twas juit the 
difference 

Betwixt the conftant red and mingled dumafk. 
There be lome women, Sylvius, had they mark'4 
him 

In parcels, as I did, would have gone near 
|To fall in love with him; but, for rny part, 
I love him not, nor hate him not; ai)d yet 
I have more caufe to hate him than to love him ; 
For what had he to do to chide at me ? 
He faid mine eyes were black, and my hair black j 
And, now I am remembered, fcorn'd at me: 
I marvel why I anfwer'd not again' ; 
But that 's all one ; omittance is no quittance. 

A fine Description of a flee ping Man about to be 
dejiroyed by a Snake and a Lionefs. 

Under an oak, whofe boughs, were mofs'd 
with age, 

And high top bald with dry antiquity, 

A wretched, ragged man, o'ergrown with hair, 

Lay fleepjng on his back ; about his neck 

A green and gilded make had writh'd itfelf, 

Who with herhead, nimble in threats, approach'd 

The opening of his mouth ; but luddenly 

Seeing Orlando, it unlink'd itfelf, 

And with indented glides did flip away 

Into a bufh ; under which bum's fhade 

A lionefs, with udders all dra^n drv, [watcfy 

Lay couching, head on ground, with cut-like 

When that the fleeping man ihould ftir: for 'tis 

The royal difpolkion of that beail 

To prey 011 nothing that doth feem as dead. 

Ccnverfion. 
I do not fli am e 
To tell you what I was, tince my converfion 
So fweetly taltes, being the thing I am. 

Love. 

Fhatbc. Good fhepherd, tell this youth what 
'tis to love. 

Sylvius. It is to be all made of fighs and tears ^ 
It is to be all made of faith and lervice; 
It is to be all made of fantafie, 
Alt made of paflion, and all made of wifhes : 
All adoration, duty, and obftrvance : 
All humbleneis, all patience and impatience; 
All purity, all trial, all observance. 

"The Uncertainty of Opinion in Anxiety. 

Duke. Doff thou believe, Orlando, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promifed ? 
Orlando. I fometimes do believe, and fome- 
times do not ; 
As thole that fear, they hope, and Know they fear. 

Song. 
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Song. On Matrimony. 
Wedding is great Juno's crown ; 

O blelfcd bond of board and bed! 
'Tis Hymen peoples every town, 

High wedlock then be honoured : 
Honour, high honour and renown, 
To Hymen, god of every town I 

$3. THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. 

Shakspeare. 
v ' Child - bearing prettily exprcfed. 

Herfelf almoft at fainting under 
The pleafing puniihment that women bear. 
Cheats well defct ibttf. 
They fay this town is full of cozenage; 
As nimbie jugglers that deceive the eye, 
Dark-working forcerers, that change the mind, 
Soul-killing witches, that deform the body, 
Difguiied cheaters, prating mountebanks, 
And many fuch-like liberties of lin ! 

Mans Pre-aninence. 
Why-headitrong liberty is laflVd with woe. 
There's nothing lituate under Heaven's eye, 
But hath its bound, in earth, in lea, in fkyj 
The bealls, the fillies, and the winged fowls, 
Are their males' lubjecls, and at their controuls. 
Men, more divine, the mailer of all thefe, 
Lords of the wide world, and wild watry leas, 
Indu'd with intellectual fenfe and fouls, 
Of more pre-eminence than fifh or fowT6, 
Are mailer* to their females, and their lords 1 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 
Patience eafier taught than praElifed. 
Patience unmov'd, no marvel though ihepaufe; 
They can be meek, that have no other cauie ; 
A wretched foul, bruis'd with adverfity, 
We bid be quiet, when we hear it cry ; 
But, were we burthen'd with like weight of pain, 
As much or more we mould ourfelves complain. 
Y Defamation. 
I fee, the jewel bell enamelled 
Will lofe its beauty \ and tho' gold bides frill, 
That others touch; yet often touching will 
Wear gold. And lo no man that hath a name, 
But falfehood and corruption doth it lhame. 

v Wijes Exhortation on a Hujband's Infidelity. 

Ay, ay, Antipholus, look ll range and frown ; 
Some other miftrefs hath thy fweet afpe&s : 
I am not Adriana, nor thy wife. [vow 
The time was once when thou, unurg*d,wouldfl 
That never words were mufic to thine ear, 
That never objeel pleafing in thine eye, 
That never touch well welcome to thine hand, 
That never meat fweet favoured in thy tafte, 
Unlefs I fpake, or look'd, or touch 'd, or carvM, to 
thee. [it, 
How comes it now, my hufband, oh, how comes 
That thou art then eltranged from tbyielf ? 
Thylelf I call it, being ilrange to me; 
That, undividable, incorporate, 
Am better than thy dear felf's better part. 
Ah, do not tear away thylelf from me : 



For know, my love, as eafy may ft thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulph, 
And take unnu'nglec! thence that drop again, 
Without addition or dimini thing, 
As take from me thyfelf, and not me too. 
How dearly would it touch thee to the quick, 
Should thou but hear I were licentious ; 
And that this body, confecrate to thee, 
By rujnun lull mould be contaminate ! 
Wouldll thou not fpil at me, and fpurn at me, 
And hurl the name of hu(band in my face. 
And tear the ftain'd ikin off my harlot brow, 
And from my falfe hand cut the wedding-ring, 
And break it with a deep divorcing vow? 
I know thou canft ; and therefore lee thou do it. 
I am polled with an adulterate blot, 
My blood is mingled with the crime of lull ; 
For if we two be one, and thou play falfe, 
I do digeft the poilbn of thy flefh, 
Being ltrumpeted by thy contagion. 

A Re/peel to Decency and the Opinion of the WorU % 
an excellent Bulwark to our Virtues. 

Have patience, Sir; O, let it not be fo ; 
Herein you war agaioii your reputation, 
And draw within the compafs of fufpeel 
Th' inviolated honour of your wife. 
Once this^r- Your long experience of her wifdom, 
Her fober virtue, years, and modefty, 
Plead on her part ibme caule to you unknown ; 
And doubt not, Sir, but Ihc will well excufe 
Why at this time the doors are made againfl you. 
Be rul'd by me; depart in patience, 
And let us to the Tiger all to dinner 5 
And, about evening, come Jtourlelf alone, 
To know the reafon of this ilrange reftrainfe. 
If by ilrong hand you offer to break in, 
Now in the ilirring paffage of the day, 
A vulgar comment will be made of it ; 
And that fuppofed by the common rout 
Againft your yet ungalled reputation. 
That may with foul intrufion enter in, 
And dwell upon your grave when you aredead : 
For flander lives upon fncceflion ; 
For ever hous'd where it once gets pofTefllon. 
Document for Wivts, and the ill Effeels of 
Jealoufy. 

Abhefs. Hath he not loft much wealth by 
wreck at fea | 
Buried ibme dear friend ? Hath not elfe his eye 
Stray M his affection in unlawful love ? 
A fin prevailing much in youthful men, 
Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing* 
Which of thefe ibrrows is he fubjeft to ? [laft; 

Adriana. To none of thefe, except it be the 
Namely, fame love that drew him off from home. 

Abhefs. You ihould for that have reprehended 

Adriana. Why fo I did. [him, 

Abbefs. But not rough enough. 

Adriana. As roughly as my modefty would 

Abbefs. Haply in private. [] € t me. 

Adriana. And inallemblies too. 

Abbefs. But not enough. 

Adriana. It was the copy of our conference - 
Nn^ i a 
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In bed, he flept not for my urging it ; 

At board, he fed not for my urging it : 

Alone, it was the fubjectof my thtmc y 

In company, I often glanc'd at it: 

Still did I tell him it was vile and bad. [was mad. 

Abbefs. And therefore came it that the man 
The venom clamours of a jealous woman 
Poifon more dead!/ than a mad-dog's tooth. 
It feem% his fleeps were hinder'd by thy railing: 
And therefore comes it that his head is light. 
Thou fay'fl his meat was fauc'd with thy up- 
Unquiet meals make ill digeitions, [braidings ; 
Thereof the raging fire of fever bred j 
And what's a fever, but a fit of madnefs ? 
Thou fay'fl his fportswere hinder'd by thybrawls: 
Sweet recreation barr'd, what doth enfue 
But moody and dull melancholy, 
Kinfman to grim and comfortlels defpair ? 
And, at her heels, a huge infectious troop 
Of pale diltemperatures and foes to life. 

/// Deeds and ill Words, double Wrong. 
*Tk double wrong to truant with your bed, 

And let her read it in your looks at board: 
Shame hath a baflard fame, well managed ; 

111 deeds are doubled with an evil word. 
Pajfionate Lover s Addrefs to his Mifirefs. 
Sing, Syren, for thyfelf, and I will dote ; • 

Spread o'er the filver waves thy golden hairs j 
And as a bed I'll take them, and there lie j 

And in that glorious fuppoiition think 
He gains by death, that hath fuch means to die ! 
Description of a beggarly Conjurer y or a Fortune- 
- teller. 

A hungry, lean-fac'd villain, 
A mere anatomy, a mountebank, 
A thread-bare juggler, and a fortune-teller, > 
A needy, hollow-ey^d, fharp-looking wretch, 
A living dead-man : this pernicious flave, 
Forfooth, took on him as a conjurer; 
And gazing in my eyes, feeling my pulfe, 
And with no face as't were outfacing me, 
Cries out, I was pofleft. 

Old Age. 

Not know my voice ! O time's extremity, 
Hart thou focrack'd and fplitted my poor tongue, 
In feven fhort years, that here my only fon 
Knows not my feeble key of untun'd cares ? 
Tho now this grained face of mine be hid 
Injap-confuming winter's drizzled fiiow, 
And all the conduits of my blood froze up ; 
Vet hath my night of life lome memory ; 
My waiting lamp fome fading glimmer left ; 
My dull deaf ears a little ule to hear : 
All thefe old witneffes, — I cannot err, — 
Tell nu, thou art my fon, Antipholus. 

§4. LOVE's LABOUR LOST. 

- Shakspeare* 
A laudable Ambition far Fame and true Tomjuf/I 
dejcribed. 

Kutg. T et Fame, that all hunt afttr in their 
live ' 

Live regirter'd upon our brazen tombs, 



And then grace us in the difgrace of death , 
When, fpire of cormorant devouring time, 
Th' endeavour of this prefent breath may buy 
That honour which fhall bate his fcythe's keen 
And make us heirs of all eternity. [edge, 
Therefore, brave "conquerors ! for fo you are 
That war againll your own affections, 
And the huge army of the world's deiires ; — 
Our late edict fhall ftrongly fland in force. 
Navarre fhall be the wonder of the world: 
Our court fhall be a little academe. 
Still and contemplative in liying art. " 

Longa<ville. I am refolv'd \ 'tis but a three 
years faft $ 

The mind fhall banquet, tho* the body pine- 
Fat paunches have lean pates ; and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but banker out the wits. 

Dumain. My lovingLord,Dumain is mortified; 
The grofler manner of the world's delights 
He throws upon the grofs world's bafer (laves— 
To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die: 
With all thefe living in philolbphy. 

Vanity of Pleafures. 

Why, all delights are vain: but that moflvain, 
Which, with pain purchas'd, doth inherit pain. 

On Study. 

Study is like the heaven's glorious fun, [looks ; 

That will not be deep fearch'd with laucy 
Small have continual plodders ever won, 

Save bafe authority from others books: 
Thefe earthly godfathers of heaven's lights, 

That give a name to every fixed flar, 
Have no more profit of their fliining nights, 

Than thofe that walk, and wot not what they 
are 4 . 

Too much to know, is to know nought but fame; 
And every godfather can give a name. 

Again. 

So fludy evermore is overfhot ; 
While it doth fludy to have what it would, 
It doth forget to do the things it mould: 
And when it hath the thing it hunteth mod, 
'Tis won, as towns with fire j lb won, fo loll. « 
FroJI. 

An envious fneaping frofl, 
That bites the firll-born infants of the fpring. 
The Folly and Danger of making Vo ivs. 

Neceflity will make us all forlworn [{pace *. 
Three thoufand times within thefe three years 

For every man with his affects is born, 
Not by might malter'd, but by fpecial grace : 
If I break faith, this word fhall lpeak lor mc, 
I am forfworn on mere neceflity. 
/ A conceited Courtier, cr Man of Compliments. 
Our court, you know, is haunted 

With a refined traveller of Spain 
A man in all the world's new fafhion planted, 

,Thnt hatha mint of phrafes in his brain : 
One whom the mulic of his own vain tongue 

Doth' ravilh, like enchanting harmony : 
A man of compliments, whom right and" wrong 

Have cholt as umpire of their mutiny. 

This 
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This child of fancy, that Armado hight, 
For interim to our itudics, mall relate 
In high-born words the worth of many a knight, 
From tawny Spain, loft: in the word's debate. 
How you delight, my lords, I know not, I j 
But, I proteit, I love to hear him lie, 
And I will ufe him for my minltrclfy. 

Biron. Armado is a moft illultrious wight, 
A man of fire- new words, falh ion's own knight. 
Beauty, 

My beauty, tho' but mean, 
Needs not the painted flourilh of your praife : 
Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, 
Nor utter'd by bale iale of chapmen's tongues. 
A Wit, 

In Normandy faw I this Longaville: 
A man of fovereign parts he is eiteem'd ; 
Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms : 
Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well : 
The only foil of his fair virtue's glofs 
(If virtue's glofs will (lain with any foil) 
Is a fharp wit match'd with too blunt a will ; 
Whofe edge hath pow'r to cut, whofe will Hill 
wills 

It mould none fpare that come within his power. 

Fri. Some merry mockinglord, belike ; is 't fo ? 

Mar. They lay fo inoft, that molt his humours 
know. [grow. 

Fri, Such fhort-liv'd wits do wither as they 
\ A Merry Man. 

A merrier man, 
Within the limit of becoming mirth, 
I never fpent an hour's talk withal. 
His eye begets occalion for his wit; 
For every object that the one doth catch 
The other turns to a mirth-mcving jeft; 
Which his fair tongue (conceit's expolitor) 
Delivers in fuch apt and gracious words, 
That aged ears play truant at his tales, 
And younger hearings are quite ravilhed; 
So fweet and voluble is his difcourfe. 

A comical Defription of Cupid or Love. 

O ! and I, foriooth, in love ! 
I, that, have been love's whip; 
A very beadle to a humorous figh : 
A critic; nay, a night-watch conltable; 
A domineering pedant o'er the boy, 
Than whom no mortal more magnificent ! 
This whimpled, whining, purbiind, wayward 

This Signior Julio's giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid, 

Regent cf love-rhymes, lord of folded arms, 

Th' anointed fovereign of fighs and groans j 

Liege of all loiterers and malccontents; 

Sole imperator, and great general 

Of trotting 'paritors : (O my little heart) 

And I to be a corporal of his file, 

And wear his colours ! like a tumbler's hoop ! 

What ? I ! I love ! I fue ! I leek a wife \ 

A woman, that is like a German clock, 

Still a-repairing ; ever out of frame, 

And never going right, being a watch, 

But being watch'd, that it may ftill go right ? 



Ill Deeds often done for the Sake of Fame. 
A giving hand, though foul, mall have fair 
praife — 

But come, the bow. — Now mercy goes to kill* 
And mooting well is then accounted ill. 
Thus will I lave my credit in the (hoot : 
Not wounding, pity would not let me do't ; 
If wounding, then it was to (hew my (kill, 
That more for praife than purpole meant to kill. 
And, out of queftion, fo it is fometimes ; 
Glory grows guilty of detelted crimes ; [part, 
When, for fame's fake, for praife, an outward 
We bend to that the working of the heart : 
As I, for praife alone, now leek to fpill [ill. 
The poor deer's blood, that my heart means no 

* Sonnet. 
Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye 

('Gainlt whom the world cannot hold argu- 
Perfuade my heart to this falfe perjury ; [ment) 

Vows, for thee broke, deferve not punilhment. 
! A woman I forfwore j but I will prove 

(Thou being a goddefs) I forfwore not thee: 
My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love : 

Thy gracebeing gain'd,cures all difgrace in me. 
Vow s are but breath, and breath a vapour is ; 
• Then thou, fair fun, which on my earth doli 
Exhal'lt this'vapour vow ; in thee it is : [mine, 

If broken then, it is no fault of mine ; 
If by me broke, what fool is not fo wife, 

To lofe an oath to win a paradife ? 

Another. 

On a day, (alack the day ! ) 
Love, whofe month is ever- May, 
Spy'd a blofibm palling fair 
Playing in the wanton air: 
Thro' the velvet leaves the wind, 
All unfeen, 'gan pafTage find ; 
That the lover, hck to death, 
Wilh'd himfelf the heaven's breath. 
Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow ' 
Air, would I might triumph fo ! 
But, alack! my hand is fworn, 
Ne'er to pluck thee from thy thorn. 
Vow, alack ! for youth unmeet, 
Youth fo apt to pluck a fweet. 
Do not call it lin in me, 
That I am forfworn for^tbee : 
Thou for whom ev'n Jove would fwear 
Juno hut an Ethiope were; 
And deny himfelf for Jove, 
Turning mortal for thy love. 

Cotttmanding Beauty* 

Who fees the heavenly Rofalind, 

That, like a rude and favage man of Inde, 

At the firft opening of the 1 gorgeous eaft, 
Bows not his vaflal head, and, ltrucken blind, 

KilTes the bafe ground with obedient breall ? 
What peremptory eagle-lighted eye 

Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 
That is not blinded by her majelty ? 

The Power of Love. 

Why, univerlul plodding prifons up 
The nimble fpirits in the arteries, 

As 
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As motion and long during action tires 
The fmewy vigour of the traveller. 



When would you, my liege — or you — or you — 
In leaden contemplation, have found out 
Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes 
Of beauteous tutors have enriciYd you with ? 
Other How arts entirely keep the brain; 
And therefore finding barren praclilers, 
Scarce lhew a harvell of their heavy toil : 
But love, firft learned in a lady's eyes, 
Lives not alone immured in the brain ; 
But, with the motion of all elements, 
Courfes as fwift as thought in eveiy powV; 
And gives to ev*ry pow'r a double pow'r j 
Above their functions and their offices, 
It adds a precious feeing to the eye ; 
A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind : 
A lover's ears will hear the lowell found, 
When f he fufpicious head of theft is itopt. 
Loves 's feeling is more fbft and fenfible 
Than are the tender horns of cockled mails. 
Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus grofs in 
For valour, is not love a Hercules. [taltc. 
Still climbing trees in the Hefperides > 
Subtle as Sphinx ; as fwect and mufical 
As bright Apollo's lute, flrung with his hair: 
And when love fpeaks, the voice of all the gods 
Makes heaven drowfy with the harmony. 
Never duril poet touch a pen to write, 
,Until his ink were temper'd with love's lighs : 
O then his eyes would ravifh lavage ears, 
And plant in tyrants mild humility. 
From women's eyes this doctrine I derive: 
They fparkle flill the right Promethean fire: 
They are the books, the arts, the academes, 
That lhew, contain, and nourifh all the world j 
Elfe, none at all in aught proves excellent. 

Wife Men greatejl Fools m Love. 
Ri. None are fo furcly caught, when they are 
catch'd, 

As wit turn'd fool: folly, in wildom hatclfd, 
Hath wifdom^s warrant, and the help of fchool, 
And wit's own grace to grace a learned fool. 

Rof. The blood of youth burns not with fuch 
As gravity's revolt to wantonnefs. [excels 

Mar . Fol ly i n fools bears not fo ll range a note, 
As fool? ry in the wife, when wit doth dote : 
Since all the power thereof jt doth ^pply. 
To prove by wit. worth in fimplicity. . 
v Keenncfs of Women's tongues. 

The tongues of mocking wenches are as keen 
As is the razor's edge invifible. 

Cutting a fmaller hair than may be feen; . 
Above the fenfe of lenie, id ftnlible 
Secmtth their conference 
wings 

Fleeter than arrowc, bullet 
fwifter things. 

Ladies rnafked and unmojked. 
Fair ladies mafkM are rofes in the bud ; 
pjf'mafkd.theirdamafk fweetcommixtuiefhown, 
Are angels veiling clouds, or roles blown. 



XTR ACTS, Book III. 

\ Lord Chamberlain or Gentleman UJher. 
This fellow pecks up wit, as pigeons peafe \ 
And utters it again when God doth pleafe : 
He is wit's pedlar; and. retails his wares 
At wakes, and waflels, meetings, markets, fairs.- 
And we that fell by grofs, the Lord doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with fuch mow. 
This gallant pins the wenches on his fleeye; 
Had he been Adam he had tempted Eye. 
He can carve too, and lifpt Why this is he 
That kifs'd his hand away in courtely j 
This is the ape of form. Monlieur the nice, 
That when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms: nay he can ling 
A mean mod meanly ; and in ufhering 
Mend him who can : the ladies call nim Sweet j 
The flairs, as he treads on them kifs his feet. 
This is the flower that fmiies on every one, 
To (hew his teeth as white as whale his bone: 
And confluences that will not die in debt. 
Pay him the due of honey-tongu'd Boyet. 

See where it comes !— Behaviour what wert thou 
Till this man lhew'd thee ? and what art thou now? 
J Elegant Compliment to a Lady. 

Fair, gentle, fweet, [g rect ' 

Your wit makes wife things foolifh: when we 
With eyes beft feeing Heaven's fiery eye. 
By light we lofe light : your capacity 
Is of that nature, as to your huge ltore [poor. 
Wife things ieem foolifh, and rich things but 
Humble Zeal to pleafe. [howj 
Thatfport molt pleafes that doth leafl know 
When zeal ftrives to content, and the contents 
Die in the zeal of that which it prefents, 
Their form confounded makes moll form in 
mirth, [birth. 
When great things labouring perifh in their 
The EjfeBs of Lo-ve. 
For your fair fakes have we neglected time, 
Play'd foul play with our oaths j your beauty, 
ladies, [mours 
Hath much deform'd us, fafhioning our hu- 
Even to the oppofed end of our intents ; 
And what in us hath feemM ridiculous— 
As love is full of unbefitting llrains, 
All wanton as a child, fkippingand vain ; 
Form'd by the eye j and therefore like the eye, 
Full of ftrange fhapes, of habits, and of forms, 
Varying in fubjects as the eye doth roll 
To every vary'd object in his glance : 
Which party-colour'd prefence of loofe love, 
Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes, 
I'T hath mifbecom'd our oaths and gravities, 
r conceit hath \ J ^heavenly eyes, that look into tlttfe f ,ults, 
iSuggefled us to make them: therefore, laches, 
Our love being yours, the error that love makes 
Is likewile yours. 

Trial of Love. 
If this auftere, infociable life 
Change not your offer made in heat of hlood ; 
If fr oils, andfafts, bard lodging, :md thin weeds j 
Nip not the pUdy bloilbms of your love, 
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But that it bear this trial, and laft love j 
Then, at the expiration of the year, 
Conn challenge me. 

v Jejt and Je/ter. y 

-Rof. Oft have I heard of you, my lord Biron, 
Before I law you: and the world's large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks > 
Full of companions, and wounding flouts j 
Which you on all cttates will execute, 
That lit within the mercy of your wit : 
Toweed thisworm wood from your fruit fulbrain, 
And therewithal vo win me, if you pleafe, 
(Without the which I am not to be won) 
You mail this twelvemonth term,from day today, 
Virit the ipeechlelsiick, and (till converfe 
With groaning wretches: and your talk (hall be, 
With all the herce endeavour of your wit, 
T enforce the pained impotent to fmile [death ? 

Bir. To move wild laughter in the throat of 
It cannot be, it is impoflible : 
Mirth cannot move a foul in agony. [fpirit, 

Rof Why, that's the way to choak a gibing 
Whofe influence is he^ot of that loofe grace 
Which (hallow laughing hearers give to fools ! 
A jeft's prosperity Jie6 in the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it. Then, if fickly ears, 
Deaft with the clamours of their own dear groans, 
Will hear your idle (corns, continue then, 
And I will have you, and that fault w.thal; 
But if they will not, throw awny that fpirit, 
And I fhall find you empty of that fault, 
Right joyful of your reformation. 

v Spring. A hong. 
When dailies pied, and violets blue, 
And lady- (mocks all filver white, 
And cuckow buds of yellow hue, 

Do paint the meadows with delight : 
The cuckow, then, on every tree, 
Mocks married men 5 for thus fmgs he, 
Cuckow ! 

Cuckow ! cuckow ! O word of fear, 
Unpleafing to a married ear ! 

When fliepherds pipe on oaten draws, 

And merry larks are ploughmen's clocks : 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws ; 

And maidens bleach their lummer linocks ; 
The cuckow then, on every tree, 
Mocks married men ; for thus lings he, 
Cuckow ! 

Cuckow ! Cuckow ! O word of fear, 
Unpleafing to a married ear ! 

Winter. A Song. 
When icicles hang by the wall, 

And Dick the fhepherd blows his nail j 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail ; 
\Vhen blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 
Then nightly fings the flaring owl 
To-whoo! 

Tu-whit, to-whoo, a merry note, 
While greafy Joan doth keel the pot, 
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When all aloud the wind doth blow, 

And coughing drowns the parfon's faw; 
And birds lit brooding in the lhow, 

And Marian's nofeTlooks red and raw: 
When roafted crabs hifs in the bowl, 
Then nightly lings the daring owl 
To-whoo ! 

Tu-whit, to-whoo, a merry note, 
While greafy Joan doth keel the pet. 

§ 5. MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 

SHAKSPEARE. 

Virtue given to be exerted. 
r T* here is a kind of chancier in thy life, 

That, to the obferver, doth thy hiltory 
Fully unfold : thyfelf and thy belongings 
Are not thine own lb proper, as to wafte 
Thyfelf upon thy virtues, them on thee. 
Heav'n doth with us as we with torches do, 
Not light them for thcmfelves : for if our virtues 
Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike [toucrfd, 
As if we had them not. Spirits are not finely 
But to fine ilfues : nor nature never lends 
The irnallefi fcruple of her excellence, 
But, like a thrifty goddels, (he determines 
Herfelf the glory of a creditor, 
Both thanks and ule. 

Diflike of Popularity. 
I love the people, 
But do not like to Itageme to their eyes: 
Though it do well, I do not relilh well 
Their loud applauie andave's vehement: 
Nor do I think the man of iafe diicretioa 
That does affec~f. it. 

Authority. 
Thus can the demi god, authority, 
Make us pay down for our ofrence by weight. 
The words of Heav n : On whom it will, it wU ; 
On whom it will not ibj yet itill 'tis juft. 

The Confequence of Liberty indulge J. 
0 Lucio. Why, how now, Claudio? whence 
comes this reltraint ? 
Claud. From too much liberty, my LucTo, li- 
As furfeit is the father of much fa(t, [berty ; 
So every fcope, by the immoderate ufe, 
Turns to reltraint. Our natures do purfue, 
Like rats that raven down their proper bine, 
A thirity evil ; and when we drink we die. 
Neglefled I.avus. 

This new governor 
Awakes me all th' enrolled penalties, 
Which have, like unfeour'd armour, hiing by 
the wall 

So long, that nineteen zodiacs have gone round.. 
And none of them been worn \ and for a name, 
Now puts the drowfy and neglected a<5t 
Frelhly on me : 'tis furely for a name. 
Eloquence and Beauty. 
In her youth 
There is a prone and fpeechlefs dialeft, 
Such as moves men \ be(ide, (he hath a profp'rous 
ait, 

WJifn 
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When fhe will- play with reafon and difcourfe, 
And well (he can perfuade. 

Retired Life. 
My holy Sir, none better knows than you 
How I have ever lovM the life removed ; 
And held in idle price to haunt aflemblies 
Where youth,and coil,andwitlefs bravery keeps. 

Licentioufncfs the Confequence of unexecuted Lazvs. 

We have ftrict ftatutes, and mod biting laws. 
(The needful bits and curbs toheadilrong iteeds) 
Which for thefe nineteen years we have let fleep ; 
Even like an overgrown lion in a cave, 
That goes not out to prey: now, as fond fathers, i 
Having bound up the threafningtwigs of birch, I 
Only to ltick it in their children's fight 
For terror, not for ufe ; in time the rod [crees,- 
Becomes more mock'd than fear'd ; fo our de- 
Dead to infliction, to themfelves are dead} 
And liberty plucks juftice by the nofe : 
The baby beats the nurfe, and quite athwart 
Goes all decorum. 

Pardon the Sanction of IVickednefs. 
For we bid this be done, 
When evil deeds have their permiiiive pafs, 
And not the punifhment. 

A fevere faint -like Governor, 

Lord Angelo is precife; 
Stands at a guard with envy : fcarce confeifes 
That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than ftone : hence ihall we fee, 
If pow'r change purpofe, what our ieemers be. 

A Virgin addrtjl. 
Hail, virgin, if you be; as thofe cheek-rofes 
Proclaim you are no lcis ! 

A Religious proje ft. 
I hold you as a thing enfky'd,and fainted" ; 
By your renouncement, an immortal fpirit, 
And to be talk'd with in fincerity, 
As with a faint. 

Embracing. 

Your brother and his lover hnve embracM : 
As thofe that feed grow full ; as bloflorning time, 
That from the feednefs the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foyfon ; fo her plenteous womb 
Exprcllah his fail tilth and huibandry. 

School -fellc^bs. 

Luc. Is (he yourcoufm ; fivmes, 

Ifab. Adoptcdly, as fchoolmaids change their 
By vain though apt affection. 

Refulutivn. 

Our doubts are traitors; 
And make us lofe the good we oft might win, 
By fearing to attempt. 

The Prayers of Maidens effectual. 

Go to lord Angelo, 
And let him learn to know, when maidens fue, 
Men give like gods ; but when they weep and 
All th'eir petitions are as freely theirs . [kneel, 
As they themfelves would owe them. 
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All Men frail. 
Angelo, We muff not make a fcarecrow of the 



Setting it up to fcare the birds of prey, 
And let it keep one fliape till cultom make It 
Their perch, and not their terror. 

Efca. Ay, but-yet 
Let us be keen, and rather cut a little, 
Than fail, and bruile to death: alas, this gen- 
tleman, 

Whom I would fave, had a moll noble father. 
Let but your honour know, 
(Whom I believe to be moil: {trait in virtue) 
That, in the working of your own affections, 
Had time cohcr'd with place, or place with wiih* 
Or that the re folute acting of your blood [ing ; 
Could haveattain'dth'efrect of yourownpurpoiiej 
Whether you had not fome time in your life 
Err'd in this point, which now you cenfure him, 
And puird the law upon you. 

Angelo. 'Tis one thing to be tempted, Efcalus, 
Another think to fall. I not deny, 
The jury, patting on the pris'ner's life, 
May in the fworn twelve have a thief or two 
Guiltier than him they try ; what's open made 
Tojultice,thatjuiticeieizes.What know the laws 
That thieves dcrpafs on thieves? 'Tis very preg- 
nant, 

The jewel that we find, we ftoop, and take it, 

Becaufe we fee it ; but what we do not lee 

We tread upon, and never think of it < 

You may not fb extenuate his offence, 

For I have had fuch faults: but rather tell me, 

When I that cenfure him do fo offend, 

Let mine own judgment pattern out my death 

And nothing come in partial. 

Mercy frequently mijlaken. 
Mercy is not itfelf, that oft looks fo ; 
Pardon is ftill the nurfe of fecond woe. 

Not to be too hafty in ABions irremediable. 
Under your good correction, I have feen 
When , after execution, judgment hath 
Repented o'er his doom. 

Ba*i Atlions already condemned \ the Aclors to be 
punijbed. 

Condemn the fault, and not the aetor of it ? 
Why, ever)" fault's condemrTd, ere it he done : 
Mine were the very cypher of a function, 
To fine the faults whole fine Hands in record^ 
And let go by the a&or. 

Mcry in Governors recommended. 
No ceremony that to great ones lonrs, 
Not the king's crown, nor the deputed fword, 
The martial's truncheon, nor the judge's robe, 
Become them with one half fo good a o-race 
As mercy does. If he had been as you, 
And you as he, you would have flip! like him ; 
But he, like you, would; not have been fo itenu 
The Duty of mutual Porgivcnefs. 

' Ala's ! alas ! 

Why, all the fouls that were, were forfeit once. 
And he, that might the Vantage beft have tookj 

Found 
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Found out the remedy, How would you be, 
If he, which is the top of judgment, mould 
But judge you as you are ? Oh ! think on that : 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man new made. 

Unprepared Death, 
ifab. To-morrow! O, that's iudden! fpare 
him, fpare him: 
He's not prepaid for death! Even for ourkitchens 
We kill the fowl of lealon j lhall we ferve Heaven 
With Lefs rcfpedt than we do minuter 
To our grols felves ? Good, good my lord, be- 
think you ; - 
Who is it that hath dyM for this offence ? 
—There's many have committed it. 

Ang. The law hath not been dead, though it 
hath ilept ; 

Thofe many had not dar'd to do that evil, 
If the rirft man that did th' edift infringe 
Had anfwered for his deed i now, 'tis awake; 
Takes note of what is done; and, like a prophet, 
Looks in a glafs, that mews what future evils 
(Or new, or by remiflnefs new cnnceiv'd, 
And ib in progrefs to be hatch'd and born) 
Are now to haye no fucceflive degrees, 
But, ere they live, to end. 

Jujlice. 

Ifab. Yet (hew fome pity. 

J rig. I lhew it molt of all, when I fhewjuftice; 
For then I pity thofe I do not know, 
Which a diimifs'd offence would after gall; 
A n d do h i m ri gh t, t hat ,a n fwe r ingone foulw rong, 
Lives not to act another. 

The Ahufe of Authority. 

Oh, 'tis excellent 
To have a giant's fcrength I but it is tyrannous 
To ule it like a giant. 

Great Men s Abufe of Fouoer. 

Could great men thunder. 
As Jove himfelf does, Jove would ne'erbe quiet ; 
For ev'ry pelting, petty officer [thunder ! 
Would ule his heav'n for thunder ! Nothing but 

Merciful Heav'n ! 
Thou rather with thy fl^irpand fulphurous bolt 
Split'ft the unwedgable and gnarled oak, 
Than the foft myrtle. O, but man ! proud man, 
Dreit in a little brief authority, 
Molt ignorant of what he 's moft afiur'd, 
His glaffy elfence — like an angry ape, 
Plays fuch fantaftic tricks before high Heav'n, 
As makes the angels weep ; who, with ourfplcen^, 
Would all themselves laugh mortal. 

The Pri vilege of Authority. 

We cannot weigh our brother with ourfelf. 
Great men mnyjelt with faints ; 'tis wit in tlu.ni ; 
But, in the lels, foul profanation. 
That in the captain 's but a choleric word, 
Which in the foldier is flat blafphemy. 
Confcioufnefs of our o<ivn Faults fbould make us 
merciful. 

Aug. Why do you put thefefayings upon me ? 

Ifab. Becaufe authority, though it err like 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itielf, [others, 
Tiiat lkims the voice o' the top : go to your bolom : 



Knock there ; and alk your heart, what it dotk 

know 

That s like my brother's fault: if it confefs 
A natural guiltinefs, fuch as is his, 
Let it not lbund a thought upon your tongue 
Againft my brother's life. 

Honefl Bribery. 

Ifab. Hark how I '11 bribe you! Good my Lord, 

Aug. How ! bribe me ? [turn back. 

Ifab. Not with fond Ihekelsof the celled gold, 
Or ltones whofe rate is either rich or poor 
As fancy values them; but with true prayers, 
That lhall be up at heaven and enter tnere 
Ere the fun rife: prayers from preferved fouls, 
From falling maids whofc minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 

The Power of virtuous Beauty. 

Ifab. Save your honour ! [Exit Ifab. 

Ang. From thee; even from thy virtue ! — 
What 's this ? What 's this ? Is this her fault, or 
mine ? 

The tempter, or the tempted, who fins moft ? ha I 
Not fhe ; nor doth lhe tempt ; but it is I, 
That, lying by the violet, in the fun, 
Do, as the carrion does, not as the flow'r, 
Corrupt with virtuous feafen. Can it be, 
That modelly may more betray our fenfe 
Than woman's lightnefs ? Having walle ground 
Shall we defire to rafe the fah&uaiy, [enough, 
And pitch our evils there ? Oh, he, fie, fie, 
What doft thou, or what art thou, Angelo ? 
Dolt thou deli re her foully, for thofe things. 
That make her good ? Oh, let her brother live: 
Thieves for their robbery have authority, 
When judges (leal themfelves. What! do I love 
That I defire to hear her fpeak again, [her, 
And feaft upon her eyes ? Wlnt is \ I dream on ? 
Oh cunning enemy, that, to catch a faint," 
With faints doll bait they hook ! Moft dangerous 
Is that temptation, that does goad us on 
To fin in loving virtue : n'er could the ftrumpef, 
With all her double vigour, art and nature, 
Once ftir my ternper: but this virtuous maid 

Subdues me quite. 

True Repentance. 

Duke. Repent you,fairone,ofthe fin you carry ?, 

Jul. I do ; and bear the lhame moft patiently. 

Duke. I'll teach you how you lhall arraign 
your confeience, 
And try your penitence, if it be found, 
Or hollowly put on. 

Jul. I '11 gladly learn. 

Duke. Love you the man that iTrong'd ybu ? 
Jul. Yes ,as I love the woman that wrong'd him. 
Duke. So then,itfecms,your molloftenceful act: 
Was mutually committed ? 
Jul. Mutually. [his. 
Duke. Then wi r > your fin of heavier kind than 
Jul. I do confefs it, and repent it, father. 
Duke. 'Tis meet fo, daughter : but — left you 
do repent 

As that the fin ftsih brought you to this fhame, 
Which forrow is always to ourlelves,not Heaven \ 
Showing we would net fpare Heaven, as we love it. 
But as we Hand in fear juL 
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Jul. I do repent me as it is an evil ; 
And take the ihame with joy. 
Duke. There reft. 

Love in a grave, few ere Governor. 
When I would pray and think, I think and pray 
Tofev'ral fubjecTs : Heaven hath my empty words: 
Whilil. my invention, hearing not my tongue, 
Anchors on I label. HeavVs in my mouth, 
As if I did but only chew his name ; 
And in my heart the Itrong and dwelling evil 
Of my conception : the ffate, whereon I lludied, 
Is like a good thing, being often read, 
Grown fear'd and tedious j yea, my gravity, 
Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride, 
Could I, with boot, change for an idle plume 
Which the air beats for vain. O place ! O form ! 
How often dolt thou with thy cafe, thy habit, 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiler fouls 
To thy falle leeming ! Blood, thou ft ill are blood 
Let 's write good angel on the devil's horri j — 
Tis not the devil's creft. 

A Simile on the Prefence of the beloved Ohjecl. 



-O Heavens ! 



Why does my blood thus mufter to my heart, 
Making both it unable for itfelf, 
And difpoftelling all my other parts 
Of neceflary fitnefs ? 

So play the foolifh throngs with one that fwoonsj 
Come all to help him, and thus Hop the air 
By which he Ihouid revive : and even fo 
The gen'ral, fubjecl to a wcll-wim'd king, 
Qfcit their own part,and in obfequious fondnefs 
Cttm d to his prefence, where their untaught love 
Muft needs appear offence. 

Fornication end Murder equalled. 
Fie, thefe filthy vices ! — It wereius nood 
To pardon him that hath from nature ftol'n 
A mrm already made, as to remit 
The" r & iicy 1 weetncfs,that do coin Heaven's ima^e 
In (lamps that are forbid : 'tis all as ealy 
Fallely to take away u life true made, 1 
As ot put mettle inreftrained means, 
To make a falle one. 

Compelled Sins. 

Our compell'd fins 
Stand more for number than for account. 
Lovulinefs of Mind. 

t/kb* Let mebe ignorant, and in nothing good, 
Bui grncioufly to know I am no better, [bright, 

Aug. Thus wifdom wifhes to appear molt 
When it does tax itfelf: as thefe black maiks 
Proclaim an enftiiel'd beauty ten times louder 
Th n beauty could difplay'd. 

Heroic Female Virtue. 

Aug. Admit no other way to lave his life 
(As I fublcrihe not that, or any ether, 
Bat in thejcls of queftion), that you his lifter, 
Tiiidinw your/elf dehYd of fuch a perfon, 
Whofec.edit with the judge, or own great place. 
Could fetch, your brother from the manacles 
Ot the all-binding law ; and that there were 
Kq ca;thly jnean to lave him, but that either 
i i u mislay down the lie Mires of your body. 



To this fuppofed, or elfe to let him fuffer; 
What would you do ? 

I fab. As much for my poor brother as myfelfj 
That is, were I under the terms of death, 
Th' imprellionof keen whips I'd wear as rubies, 
And ftrip mylelf to death as to a bed 
That longing I have been lick for, ere I 'J yield 
My body up to lhame. 
Ang. Then mult your brother die. 
lfab. And 't were the cheaper way : 
Better it were a brother died 3t once, 
Than that a lifter, by redeeming him 
Should die for ever. 

Ang, Were not you then as cruel as the fen- 
That yod have llander'd fo ? [tence 
lfab. An ignominious ran fom, and free pardon, 
Are of two houfes; lawful mercy, lure, 
Is nothing kin to foul redemption. 

S elf -hit a- efi palliates Faults, 
lfab. Itoft^falls out, [we mean: 

To have what we would have, we fpeak net what 
I lbmething do excule the thing 1 hate, 
For his advantage that I dearly love. 

IVoinaiiz Frailty. 

Aug. Nay, women are frail too. 

lfab. Ay, as the glafles where they view them- 
felves ; 

Which are as eafy broke as they make forms. 
Women ! help Heaven ! men their creation mar, 
In profiting by them : nay, call us ten times frail; 
For we are foft as our complexions arc, 
And credulous ta falle prints. 

IVeight of efiablifbed Reputation. 
Ang. Who will believe thee, Ifabel ? 
My unfoil'd name, th' aufterenefs of my life, , 
My vouch againft you, and my place i' the ftate, 
W ill fo your accuiation overweigh, 
That you lhall ltifte in your own report, 
And i'mejl of calumny. 

Hope. 

The miferable have no other medicine 
out only hope. 

Moral Kcflcclicns on the Canity of Life. 

Be absolute for de 4th 4 either death or life 
Shall thereby be ilk n\,.Ur. Kealbn thus with 
Ir I do lole t ice, I do lole a thing [life: 
That none but tools would keep ; a breath thou 
Servile to all he Ikiey influences, fart, 
That doit this limitation, where thou kecp'ft, 
Hourly aimel: merely, thou art death's fool jj^ 
For him thou 1 ibour'it by thv night to lhun, 
And yetrun'll tow'rd I nn ltiil, Thou art not 
noble ; 

For all theacc )mmo(Lrtions that thou bear'ft 
Are nut s'd by balenefs : thou art by no means 
valiant : 

For thou doft fear the foft and tender fork 
Ot a poor worm. Thy belt of reft is lleep, 
And that thou oft provok'ft ^ yet grofsly fear'ft 
Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not 

thyfelf j 

For Ihou exift'.t on many a thoufand grains, 
rhat lllue out >f duft. Happy thou art not- 
Fdr what thou '.aft not, ft;ll thou ftriv'ftto get; 

And 
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And what thou haft, forgett'ft. Thou art not cer- 
For thy complexion iWtsto ft range effects, [tain; 
After the moon. It* thou art rich, thou'rt poor j 
For, like an afs, whofe back with ingots bows, 
Thou bcar'ft thy heavy riches but a journey, 
And death unloads thee. Friend thou haft none; 
For thine own bowels, which do call thee lire, 
The mere eftufion of thy proper loins, 
Do curie the gout, ierpigo, and the rheum, 
For ending thee no iboner. Thou haft noryouth 
But as it were an after-dinner's fleep, [nor age, 
Dreaming on both ; for all thy blelled youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 
Of palfied eld ; and when thou art old and rich, 
Thou halt neither heat, affect ion, limb nor beauty, 
To make thy riches pleafant. What's yet in this, 
That bears the name of life I Yet in this life 
Lit hid more thou land deaths i yet death we fear, 
That makes thele odds all even. 

The Terrors of Death moft in Apprebenfion. 
Claud. Is there no remedy ? 
lfab. None but luch remedy as, to five a head, 
Would cleave a heart in twain. 
Claud. But is there any ? 

Ifab. O, I do fear thee, Ciaudioj and I quake, 
Left thou a fev'rous life ihouldft entertain, 
And fix or feven winters more reipect 
Than a perpetual honour. Dar'ft thou die ? 
The fenle of death is molt in apprehenfion j 
And the poor beetle that we tread upon, 
In corp\al fufferance feels a pang as great 
As when a giant dies. 

Refoluti$n from a Scnfe of Honour. 
Claud. Why give you me this fhame ? 
Think you I can a refolution fetch 
From flow'ry tendernefs ? If I muft die, 
I will encounter darknefs as a bride, 
And hug it in my arms ! ■ [ther's grave 

lfab. There l'pake my brother; there my fa- 
Did utter forth a voice. 

A fainted Hypocrite, 
lfab. Yes, thou muft die : 

Thou art -too noble to conferve a life [puty 
In bafe appliances. This outward fainted de- 
Whole fettled vilage and delib'rate word 
Nips youth i'th' head, and follies doth emmew 
As falcon doth the fowl, is yet a devil ; 
His filth within being call, he would appear 
A pond as deep as hell. 

Ciaud. The princely Angelo ? 
Ifab. O, 'tis the cunning livery of hell, 
The damned'il body to inveft and cover 
In princely guards ! 

The Terrors of Death- 
lfab. O, were it but my life, 
I 'd throw it down for your deliverance 
As frankly as a pin ! 



Ctaud. Ah, Ifabel ! 

l ab. What fays my brother.? 

Child, Death 's a fearful thing. 



lfab. And mamed life a hateful. 
Claud. Ah, but to die, and go we know not 
To lie in cold obftruclion, and to rot ; [where j 
This fenfible warm motion to become 
A kneaded clod \ and the delighted fpirit 
To bathe in fiery floods, or to relide 
In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice': 
To be imprifon'd in the viewMs winds, 
And blown with reltlefs violence round about 
The pendant world ; or to be worfc than worft 
Of thofe, that lawlefs and inceitain thoughts 
Imagine howling ! '*tis too horrible ' 
The wearieft ancl molt loathed worldly life 
That age, ache, penury, imprifonment, 
Can lay on nature, is a paradile 
To what we fear of death. 

Cowardly Apprehenficn of Death reproached, 
lfab. O, faithlefs coward ! O, difhoneil wretch 1 
Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice ? 
Is 't not a kind of inceft, to take life [think ? 
From thine own lifter's fhame ? What Ihould I 
Heaven grant my mother play'd my father fair I 
For fuch a warped Hip of wilderneis [ance — 
Ne'er iifued from his blood — Take my deii- 
Die, perim ! might but my bending down 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it Ihould proceed — 
Oh, fie, fie, fie ! 

Thy fin 's not accidental, but a trade; 
Mercy to thee would prove itfelf a bawd \ 
'Twere beft thou dieft quickly ? 

Virtue and Goodnefs. 
Virtue is bold, and goodnefs never fearf ill 
A Bawd. 

Fie, firrah ! a bawd — a wicked bawd ! 
The evil that thou caufeft to be done, 
That is thy means to live. Doft thou but think 
What 'tis to cram a maw, or clothe a back, 
From fuch a filth y vice f Say to thyfelf, 
From their abominable and beaftly touches 

I drink, I eat, array myfelf, and live. 

Canft thou believe thy living is a life - 
So ftinkingly depending ? Go, mend j go mend ! 
Calumny unavoidable. 
No might nor greatnefs in mortality 
Can cenlure 'Icape : back-wounding calumny 
The whiteft virtue ftrikes. What king lb ftrong, 
Can tie the gall up in the fland'rous tongae ? 

Good Example necejj'ary in Rulers. 
He, who the I word of heaven will bear, 
Should be as holy as fevere; 
Pattern in himfelf to know, 
Grace to ftand, and virtue go ; 
More nor lefs to others paying, 
Than by felf olfences weighing: 
Shame to him, whole cruel ftriking 
Kills for faults of his own liking ! 
Twice treble lhame on Angelo, * 
To weed my vice and let his grow ! 
O, what may man within him hide, 
Though angel on the outward fide ! 
How may likenels made in crimes, 
Mocking practice on the times, . • - 
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To draw with idle fpiders v ftrifigS, 
Molt pond'rous and iubftantial things I 
A beautiful Song. 
Take, O take thole lips away, 

That fo fweetly were forfwcrn ; 
And thoie eyes, the break of day, 

Lights that do miflead the morn s 
But my kiifes bring again ; 
Seals of love, but feal'd in vain. 
Hide, oh hide thoie hills of mow, 
Which thy frozen bofom bears, 
On whofe tops the pinks that grow 
Are of thofe that April wears ; 
1 But my poor heart 6tft fet free, 
Bound in thofe icy chains by thee. 
Guilty Diligence. 
With whifpering and mod guilty diligence, 
In action all of precept, he did (hew me 
The way twice o'er. 

Greatnefs fubjeft to Cenfure. 
O place and greatnefs ! millions of falfe eyes 
Are ttuck upon thee ; volumes of report 
Run with thefe falfe and moftcontrarious quefts 
Upon thy doings 1 thouland Ycapes of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dream, 
And rack thee in their fancies. 

Execution finely exprejfed. 
By eight to-morrow 
Thou mud be made immortal ! 

Sound Sleep. 

• As fad lockM up in deep, as guiltlefs labour 
When it lies darkly in the traveller's bones 

Upright Governor fuppofed* 
Pro<v. It is a bitter deputy. 
Duke. Not fo, not fo ; his life is paralleled 
Even with the ftroke and lineof his great juftice; 
He doth with holy abitinence fubdue 
That in himfelf, which he fpurs on his power 
To qualify in others : where he meal'd 
With that which he corrects, than where he ty- 
But this being fo, he 's jud. [rannous ; 

Good Jailor. 
This is a gentle provoft ; feldom, when 
The deeled jailor is the friend of men. 

Comfort from Defpair 
But I will keep her ignorant of her good, 
To make her heavenly comforts of defpair, 
When it is lead expected. 

Complaining ufilefs. 
Ifab. Injurious world! Mod danmed Angelo! 
Duke. This nor hurts him,nor profits you a jot : I 
Forbear it therefore, give your caufe to heaven ! 
Charailer of an Arch Hypocrite. 
O, I conjure thee, prince, as thou believ'ft 
There is another comfort than this world, 
That thou neglect me not, with that opinion 
That I am touch' d with madnels : make not 
impoflible (fible 

* That which but feems unlike; 'tis not impof- 
But one, the wickeded caitiff on the ground, 
May fcem as (hy, as grave, as jud, as abfolute* 
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As Angelo; even lb may Angelo, 
In all his^dreiTmgs, charafts, titles, forms, 
Be an arch villain: trud me, royal prince, 
If he be lefs, he *s nothing j but he's more, 
Had I more names for badnefs. 

Kefpetl due to Place. 
Refpect to your great place I— and let the devil 
Be fometimes honour'd for his burning throne; 
bnpojjibility of biterceffion. 
Againd all ienfe you do importune hen 
Should me kneel down, in mercy of this fact. 
Her brother's ghod his paved bed would break* 
And take her hence in horror ! 

Reformed Men Jimetimes befi. 
They fay bed men are moulded out of faults; 
And for the mod, become much more the better 
For being a little bad; lb may my hulband. 
Intents more excufable than Afls. 
His act did not o'ertake his bad intent.; 
And mud be buried but as an intent, 
That perinYd by the way : thoughts are noful> 
Intents, but merely thoughts. [jects } 



§ 6. THE 



MERCHANT OF VENICE. 

Shakspeare. 

Natural Prefentimcnt of e^uil finely pointed out ; 
with the Contrafl of a cheerful and melancholy 
Man. 

Ant. f N footh, I know not why I am fo bad; 
' It wearies me: you fay, it wearies you: 
But how 1 caught it, found it, or came by it, 
What ltuff 'tis made of, whereof it is born, 
I am to learn. 

And fuch a want-wit fadr.efs makes of me, 
That I have much ado to know myfelf. 

Salar. Your mind is toiling on the ocean, 
There where your argofies with portly fail, 
Like ligniors and rich burghers on the flood* 

Or as it were the pageants of the fea, 

Do over-peer the petty- traffickers, 
That curtfey to them, do them reverence, 
As they fly by them' with their woven wings. 

Salan. Believe me, Sir, had I fuch ventures 
The better part of my affect ions would [forth, 
Be with my hopes abroad. I ihould be dill 
Plucking the grafs, to know where fits the Wind *, 
Peering in maps, for ports, and piers, and roads ; 
And every object, that might make me fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt, 
Would make mc fad. 

Salar. My wind, cooling my broth, 
Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too great might do at fea. 
I mould not fee the landy hour glafs run, 
But I mould think of mallows and of flats ; 
And fee my wealthy Andrew dock d in find, 
Vailing her high top lower than her ribs, 
To kifs her burial." Should I go to church, 
And fee the holy edifice of done, 
And not bethink me ftraight of dangerous rocks, 
Which touching but ray gentle vellc-Ps fide, 
Would icatter all her ipices on the dream : 
Enrobe the roaring waters with my filks : 

And 
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And, in a word, but even now worth this, 
And now worth nothing? ShaJi I have the thought 
To think of this ? and (hall I lack the thought 
Th.it fuch a thins, bechanced, would make me 
£ut tell not me; I know, Anthonio '[fad? 
Is lad to think upon his merchandize. 

Ant. Believeme,no: I thank my fortune for it. 
My ventures are riot in one bottom truitcd, 
Nor to one place; nor is my whole eftate 
Upon the fortune of this prefentyear: 
Therefore my merchandize makes me not fad. 

Sal. Why then you are in love. 

Ant. Fie, fie! 

Sal. Not in love neither ? Then let us fay 
you are fad, 
Becaufe you are not meny : and 'twere as eafy 
For you to laugh, and leap, and fay you are 
merry, [Janus, 
Becaufe you are not fad. Now, by two-headed 
Nature hath framed ftrange fellows in her time : 
Some that will evermore peep th ou$;'h their eyes, 
And laugh like parrots at a bagpiper ; 
And' others of fuch vinegar afpect, 
That they'll not mew their teeth in way of fmile, 
Though Neftor fwear the jell be laughable. 
The Imprudence of Jetting too great a Value upon 
; ■ the World. 

You have too much refpecl upon the world j 
They lofe it that do buy it with much care. 
The true Value of the World, 

I hold the world but as the world, Grntiano; 
A ftage, where every man mull play his part ; 
And mine a fad one ! 

Cbeerfulnefs and off eel ed Gravity contrafled. 
Let me play the fool : 
With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come; 
And ltt my liver rather heat with wine 
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 
Why mould a man, whofe blood is warm within, 
Sit like his grand (ire cut in alabafter ? 
Sleep when he wakes,and creep into the jaundice 
By being peerim ? I tell thee what, Anthonio, 
I love thee, and it is my love that fpeaks j 
There are a fort of men, whofe vifages 
Do cream and mantle like a Handing pond j 
And do a wilful ttillnefs entertain, 
With purpofe to be dreft in an opinion 
Of wifdom, gravity, profound conceit j 
As who mould fay, " I am Sir Oracle, 
And when I ope my lips let no dog bark.** 
O, my Anthonio, I do know of thofe, 
That therefore only are reputed wife, 
For faying nothing; who, I am very fure, 
If they fliould hear, would almoft damn thofe ears, 
Which, hearing them, would call their brother's 
m tell thee more of this another time, : [fools. 
But fifli not with this melancholy bait, 
For this fool gudgeon, this opinion. / 
Jocofe Satire on Silence. 
Silence is only commendable [ble. 
In a neat's tongue dried, and a maid not vendi- 
' Generous and dlfviicrejled Friend/hip. 

Ant. I pray you, good Baflanio, let me know it : 
And, if it ftand, as you yourlelf fall do, 
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Within the eye of honour, he affur'd 
My purfe, my perfon, my extremelt means, 
Lie all unlockM to your occafions. 

Bcjj\ In my fchool-days, when I hadloft one 
I mot his fellow of the felf-fime flight £maft, 
The lVif-fame W*V, with mort adviied watch, 
To find the other ; and, by adventYing both, 
I oft found both : I urge this childhood proof, 
Bccaule what follows is pure innocence. 
I owe you much ; and, like, a wilful youth, 
That which I owe is loit : but if you pleafe 
To (hoot another arrow that icif way 
Which you did moot the firft, I do nut doubt,— 
As I wiil watch the aim,— or to find both, 
Or bring your latter hazard back again, 
And thankfully reft debtor for the tirlt [time, 
Ant. You know me well;' and herein fpend but 
To wind about my love with circunUt' nce j 
And, out of doubt, you do me now mdre wrong, 
In making queftion of my uttermoft, 
Than if you had made wade of all I have* 
Then do but fay to me what I mould do, 
That in your knowledge may by me be done, 
And I am preft unto ii: therefore, fpeak. 



—Thou know'ft that all my fortunes are at fea j 
Neither have I money, nor commodity 
To raife a prefetit fum : therefore go forth, 
Try what my credit can in Venice do ; 
That Ihail be rack'd, even to the uttcrmoft, 
To furnifh thee to Belmont, to fair Portia. 
Go, prefently enquire, and' lb will I, 
Where money is j and I no queftion make 
To diave h of my truil, or for my lake. 

A Jew's Malice.. 
BaJJ'. This is fingior Anthonio. 
Shy!. How like a fawning publican he looks ! 
I hate him, for he is a phrlftian \ [AJide* 
But more, .for that, in low iimplicity, 
He lends cut money gratis, and brings aown 
The rate of itfance here with us in Venice. 
If I can catch him once upon the hip 
I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 
He hates our facrcd nation ; and l)e rails 
Ev*n there, where merchants molt do congregate, 
On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift, 
Which he call: interelt. Curled be my tribe, 
If I forgive him I 

A je vSs Senility and Hypocrijy. 
Shyl. When Jacob graz'd his uncle taban's 
* lhcep, — ; • ■ . '.. 

This Jacob fr»m our holy Abraham* was 
(As his wife mother wrought in his behalf) 
The third 'pofleflbr; ay, he was the third. 
Ant. And what of him f did he take Lntereft ? 
Shyl. No, not take intereft* not, as you would 
Direftfy intereft; mark what Jacob did: ^ [fay, 
When Laban and himfelfwere compromised, 
Thatallthe eanlinjrs|wh'ichw. reftreak'dandpy'd, 
Should fall as Jacob's hire,— the ewes being ranl^, 
In end of autumn turned to the rams : 
And when the work of generation was 
Between thofe woolly breeders in the att, 

O o The 
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The fkilful fnepherd peel'd me certain wands, 
And, in the doing of the deed of kind, 
He iluck them up before the fulfome ewes; 
Who, then conceiving, did in eaning time 
Fall party-colour'd lambs, and thofe were Jacobs 
This was a way to thrive, awd he was bieit ; 
And thrift is blefiing, if men (leal it not. 

Ant, This was a venture, Sir, that Jacob ferv'd 
A thing not in his power to bring to pafs, [for* 
But fway'd and fafhion'd by the hand of Heaven. 
Was this inferted to make intcreit good?. 
Or is your gold and filver ewes and rams ? 

Sbyl. I cannot tell ; I nuke it breed as fafl: 
But note me, fignior. — ■ 

Ant. Mark yon this, BafTanio, 
The devil can cite iicripture for his pnrpofe. 
An evil foul, producing holy witnefs, 
Is like a villain with a fmiling cheek j 
A goodly apple, rotten at the heart : 
O, what a goodly outfide fallehood hath \ 
the JevSs Expqflulation. 

Signior Anthonio, many a time and oft 
In the Rial to you have rated me 
About my monies, and my ufances ; 
Still have I borne it with a patient fhrng, 
For fufterance is the badge of all our Jribe. 
You call me milbeliever, cut-throat dog, 
And (bit upon my Jewrfh gabardine, 
And all for ufe of that which is my own. 
Well then, it now appears you need my help:— 
Go to then ; — you come to me, and you iky, 
44 Shv lock, werwould have monies-; — you fay fo; 
You, that did void your rheum upon my beard, 
And foot -me, as yoji fpurn a ftrauger-cur 
Over your threfhold : — Monies is yonr luit. — 
Wliat mould I fay to you ? — Should I not lay, 
u Hath a dog money ? — It is poflible 
A cur can lend three thoufand ducats ?" — or 
Shall I bend low, and, in a bondman's key, 
tVith 'bated breath and whifp'ring humblenefs, 
Say this : 41 Fair Sir, you fpit on me on Wed- 

nefday laft ; - 
You fpwn q rue fuch a day; another time 
You calTd me dog; and rorthefe courtefies 
1*11 lend you thus much monies ?" 

A Villain* s fair Offers fufpidous. 
I like not fair terms, and a villain's mind. 
An Apology for a black Cow flexion, 

Miflike me not for my complexion, 
The (hadow'd livery of the burniftfd fun, 
To whom I im a neighbour, and near bred. 
Bring me the fiireft creature northern born, 
Where Pheebns* fire fcarce diaws Cae icicles, 
And let us make incifion for your love, 
To prove whole blood is reddeit, his or mine. 
I tell thee, lady, this afpeel of mine 
Fbth fearM the valiant:. by my love, I fwear 
The heft regarded vir-ins of our clime 
Have lov'd it too : I would not change this hue 
Ixcept to Ileal your thoughts, my gentle, queen. 
Merit no Match Jir the Caprice of Fortune. 

Lead me to the «alkets, 

To try my fortune. J3y this fcymitar, 
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That flew the fophy, and a Perfian prince, 
That won three fields of fultan Solyman,— 
I would o'erftare the (terneit £yes that look, 
Out-brave the heart mod daring on the earth, 
Pluck the young fucking <;ubs from the (lie- 
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey, [bear, 
To win thee, lady: But, alas the while ! 
If Hercules and Lychas play at dice 
Which is the better man ? the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand : 
So is Alcides beaten by his page ; 
And fo may I, blind fortune leading me, ^ 
Mifs that which one unworthier may attain, 
And die with grievjng. 

Gravity ajfumed. 

Baff. But hear thee, Gratiano ; 

Tbou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice j 
Parts that become thee happily enough, 
And in fuch eyes as our? appear not faults ; 
But where thou art not known, why there they 
Something too liberal; pra*y thee, take pain [ihew 
To allay with fome cold drops of modefty 
Thy (kipping fpirit; left, through thy wild be- 
I be mifconltrued in the place I go to, [haviour, 
And lofe niy hopes. 

Gra. Signior BafTank), hear me s . 

If I do not put on a ibber habit, 
Talk with refpect, and fwear but now and then, 
Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely;. 
Nay more, while grace is laying, hold mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and (igh, and fay Amen j 
Ule all the obiervance of civility, 
Like one well (ludied in a fad ollent 
To pleaie his grandam — never trult me more. 
The Jeivf Commands to his Daughter. 
Hear you me, Jeflica : 
Lock up my doors; and when you hear the drumy 
And the vile fqueaking of the wry-rieck'd fife, 
Clamber not you up to the cafements then, 
Nor thruhYyonr head into tire public llreet, 
To gaze on Chriftian fools with varnifli'd faces r 
But ltop my houfe's ears; — I mean my cafe- 
men ts : 

Let not the (bund of (hallow foppery enter 
My foberhonfe. 

Shylock y s Defcriptkn of his Servant. 

Sbyl. The patch is kind enough ; but a huge 
feeder, 

Snail-flow in profit, and he deeps by day [me : 
More than the wild cat. Drones hive not witll 
Therefore I part with him; and part with him 
To one, that I would have him help to waite 
His borrow'd purfe. 

Fjfition more languid than Expe5lpt\o>u 
O, ten times fafter Venus' pigeons tly 
To leal love's bonds new made, than they are 
To keep obliged faith uhforfeited. [wont 

Who rifeth f rom a feaft 

With that keen appetite that he fits down \ 
Where is the hdrfe that doth untread again 
His tedious meafurcs with the unbaited^iire 
That he did pace them iirft f All things that are 
Are with more ipiriv chafed than enjoy'd! ' 
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How like a younker, or a prodigal, 
The fcarfcd bark puts from her native bay, 
Hugged and embraced by the ftrumpet-wind ! 
How like a prodigal doth (lie return ; 
With over-weatherM ribs, and ragged fails, 
Lean, rent, and beggar'd by the ftrumpet-wind ! 
Port&s Suitors. 
From the four corners of the earth they come 
To kifs this (brine, this mortal breathing faint. 
Th* Hyrcanian deferts, ar.d the valty wilds 
Of wide Arabia, are as thoroughfares. 
Now, for princes to come view fair Portia. • 
The wat'ry kingdoin, whole ambitious head 
Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 
To Hop the foreign Ipirits j but they come, 
As o'er a brook, to fee fair Portia. 

The Parting of Friends. 
I faw Bafianio and Anthonio part: 
BalTaniotold him, he would make fome fpeed 
Of his return : he anfwerM, n Do not lb; 
Slubber not bufmeis for my fake, BafTanio, 
But flay the very riping of the time j 
And for the Jew's bund, whch he hath of me, 
Let it not enter in your mind of love. 
Be merry ; and employ your chiefeft thoughts 
Tocourdhip, and fucli fair oftents of love 
As mall conveniently become you there." 
And even there, his eye being big with tears, 
Turning his face, he put his hand behind him, 
And with affection wondrous feniible 
He wrung Baflanid's hand, and fo they parted. 
F<alfe Judgment of the Many. 
-Fortune now, 



To my heart's hope !— Gold, filver, and bafe 
lead. , [hath, 

Who choofcth me, mud give and hazard all he 
You (hall look fairer, ere I give or hazard. 
What fays the golden cheft ? ha ! let me fee: — 
4t Who chooieth me, (hall gain what many men 
defire." [meant 
What many men defire !— That many may be 
Of the fool multitude, that choole by Ihow, 
Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach 
Which pries not to the interior,but, like the mart- 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, [let, 
Even in the force and road of cafualty. 
I wiil not choole what many men deli re, 
Becaufe I will not jump with common fpirits, 
And rank me with the barbarous multitudes. 
Honour ought to be conferred on Merit only. 
Why then to thee, thou filver treafure-houfcj 
Tell me once more what title thou doft b^ar: 
u Who choofeth me, lhail get as much as he' 
deferves." 

And well faid too j for who mail go about ' 
To cozen fortune, and be honourable 
Without the iiamp of merit } Let none prefume 
To wear an undderved dignity. 
O, that eflates, degrees, and office's [honour 
Were not derived corruptly ! and Jthat clear 
Were purchased by the merit of the wearer ! 
How many then fhould cover, that ftand bare ! 
How many be commanded, that command ! 
How much lowpfc^lantry would then be glean'd 
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Fromthe true feed of honor! and how much honoy 
Pick'd from the chalf and ruin of the times 
To be new-varniuYd ! 

Love s Mejj'cnger compared to an April Day. 
~ I' have not feert 

So likely an ambaflador of love j 
A day in April never came fo fweet, 
To (hew how coftly fummer wa9 at hand, 
As this fore-fpurrer comes before his lord. 
Mufic. 

Let mufic foumi,while he doth make his choice ! 
Then, if he lole, he makes a fwan-like end, 
Fading in mufic- — That the companion 
May llandmore proper, my eye mall be the ftream 
And wat'ry death-bed for him : he may win j 
And what is mulic then ? Then mufic is, 
Even as the flourilh, when true fubjecls bow 
To a new-crowned monarch: fuch it is 
As are thole dulcet founds in break of day, 
That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear, 
And lummon him to marriage.-*-— 

Now he goes 

With no lefs prefence,but with much more love, 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
Xfee virgin tribute paid by howling Troy 
To the fea-moniler: I (land for facrificej 
The relt aloof are the Dardanian wives, 
With bleared villages, come forth to view 
The lime of the exploit. 

A Song. On Fancy, 
t 

Tell me, where is fancy bred, 
Or in the heart, or in the head ? 
How begot, how nouriflied ? 

Reply. 
II. 

It is engendered in the eyes ; 
With gazing fedj and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies : 

Let us all ring fancy's knell ; 



I'll begin it, — Ding dong, bell. 
T'he Deceit of Ornament of Appearance^. 
So may the outward (hows be leaft themfelves. 
The world is Hill deceived with ornament. 
In law, what plea fo tainted and corrupt, 
But, being fcafon'd with a gracious voice, 
Obfcures the (how of evil ? In religion, 
What damned error, but fome lober brow 
Will biefs it, and approve it with a text. 
Hiding the gfoflhefs with fair ornament t ' 
There is no vice fo fimple, lj>ut affumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts. 
How many cowards, whole hearts are all as falfe 
As Hairs of land, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules, and frowning Mars ; 
Who, inward fearch'd,have livers white as milk ! 
And thefe aiTumc but valour's excrement, 
To render them redoubted. Look on beauty, 
And you (hall fee, 'tis purchased by the weight, 
Which therein works a miracle in nature, 
Making them lighted that wear moil of it. 
So are thofe crifped, fnaky, golden locks, . 
Which make fuch wanton gambols with the 
Upon fuppofed faimefs, often known [wind 
O02 - To 
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To be the dowry of a fecond head, 
The fcull that bred them in the fepulchre. 
Thus ornament is but the guiled more 
To a molt dangerous Tea ; the beauteous fcarf 
Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a, word, 

The feeming truth which cunning times put on Exprelt and not exprelt. 
the wifeft — Therefore, thou gaudy' 



As, after fome oration fairly fpoke 
By a beloved prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing, pleafed multitude ; 
"Where^every fomething, being blent together, 
Turns to a wild of nothing, i*ve of joy 



T' entrap trie wi 

Hard food for Midas, J will none, of, thee: [gold, 
Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 
'Tveen man and man : but thou,thou meagre lead, 
"Which rather thrcat'neft than dolt promileaught, 
Thy p'ainnefs moves me more than eloquence, 
And here choofe 1 5 joy be the conference ! 
Joy on Suecefs. 
How all the ether paffions fleet to air, 
A"> doubtful thqughts,and rafh embrae'd defpair, 
And fhuddering fear, and green-eyed jealouiy ! 

0 love, be moderate, allay thy ecfbicy, 

In meafure rein thy joy, leant this excefs ; 

1 feel too much thy blefiing, make it lefs, 
For fear I furfeit ! 

Portia's PiSIure. 
What find I here ? 
Fair Portia's counterfeit ? What demi-god 
Hath come fo near creation ? Move thele eyes ? 
Or whether, riding on the balls of mine, 
Seem they in motion ? Here are fever'd lips 
Parted with fugar breath* fo fweet a bar [hairs 
Should (under fuch fweet friends : Here in her 
f he painter plays the fpider; and hath woven 
A golden melh t' intrapthe hearts of men,. 
Falter than gnats in cobwebs : but her eyes,— 



Valuable Friend. 
For. Is it your dear friend that is thus 111 

trouble > . 
Baff. The dearcft friend to me, the kindeft man, 
The belt condition'd, and unwearied fpirit 
In doing courtelies ; .and one in whom 
The ancient Roman honour more appears 
Than any that draws breath in Italy. 
For. What fum owes he the Jew I 
Bajf. For me three thouiand ducats. 
For. What, no more ? 
Pay him fix thouiand, and deface the bond ; 
Double fix thouiand, and then treble tn.it, 
Before a friend of this defcription^ 
Should lofe a hair thro* my Ballanio's fault. 
Implacable Revenge. 
FH have my bond; I will not hear thee fpeak, 
I'll have my bond ; and therefore fpeak no more. 
I'll not be made a loft and dull-eyed fool 
To (hake the head, relerit, and ligh, and yield 
To Chriftian intercellbrs.. 

Generous Friendfkip. 
Lor. Madam, although I fpeak it in your pre- 
You have a noble and a true conceit [fence, 
Of godlike amity: which appears mod Itrongly 
In bearing thus the abfence of your lord. 



How could he fee to do them ? Having made one, But, if you knew to whom you Ihew this honour, 



Rethinks it mould have power to fteal both his, 
And leave itfelf unfurnimed. ' 

Successful Lover compared to a Conqueror. 

Like one of two contenuing in a prize, > 
That thinks he hath done weil in people's eyes, 
Hearing applaufe and univerfal mout, 
Giddy in fpirit, (till gazing in a doubt 
Whether thofe peals of praife be his or no ; 
So, thrice fair lady, ftand I even fo. 

An amiable Bride. ' 

Portia. Tho' for myfelf alone 

I would not be ambitious in my wilh, 
To wilh myfelf much better ; yet for you, 
I would be trebled twenty times myfelf; [rich ; 
Athoufan4timesmorefair,tenthoufandtimesmore 
That only to ftand high in your account, 
I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends, 
Exceed account ^ but the full fum of me 
Is fum of nothing; which, to term in grofs, 
Is an unltflbn'd girl, unfchool'd, unpractis'd : 
Happy in this ; (he is not yet lb old 
But Ihe may learn ; happier than this, in that 
She js not bred lb dull but lhe can learn j 
Happieft of all is, that her gently fpirit 
Commits itfelf to yours to be directed, 
As fr< m her lord, her governor, her king. 
Lovers* Thoughts compared to the inarticulate Joys 
of a Crowd, 

Baff. Mad m,you have bereft me of all words j 
Only my blood fpeaks to you in my veins : 
And there is iuch confufion in my powers, 



How true a gentleman you fend relief, 
How dear a lover of my lord your hulhand, 
I know you would be prouder of the work 
Than cuftomary bounty can enforce you. 

For. I never did repent for doing good, 
Nor (hall not now : for in companions - 
That do converfe and wafte the time together* 
Whofe foiils do bear an equal yoke of love, 
There muft be needs a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of manners, and of fpirit ; 
Which makes me think that this Anthcmio, 
Being the bofom lover of my lord, 
Muft needs be like my lord : if it be fo, 
How little is the coft I have bellow 'd 
In purchaling the femblance of my loul 
From out the Itate of hellifli cruelty ! 
This comes too near the praifing of myfelf j 
Therefore no more of it. , 
A pert, bragging Youth. 
I'll hold thee any wager, - 
When we are both accoutred like young men, 
I'll prove the prettier fellow of the two, 
Ana wear my dagger with a braver grace ; 1 
And fpeak, between the change of man and boy, 
With a reed voice ; and turn two mincing Heps 
Into a manly ltride; and fpeak of frays, 
Like a line bragging youth: and tell quaiut lies, 
How honourable ladies fought my love, 
Which I denying, they fell fick and died 
I could net do with all ; then I'll repent, 
And wilhjforali that, that Hud not kill' d 'em 

And 
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And twenty of thcfe puny lies I'll tell *, ' 
That men (hall fwear I've discontinued fchool 
Above a twelvemonth: I have within my mind 
A thoufand raw tricks of theie bragging jacks 
Which I will praftife. 

Affcclation in Words. I 
O dear difcretion, how his words are fuited ! 
The fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words ; and I do know 
A many fools that ltand in better place, 
GarninVd like bim, that for a trickfy word 
Defy the matter. 

\ Portias Merit. 
It is veiy meet 
The lord Baflanio live an upright life ; 
For, having fuch a blefiing in his lady, 
He. finds the joys of heaven here on earth ; 
And, if on earth he do not mean it, it 
Is reafon he Ihould never come to heaven. 
Why, if twogodsmouidplayibmeheay'nlymatch, 
And on the wager lay two earthly women, 
And Portia one — there mult be ibmething elfe 
PawnM with the other ; for the poor rude world 
Hath not her fellow^ 

The Jews Reafmfor his Revenge. 
Shyl. I, have poflcfs'd your grace of what ] 
purpofc 5 

And by our holy iabbath have J fworn 
To have the due and forfeit of my bond. 
If you deny it, let the clanger light 
Upon your charter, and your city's freedom. 
You'll aik me, why I rather choofe to have 
A weight of carrion flelh, than to receive 
Three thoufand ducats : Til not anfwer that ; 
But, fay, it is my humour. Is it anfwer'd ? 
What if my houfe be troubled with a rat, 
And I be pleas 'd to give ten thoufand ducats 
To have it baned? What, are you an ( we r\l yet 
Some men there are, love not a gaping pig ; 
Some that are mad if they behold a cat j 
And others, when the bag-pipe lir.gs V tfi' nofe, 
Cannot contain their urine- for aheclion: 
Malle*s of pafilon fway it to the mood 
Of whatithkes,orloaths. Now, for your anfwer: 
As there is no firm realbn to be render'd, 
Why he cannot abide a gaping pig j 
Why he, a harmlefs necefla'ry cat ; 
Why he, a woollen bag-pipe ; but of force 
Mult yield to fuch inevitable fhame 
As to offend, himfelf being offended ; 
So can I give norealon, nor I will not, 
More than a lodg'd hate and a certain loathing 
I bear Anthonio, that I follow thus 
A iofing iuit againft him. Are you anfwer'd ? 
Unfeeling Revenge* 
You may as well go ftand upon the beach, 
And bid the main flocd bate his ufual height ; 
You may as well ufe queltions with the wolf, 
Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb 5 
You may as well forbid the mountain pines - 
To wag their high tops, and to make no noife 
When they are fretted with the gufts of heaven ; 
You may as well do any thir.g molt hard, 
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\sfeekto foften that(thanwhichwhat , i harder?) 
His Jewifli heart. 

Retaliation. 

Duke. How (halt thou hope for raercy^rend'ring 
none ? 

SbjL What judgment ihall I dread, doing no 
wrong ? 

You have among you many a purchas'd (lave, 
Which, like your afles, and your dogs and 
You ufe in abject and in flavifli parts, [mules, 
Becauie you bought them : mall I lay to you, 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ; 
Why fweat they under burthens ? let their beds 
Be made as foft as yours, and let their palates 
Be feafon'd with fuch viands - t you will anlwer, 
The Haves are yours. So do I anlwer you: 
The pound of flelh, which I demand of him, 



Is dearly bought, is mine, and I will have it ; 
It" you deny me, lie upon your law ! ' 
There is no force in the decrees of Venice: 
I Hand for judgment : anfwer j mall I have it ? 
Jew's vuolfijb Spirit, an Argument for Tranf- 
mioration. 

Gra. Oh, be 'thou darnn'd, inexorable dog ! 
And for thy life, let juftice be accused. 
Thou almoi!: mak'it me waver in my faith, * 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That fouls of animal's infufe tnemfe'ves 
Into the trunks of men: thy curriih Ipirit [ter, 
Govern'da wolf, who, hang'd for human liaugh- 
Even from the gallows did his fell lbul fleet, 
And, whillt thou lay Yt in thy unhallow'd dam, 
Infus'd itfelf in thee; for thy delires 
Are woliilh, blocdy, ftarv'd. and ravenous. 
Shyl. Till thou canft rail the leal f rom oil' my 
bond, 

Thou but olfend'ft thy lungs to fpeak fo loud : 
Repair thy wit, good youth, or it will fall 
To cureltfs ruin.—— I Jtaadhere for law. 

Mercy. >/ ; 

The quality of mercy is not ftrain'd ; 
It droppeth, as a gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath. It is twice blended ; 
It blcifeth him that gives, and him that takes. 
'Tis mightielt in the mightielt j it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crown : 
His fceptre (hews the .force of temporal pow'r, 
The attribute to awe and majefty, 
Wherein doth lit the dread and fear of kingsj 
But mercy is above the fceptred fway. 
It is enthroned in the hearts of kings j 
It is an attribute to God himlelf j 
And earthly powV doth then mew likeil God's, 
When mercy leafons juftice. Therefore, Jew, 
Though jultice be thy plea, conlider this— 
That, in the courfe of juftice, none of us 
Should fee falvation : we do pray for mercy; 
And that fame prayer doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. 

Jujlice muft be impartial. 
I beleech you, 
Wreffc once the laws to your authority : 
To do a great right, do a little wrong $ 
And cu b this cruel devil of his will. 
1 0 o 3 For. 
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Por. It muft not be there is no power in Ve- 

Can alter a decree eftablilhed ,• [nice 
'Twill be recorded for a precedent ; 
/ nd ma"ny an error, by the fame example, 
Will rum into the ltate: it cannot be. 

Cheerful Rcfignation, with friendly Tendcrnefs. 

Ant. I am arm'd and well prepared — x 
Give me your hand, Baflanio ; fare you well ! 
Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you ; 
For herein fortune mews herielf more kind 
Than is hej- cultom.— It is ftill her ufe 
To let the wretched man outlive his wealth, 
To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow 
An age of poverty; from which ling'ring pe- 
Of fuch a mifery doth (he cut me off. [nance 
Commend me to your honourable wife : 
Tell her the procefs of Anthonio's end ; 
fay how I lov'd you, Ipeak me fair in death ; 
And, when the tail is told, bid her be judge, 
Whether B:uTanio had not once a love. - 
Repent not you that you lhali lofe your friend, 
And he repents not that he pays your debt. 

Ample Payment. 

He is well paid that is well fatisfied. 

J)efcription of a Moon-light Night, 'with fine Mufic. 

Lor. The moon fhines bright : in fuch a nijrht 
as this, 

When the fweet wind did gently kifs the trees, 
And they did make no noife ; in fuch a nigrTt, 
Troilus, methinks, mounted the Trojan's wall, 
And figh'd his foul toward the Grecian tents, 
WTiere Creflid' lay that night, 

Jef. In fuch a night, 
Did Thifbe fearfully o'ertrip the dew } 
And faw the lion's fhadow ere himfelf, 
And ran difmay'd away. 

Lor. In fuch a night, 
Stood Dido, with a willow in her hand, 
Upon the wild-fea banks, and waft her love 
To come again to Carthage. 

Jef. In fuch a night, 
Medea pather'd the enchanted herbs 
That did renew old JEfon, 

Lor. In fuch a night, 
Did Jefiica ileal from the wealthy Jew ; 
And with an unthrift love did jam from Venice 
•As far as Belmont, 

■Jef. And in fuch a night, 
Did young Lorenzo i'wear he lov'd her well j 
Stealing her foul with many vows of faith, 
And ne'er a true one. 
. Lor. And in fuch a night, 
Did pretty Jefilca, like a little (brew, 
Slander her love, and he forgave it her. 



But in his motion like an angel lings, 
Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubims : 
Such harmony is in immortal fouls } 
But, whilfl this muddy veilure of decay | 
Doth grofsly clofe it in, we cannot hear it.— 
Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn ; 
With fweeteft touches pierce your miftefs' ear, 
And draw her home with mufic. 

Jef. I am never merry when I hear fweet mulic. 
LorT\\Q reafon is, your fpirits are attentive: 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 
Or race of youthful and unhandled colts,[loud, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing 
Which is the hot condition of their blood j 
!; If they perchance but hear a trumpet found, 
Or any air of mufic touch their ears, 
You lhall perceive them make a mutual ftand, 
Their favage eyes turn'd to a modelrgaze 
By the fweet pow'r of mufic. Therefore the poet 
Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, Hones, and 
floods 5 

Since nought lb flock ifli, hard, and full of rage, 
But mulic for the time doth change his nature. 
The man that hath not mufic in himfelf, 
Nor is not movM with concord of fweet founds, 
Is fit for treafons, ftratagems, and fpoils ; 
The motions of his fpirit are dull as night, 
And his affections dark as Erebus : 
Let no fuch man be trufted. 

A good Deed compared to a Candle, and the Effecls 
of Time % Circumfiance, &c. 

Por. Howfarthatlittlecandlethrowshisbeams! 
So mines a good deed in a naughty world. 
Pier. When the moon (hone, we did not fee 
the candle. 

Por.. So doth the greater glory dim the lefs ; < 
A fubflitute lhines brightly as a king, 
Until a king be by $ and then his ftate 
Empties itlelf, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main waters. Mulic ! hark ! 

Ner. It is your mulic, madam, of the houfe. 
Por. Nothing^ is good, I lee, without relpccr ; 
Methinks it founds much fweeter than by d.iy. 
Pier. Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam, 
Por. The crow does ling as fweetJy as the lark 
When neither is attended ; and, I think, 
The nightingale, if (he Ihould Jmg by day, 
When ev'ry goofe is cackling,wou!d ,be thought 
No better a mufician than the wren. 
How many things by feafon leafon'o! are 
To their right prajfe, and true perfeftion » 
Feace, hoa! the moon fleeps with Endymion, 
And would not be awakM ! . 



How fweet the moon-light fleeps upon this bank! 
Here will we fit, and let the lounds of mulic 
Creep in our ears j foft ftillncfs and the night 
Become the touches of fweet harmony, 
Sit, Jeflica ; look, how the floor of heav'n 
Is thick inlaid with patines of bright cjold ; 
There's not the fmalleftorbwhich thou behold'ft, 



\ * Moon-light Night, 
t Tins nirht, methinks, is but the day-li e ht- 
It looks a little paler; tis a day, nf^. 
Such as the day is when the fun is hid. ' 
Profeffiom needlefs, where Intentions are fine ere, 

Sir; you are very welcome to our houfe • 
It must appear in other ways than words, ' 
Therefore I leant this breathing courtefy. 

Elegant 
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Elegant Compliment. 
Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way 
Of irarved people, 

§ 7- MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 

Shakspeare. 
Defcriptiouof Spendthrifts* <who feek to better their 

Fortunes by rich Wives* 
TTE dothobjecl, I am too great of birth; 
* And that, my ftate being galPd with my 



Nun. 



Thef Therefore, fair Hermia, qucftion your 
defires, 

Knowof your youth, examine well yojur blood, 
Whether(ifyouyield notto your father's choice} 
You cm endure the livery of a nun j 
For aye to be in fhady cloifter mew'd, 
To live a barren filter all your life, 
Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitlefs moon, 
Thrice blelled they, that matter lb their blood, 



I feek to heal it only by his wealth : [expence, I J° unde /f° f ** ™** ^fPHffiA 

/s before iiie ! But eartnlier lia PPy 19 the role diltill'd, 



Belides thefe, other bars he lays before me 
My riots paft, my wild lbcieties ; 
And tells me, '£is a thing importable- 
I ihould love thee but as a property. 

A valuable Woman ioved for her own fake* 
——Wooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than ftamps in gold, or funis in fealed bags ; 
And 'tis flie very riches of thylelf 
That now I aim at. 

Fairies, their Rewards and Funifhmeats^ 

Cricket,toWindlbr'schimnies malt thou leap: 
Where fires thou find'll unrak'd, and hearths un- 
There pinch themaidsas biueasbilberry:(fwept, 
Our radiant queen hates Huts and lluttery. 
Go you, and where's Pede ? you find a maid 
That ere ihe ileep hath thrice her prayers laid, 
He in up the organs of her fantafy 5 
Sleep fhe as fouud as carelefs infancy ; 
But thole that lleep, and think not on their fins, 
Pinch them, arms, legs, back, moulders, fides 
and ihins, 



A MIDSUMMER NIGHT's DREAM. 

Shakspeare. 
Tedloufnefs of Expeclation. 
ttef.T TOW flow [my defires, 

This old moon wanes! me lingers 
Like to a ftep-dame, or a dowager, * 
Long withering out a young man's revenue. 

The Witchcraft of Love*, 
My gracious duke, 
This man hath 'witch'd the'bofom of my child : 
—Thou, tiiou, Lylander, thou hall given her 
rhimes, 

And interchanged love-tokens with ray child : 
Thou hail hy moon-light at her window lung, 
With feigning voice, verfes of feigning love j 
And llol'n th' imprelTion of her fantaly 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings,gawds, conceits, 
Knacks, trifles, nofegays,fweetmeats,me(Tengers 
Of ftrong pcevailment in unharden'd youth : 
With cunning hall thou hlch'd my daughter's 
heart s 

Turn'd her obedience, which is due to me, 
To Ilubborn harlhnei's. 

A Father s Authority. 
To you your father mould be as a god ; ' 
One that composed your beauties; yea, and one 
To whom you are but as a form in wax 
By him imprinted ; and within Uis power 
To leave the figure, or disfigure it. 



Than that which, withering on the virgin thorn, 
Grows, lives, and dies, in lingle blellednefs. 

Herm. So will I grow, lb live, lb die, my lord, 
Ere I will yield my virgin-patent up 
Unto his lordlhip, to whole unwiuYd yoke 
My foul confents not to give fove reign ty. 
True Love ever crofted. 
Lyf. Ah me ! for aught that ever I could read. 
Could ever hear, by tale or hiftory, 
The courfe of true love never did run fmocth: 
But either it was different in blood, 
Or elfe mifgrafted in refpeel of years; 
Orelfe it ftood upon the choice of friends ; 
Or, if there were a lyra pathy in choice, 
War, death, or licknels, did lay fiege to it j 
Making it momentary as a found, 
Swift as a fhadow, fliort as any dream ; 
Brief as the lightning in the collied night, 
That, in a fpleen, unfolds both heaven and earth: 
And, ere a man hath pow'r to fay — Behold ! 
The jaws of darknefs do devour it up : 
So quick bright things come to confufion! 

Herm. Then let us teach our trial patience, 
Becaufe it is a cullomary crofs, [fighs, 
As due to love, as thoughts, and dreams, and 
Willies, and tears, poor fancy's followers, 

Affignarion. 

I fwear to thee, by Cupid's ftrongefl bow, 
By his bell arrow with the golden head, 
By the limplicity of Venus' doves, . 
By that which krrittethfouls,and profpers loves; 
And by that fire which burnt the Carthage 
queen, 

When the falfe Trojan under fail was feen j 
By all the vows that ever men have broke, 
In n umber more than ever women fpoke y. 
In that lame place thou hall appointed me, 
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 
Modeft and generous Eulogium of a Rival. 
Hel. Call you me fair ? That fair again unfay : 
Demetrius loves you, fair : O happy fair ! [air 
Youreyesarelode-flars,and your tongue's fwect 
More tunable than lark to Ihepherd's ear, 
When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds ap- 
Sicknefs is catching: O, were favour fo! [pear. 
Yours would I catcjj,iair Hermia, ere I go: 
My ear Ihould catch your voice, my eye your eye ; 
My tongue Ihould catch your tongue's fwc< t 
melody. 

Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated, 
The reft I'll give to be to you tranlkted. 

O o 4. O teach 
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0 teach me how you look; and with what art 
You fway the motion of Demetrius' heart. 

Moon. 

When Phoebe doth behold 
Her filver vifhge'in the watry glafs, 
Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grafs. 

Lc<ve. 

Things bafe and vile, holding no quantity, 
Love can tranfpofe to form and dignity : _ ( 
Love looks not with the eyes, but witli the mind, 
And therefore is wingM Cupid painted blind j 
Nor hath Love's mind of any judgment tafte : 
Wings, and no eyes, 1 figure unheedy hade : 
And therefore is Love faid to be a child, 
Becaufe in choice he is fo oft beguii'd : 
As waggilh boys in game themfelves foiiwear \ 
So the boy Love is perjur'd eveiywhere. 
Cc r wfiip > s y and Fairy Employment. 

The cowilips tall her penfioners be \ 
In their gold coats fpots you fee $ 
Thofe be rubies, fairy favours ; 
In thofe freckles live their favours : 

1 linlft go feek fome dew-drops here, 
And hang a pearl in ever)* cowflip's ear. 

Puck, or Robin Good-fellow. 
I am that merry wand'rer of the night. 
I jeft to Oberon, and make him fmile, 
When I a fat and bean-fed horfe beguile, 
Neighing in likenefs of a filly foal; 
And fomctimes lurk I in a go Hip's bowl, 
In very likenefs of a roaftcd crab; 
And, when (he drinks, againil her lips I bob, 
And on her wither'd dewlap pour the ale : 
The wifelt aunt, telling the faddell tale, 
Sometime for three-foot itool miftaketh.me ; 
Then flip I from her bum, down topples (he, 
And rails or cries, and falls into a cough ; [loffe; 
And then, the whole quire hold their hips and 
And waxen in their mirth, and neeze, and fwear 
A merrier hour was never wafted there. 

Fairy Jealouly, and the Fffifts oj it. 
Thefe are the forgeries of jealou fy ; 
And never, fince the middle Hammer's fpring, 
Met we on hill, in dale, forcft, or mead, 
. By paved fountain, or by rulhy brook, 
Or on the beached margent of the fea, ~ 
To dance our ringlets to the whiffling wind, 
But with thy brawls thou haft difturb'd ourfport: 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain, 
As in revenue) bay? Uick'd up from the fea 
Contagious fog,«} which falling in the land* 
Have ev'ry pelting river made fo proud, 
That they have overborne their continents. 
The dx has therefore ftrctchM his yoke in vain, 
The ploughman iqit his fweat; and the green corn 
Hath rotted, ere its youth attained a beard t 
The fold ftands emp;y in tb' s drowned field. 
And crows : re fatted with the murrain ilock : 
The nine men's morns is fili'd up with mud, 
And the quaint mazes in the w, nton green, 
For lack of tread, are umliftinpui (liable. 
The human mortals want their winter here; 
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No night is now with hymn or carol bleft : 
Therefore the moon, the governed of Hoods, 
Pale in her anger, Wafhes all the air, 
That rheumatic difeafes do abound. 
And, thorough this diftemperature, we fee 
The feafens alter ; hoary-headed trolls 
Fall in the f rem lap of the crimlon role ; 
And on old Hyenas' chin, and icy crown, 
An od'rous chaplet of fweet fummer-buds 
Is, as in mock'ry, let : the fpring, the lummer,. 
The childing autumn, angry winter, change 
Their wonted liveries, and the* 'mazed world 
By their lncreaie now knows not w hick is which. 
Love in Idleneft. 
Thou re member' ih 
Since once I fat upon a promontory, 
And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back, , 



Uttering fu.ch dulcet and harmonious breathy 
That the rude iea grew civil at her long* 
And certain itars mot madly from their ipheres 
To hear the fea-nuids mulic. 
That very time I law (but thou couldft not) 
Flying between the cold moon arid the earth, 
Cupid, all arm'd : a certain aim he took % 
At a fair veftal, throned by the well; 
And loos'd his love-f haft lmartly from his bow, 
As it fhould pierce a hundred thouiand hearts. 
But I might lee young Cupid's fiery mal t. 
Quench'd in the chaile beams of the wat'ry moon; 
And the imperial vot'refs palled on, 
In maiden meditation, fancy free.' 
Yet mark'd I where the bjit of Cupiyl fell : 
It fell upon a little weilern iiow'r, [wound, 
Before milk-white j now purpled with love's* 
And maidens call it, " Love in ldlenvis." 

Virtuous Love's F rot eft mi and* Reliance. 
Your virtue is my privilege for that. 
It is not night when I do lee your face, 
Therefore I think I am not in the night r 
Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company ; 
For you in my refpect are all the world. 
Then how can it be laid, I am alone, 
When all the world is here to look on me ? 

v 4 Fairy Bank. 

I know abank, whereon the wild th^me blows, 
Where ox-lips and the nodding violet grows $ *■ 
Quite over-canopy'd with lufcious woodbine, 
With fweet mulk-rofes, and with eglantine : * 
There fleeps Titania, lometime of the night, 
Lull'd in thefe flow'rs with dances and delight 
Fairy Courtefies. 

Be kind and courteous to this gentleman; 
Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eyes 5 
Feed him with apricots and dewberries ; 
With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries 5 
The honey-bags Ileal from the humble-bees, 
And for night-tapers crop their waxen thighs, 
And light them at the fiery glow-worm's eyes, 
To have my love to bed, and to arife ; 
And pluck the wings from painted butterflies, 
To fan the moon-beams from his fleeping eyes j 
Nod to him, elves, and do him courtefies'. 

Snjciftnefs 
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Swift nefs of Fairy's' Motion. 
I go, I go, look how I go ; 
Swifter than arrow from the Tartar's bow. 
Scnfe of Hearing quickened by Ltfs oj Sight. 
Dark night, that from the eye his function 
takes, 

The ear more quick of apprehenfion makes ; 
Wherein it doth impair the the feeing iehie, 
It pays the hearing double recompenie. 

Female Friend/hip. 

Is all the council that we two have Ihar'd, 
The After vows, the hours that we have fpent, 
When we have chid the haatv -footed time 
For parting us : O ! ami is all forgot ? 
All ichool-days friendlhip, childhood inno- 
We, Hermia, like two artificial gods [cence ? 
Have with our needles created both one flower. 
Both on one fampler, fitting on one cufhion j 
Both warbling of one fong, both in one key $ 
As if our hands, our fides, voices and minds 
Had been incorporate, fo we fjrew together, 
Like to a double cherry, feenung parted, 
But yet an union in partition : 
Two lovely berries moulded, on one Mem : 
So with two feeming bodies, but one heart ; 
Two pf the firft,like coats in heraldry, 
Due but to one, and crowned with one creft. 
And will you rend our ancient love afunder, 
To join, with men infeorning your poor friend ? 
It is not friendly, 'tis not maidenly ; 
Our lex as well us I may chide you for it } 
Though I alone do feel the injury. 

Lover's Hate thegreatejl Harm* 

What can you do me greater harm, than hate ? 
Female Timidity. 

I pray you, though you mock me, gentlemen, 

tet her not hurt me : I was nevef curst \ 
have no gift at all in mrewifhnefs ; 
I am a right maid for my cowardice. 

Day-break. 

Night's fwift dragons cut the clouds Full fast, 
And yonder mines Aurora's harbinger ^ 
- At whofe approach, ghosts wand'ring here and 
Troop home to church-yards. [there. 
x i Embracing. 
' So doth the wood-bine the fweet honey- 
Gently entwist — the female ivy fo [fuckle 
Enrings the barky fingers of the elm. 
V De w in Fluwers. 

That fame dew, which fometime on the buds 
Was wont ,to fwell, like round andVbrient pearls, 
Stood now within the pretty fiow'ret9 eyes 
Like tears, that did their own difgrace bewail. 
Hunting and Hounds. 
Tbef. We will, fair queen, up to the moun- 
And mark the mufical confufion [tain's top, 
Of hounds and echo in conjunction. 

Hip. I was with Hercules and Cadmus once, 
When in a wood of Crete they bay*d the boar 
With hounds of Sparta : never did I hear. 
Such gallant chiding. For, befides the groves, 
The ikies, the fountains, ev'ry region near 
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Secm'd all one mutual cry ; I never hoard 
So mufical a difcord, fuch fweet thunder. 
Thef. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan 
kind, 

So flew 'd, fo fancied j and their heads are hun°- 
With ears that fweep away the morning dew 5 
Crook-kneed,anddew-lappd,iikeTheiIalianbulls, 
Slow in purfuit, but match'd in mouth like bells. 
Each under each. A cry more tunable 
Was never hoila'd to, nor cheer'd with horn. 



Fairy Motion. 
Then, my queen, in filence fad 
Trip we after the night's made : 
We the globe can com pals ibon 
, Swifter than the wand'ring moon. 

Confufed Remembrance. 
Thefe things leemTmallaud undistinguimable, 
Like far oif mountains turned into clouds, 

\ The Power of Imagination. 
The lunatic, the lover, and the poet, 
Are of imagination all compact : 
One fees more devils than vast hell can hold j 
That is the madman. TJie lover, all as frantic 
Sees Helen 's beauty in a brow of Egypt. 
The poet's eye, in a fine phrenfy rolhng, 
Doth glance from heav'n to earth, from earth to 
And^as imagination bodies forth [heav'n - 
The forms of things unknown, the poet's pen ' 
Turns them to fhapes, and gives to airy nothing 
A local Taabitation and a name. 

Sbnplencfs and modeft Duty always acceptable. 

Phiioj}. No, my noble lord, 
It is not for you. I have heard it over, 
And it is nothing, nothing in the world ; 
Unlefs you can hnd fport in their intents, 
Extremely stretch'd, and connd with cruel pain, 
To do you fervice. 

Thef. I will hear that play: 
For never any thing can be amifs, 
When iimpienefsand duty tender it. 

Hip. I love not to fee wretchednefs o'erchargM, 
And duty in his fervice perilhing. 

Thef. Why, gentle fweet, you mall fee no fuch 
thing. 

Our fport ihall be, to take what they mistake: 
And what poor duty cannot do, 
Noble refpedr. takes it in might, not merit. 
Where I have come, great clerks have pyrpofed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes ; 
Where I have (een them fhiver and look pale 
Make periods in the midst of lentences, 
Throttle their praclis'd accents in their fears 
And in concluiion, dumbly have broke off, ' 
Not paying me a welcome. Trust me lwcet, 
Out of this filence, yet, 1 pick'd a welcome; 
And in the modesty of fearful duty 
I read as much, as from the rattling tongue 
Of faucy and audacious eloquence. * 
Love, therefore, and tongue- ty'd fimplicity, 1 
In least fpeak most, to my capacity. ' 

Clock. 

The iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve. 

Night. 
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Night. 

Now the hungry lion roars, 

And the wolf behowls the moon ; 
Whilst the heavy ploughman mores, 

All with weary talk fore-done. 
Now the wasted brands do glow, 

Whilst the fcreech-owl, (breeching loud, 
Puts the wretch, that lies in woe, 

In remembrance of a (hroud. 
Now it is the time of night, 

That the graves, all gaping wide, 
Every one lets forth his fp right, 

In the church-yard paths to glide, 
And we Fairies, that do run, 

By the triple Hecafs team, 
From the prefence of the fun, 

Following darknefs like a dream, 
Now are frolic ; not a moufe 
Shall disturb this hallowM houfe : 
I am fent with broom, before, 
To fweep the dust behind the door. • 



$ 9. MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 

Shakspkare. 

Peace infpires Love, 

But now I am retunfd, and that war thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging foft and delicate defires, 
All prompting me-how fair young Hero is. 
FriendJInp in Lo ve. 
Friendfhip is constant in all other things, 
Save in the office and affairs of love. : 
Therefore all hearts in love ufe their own 
I^t^very eye negotiate for itfelf, [tongues j 
And trust no agent: beauty is a witch, 
Against whofe charms faith melteth into blood. 
Merit always modeft. 
It is the witnefs still of excellency, 
To put a strange face on his own perfection. 
A Seng. 

Sigh no more, ladies, figh no more, 

Men were deceivers ever 5 
One foot in fea, and one on fhore, 
To one thimr, constant never. 
Then figh not lb, 
But let them go, 
And be you blithe and bonny, 
Converting all your founds of woe 

Into Hey nonny, nonny. 
Favourites compared to Honey -fuel les, C-fr, 
——Bid her steal into the pleached bower, 
Where honey-fuckles, ripened by the fun, 
Forbid the fun to enter; like favourites, 
Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Against that power that bred it. 

Scheme to captivate Beatrice. 

Let it be thy part 
To praife him more than ever man did merit : 
My talk to thee must be, how Benedick 
Is fick in love with Beatrice : Of this matter 
Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made, 
That only wounds by hearlay. 
8 
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Angling, &e. 
The pleafant'st angling is to fee the fifa 
Cut with her golden oars the (river stream, 
And greedily devour the treacherous bait: 
k So angle we for Beatrice. 

A fcornful and fatirical Beauty.. 
Nature never framed a woman's heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice. 
Dildain and fcorn ride lparkling in her ey£s, 
Mifprifmg what they look on : and her wit 
Values itlelf fo highly, that to her 
All matter elle ieems weak ; fhe cannot love, 
Nor take no (hape, nor project of affection, 
She is fo felf-endear'd.. 

I never yet faw man, [turM, 
flow wife, how noble, young, how rarely fea- 
But (he would fpell him backward: if fair facM, 
SheM iwear the gentleman mould be her (ister } 
If black, why Nature, drawing of an antick, 
Made a foul blot ; if tall, a lance ill-headed ; 
If low, an agate very vilely cut ; 
If fpeaking, why, a vane biown with all winds \ 
If lilent, why, a block, moved with none. 
So'tums me ev'ry man the wrong lide out; 
And never gives to truth and virtue that 
Which fimplenefs and merit purchafeth. 

Slandering the Ohjecl y a Way to dsftroy Affcclion. 

No; rather I will go to Benedick, 
And counfel him to fight against his paflion : 
And, truly, 1 ?U devife lbme honest (landers, * 
To stain my coufin with ; one doth not know 
How much an ill word may empoifon liking. 

Beatrice's Recantation. 
What fire is in mine ears ? Can this be true ? 

Standi condemn'd for pride and fcorn fo much? 
Contempt, farewel ! and maiden pride, adieu ! 

No glory lives behind the back cf fuch. 
And, Benedick, love on, I will requite thee, . 

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand ; 
If thou dt)stlovc, my kimfnefs (hall incite thee. 

To bind our loves up in a holy band : 
For others fay thou dost deleave ; and I 
Believe it better than reportingly. 

DiJ/imulation. 
O, what authority and (hew of truth 
Can cunning (in cover itlelf withal I " 
Comes not that blood as modest evidence 
To witnefs fitnple virtue ? Would you not lvvear, 
All you that lee her, that me were a maid, 
By thele exterior (hews ? But (he is none: 
She knows the heat of a luxurious bed \ 
Her blufh is guiltinefs, not modesty. 

Female Seeming. 
I never tempted her with word too large; 
But as a brother to a fister, (hew'd 
Bafliful (incerity, and comely love. 

Her. And feem'd I ever otherwife to you? 
Clau. Out on thy feeming! I will write 
You feem ^o mc as Dian in her orb ; [against it ; 
As chaste as is tie bud ere it be blown ; 
But you are more intemperate in your blood 

Than 
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Than Venus, or tliofe pamper" J animals 
That rage in favage fenfuality. . 

An injured Lover s Abjuration of Love. 
O Hero! what a hero badft thou been, 
If half thy outward graces had been placed 
About the thoughts and counfels of thy heart ! 
But fore thee well, mod foul, mod fair! tkrewel, 
'Thou pure impiety, and impious purity! 
For thee I* '11 lock up all the gates of love, 
And on my eye-lids (hall conjecture hang, 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm, 
And never (hall it more be gracious. 

A Father lamenting his Daughters Infamy. 
Do not live, Hero ; do not ope thine eyes ; 
For, did I think thou wouldft not quickly die, 
Thought I thy ipirits were flronger than thy 
fhames, 

Myfelf would, on the rearward of reproaches, 
Strike at thy life. — Griev'd I, I had bat one ? 
Chid I for that at frugal nature's frame? 
O, one too much by thee ! why had I one? 
Why ever wall thou lovely in my eyes ? 
Why had I nut, with charitable hand, 
Took up a beggar's iffue at my gates ? 
Who fmeared thus, and imYd with infamy, 
I might have laid, " No part of it is mine } 
This lhame derives itfelf from unknown loins." 
But mine, and mine I lov'd, and mine I prais'd, 
And mine that I was proud on j mine lb much, 
That I myfelf was to myfelf not mine, 

"Valuing of her ; why Ihe O (lie is fallen 

Into a pit of ink, that the wide fea v 
Hath drops too few to walh her clean again ; 
And fait too little, which may fealbn give 
To her foul tainted flefli ! - 



Innocence difcovcred by Countenance. 
—I have marked 
A thcufand blufhing apparitions 
To Hart into her face j a thoufand innocent 
ihames, 

In angel whitenefs, bear away thofe blufhes j 
And in her eye there hath appeared a fire 
T#> burn the errors that thefe princes hold 
Againft her maiden truth. Cajl me a fool; 
Truit not my reading, nor my obiervations, 
Wl)ich with experimental feal doth warrant 
The tenor of my book j truft not my age, 
My reveience, calling, nor drvinity, 
If this lwcct lady lie not guiitlels here 
Under Ibme biting error. 

Refolution. 

I know not: if they fpeak but truth of her, 
Thcfe hands (hall tear her: If they wrong her 
honour, 

The proudclt of them (hall well hear of it. 
Time hath not yet fo dried this blood of mine, 
Nor age ib eat up my invention, 
Nor fortune made fuch havoc of my means, 
Nor my bad life reft me fb much of friends, 
But they fhall rind, awak'd in fuch a kind, 
Both ftrength of'limb, and policy of mind, 
Ability in means, and choice of friends, 
To cjuit m£ pt them throughly. 
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The Defire of loved Objefls heightened by their Lofs. 

This, well carried, (hall, Qn her behalf 
Change flander to remorfe ; that is fome good : 
But not for that dream I on this ltrange courfe, 
But on this travail look for greater birth. 
She dying, as it mull be fo maintain'd, ~ 
Upon the initant that (lie was accus'd, 
Shall be lamented, pity'd, and excused 
Of every hearer. For it lb falls out, 
That what we have, we prize not to the worth 
While we enjoy it ; but being lack'd and loft, 
Why, then we rack the value; then we find 
The virtue that poflelfion -would not Ihew us 
While it was ours. So will it fare with Claudio: 
When he ihall hear Hie died upon his words, 
The idea of her life fhall fweetly creep 
Into Ins ftudy of imagination} 
And every lovely organ of her life 
vShall come apparePdin more precieus habit, 
More moving, delicate, and full of life 
Into the eye and profpecl: of his foul, 
Than when (lie hv'd indeed. Then fhall he mourn 
(If ever love had intereft in his liver) 
And wifh he had not fo accufed her ; 
No, though he thought his accufation true. 
Let this be lb, and doubt not but luccefs 
Will faihion the event in better fhape 
Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 
But, if all aim but this be levelPd falfe, 
The fuppofftion of the lady's death 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy; 
And, if it fort not well, you may conceal her 
(As bell befits her wounded reputation) 
In lome recluiiveand religious life, 
Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. - 

Leon. Being that, alas ! 
I tlow in grief, the fmalleft twine may lead me, 

Counfel of no Weight in Mifery. 
I pray thee, ceafe thy counfel, 
Which falls into my ears as profitlefs 
As water in a fieve \ give not me counfel; 
Nor let no. comforter delight mine ear, 
But fuch a one whofe wrongs do fuit with mine. 
Bring me a father that fodov/d his child, 
Whole joy of her is overwhelmed like mine, 
And bid him fpeak of patience: 
Meafurc his love the length and breadth of mine, 
And let it anfwer'every drain for drain j 
As thus for thus, and fuch a grief for fuch, 
In every lineament, branch, lhape, and form: 
If fuch a one will lmile and ftroke his beard, 
In forrow wag; cry hem ! whenhe (hould groan ; 
Patch grief with proverbs; make misfortune 
drunk 

,With candle-waftersj bring him yet to me, 
And I of him will gather patience. 
But there is no fuch man ; for, brother, men 
Can counlel, and give comfort to that grief 
Which they themielves not feel ; but, tailing it 
Their counfel turns to paflion, which before 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage ; 
Fetter ftrong madnefs in a filken thread ; 
Charm ach with air, and a^ony with words. 
No, uoj 'tis all men's off.ee to fpeak patience 
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To tfiofe that wring under the load of forrow ; 

But no man's virtue, nor fuflkiency, 

To be lb moral when he (hill endure 

The like himfelf: therefore give me no counfel; 

My griefs cry louder than ad verti lenient. 

Ant. Therein do men from children nothing 
differ, [blood : 

Leo. I pray thee, peace— I will be fielh and 
For there was never yet philofopher, 
That could endure the tooth-ach patiently, 
However they have, writ* the ftyle of gods, 
And made a pHh at change and fuflerance. 
An aged Father's Refentment of Scandal. 

Tufli, turn, man ! never lieer and jeft at me ; 
I fpeak not like a dotard, nor a fool ; 
As, under privilege of age, to brag [do, 
What I have done, being young, or what would 
Were I not old. Know; Claudio, to thy head. 
Thou haft fo wrong'd my innocent child and 
That I am fore'd to lay my rev'rence by; f'me, 
And, with grey hairs, and bruile of many days, 
To challenge thee to trial cf a man. 
J lay, thou haft belied mine innocent child ; 
Thy {lander hath gone through and throu?h her 
,r\nd me lies buried with her anceftors: [heart, 

0 ! in a tomb where never fcandal ilept, 
Save this of hers, fram'd by thy villainy. , 

Talking Braggarts. 
€la. Away, I will not have to do with yon. 
Leo. Cahft thou fo daffe me ? thou haft kilPd 
my child : 

Jf tbou kill* it me, boy, thou malt kill a man. 

Ant. He (hall kill two of us, and rr.en indeed: 
But that's no matter; let him kill one firft i— 
Win me, and wear me, — let him aniwer me : 
Come, follow me, boy : come, Sir boy, follow me : 
Sir boy, I '11 whip you from your foyning fence: 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will. 

Leo. Brother [my niece: 

Ant. Content yourfelf. God knows I lev'd 
And (lie is dead ; flandered to death by villains; 
That dare as well an Twer a man indeed, 
As I dare take a ierpent by the tongue * 
Boy 9, apes, braggarts, Jacks, milk-fops !— 

Leo. Brother Anthony — [them ; yea, 

Ant. Hold you content j what, man ! I know 
And what they weigh, even to the utmoft fcruple: 
Scambling, out-facing, faniion-mongring boys, 
That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave and llander, 
Go anticly, and (hew outward hkteoufnefs, 
And fpeak off half a dozen dangerous words, 
How they might hurt their enemies, if they 
And this is all. [durit s 

No Valour in a bad Caufe. 

In a falfe quarrel there is no true valour. 
Villai* to be noted. 

Which is the villain? let me fee his eyes; 
That when I note unctherman like him, 

1 nny avoid him. 

Dirge cn Kero"s Dcitb by Slander. 
D:ne 10 death by Hand' ro us tongues 

Was the Here that here lies : 
l"c >tl;. in guerdon of her wrongs, t 

Cives her fame which never dies ! 



So the life that died with ftiame 
Lives in death with glorious fame! 
Day -bnak. 

The wolves have prey'd ; and look the gen- 
tle day, 

Before the wheels of Phcebus round about 
Dapples the drowfy eaft.with fpots of grey. 
Time cf Slander a temporary Death. 
She dy *d, my lord, but whiles her llander hVd, 

% ic. THE TAMING OF THE SHREW. 

Shakspeare, 

Hounds. 

THY hounds (hall make the welkin anfwer 
1 them, 

And fetch lhrill echoes from the hollow earth. 
Painting. 

Doft thou love pictures ? we will fetch thee 
Adonis, painted by a running brook ; f ftraight 
And Citherea alt in ledges hid, [breath, 
Which leem to move and wanton with her 
Ev'n as the waving ledges play with wind. 
Mirth and Merriment , its Advantage. 

Seeing too much ladnefs hath congealM ycur 
blood, * 
And melancholy is the nurfe of phrenfy, 
Therefore they tHbught it good you hear a play, 
And frame your mind to mirth and merriment, 
Which bars a thoufand harms,and lengthens life. 
The Ufesof Travel anj Study. 

Luc. Trar.io, fince — for the great defire I had 
To lee fair Padua, nurfery of arts — 
I am arriv'd from fruitful Lombardy, • 
The pleafant garden of great Italy; 
And, by my father's love and leave, am arm '4 
With his good will, and thy good company, 
My trufty fervant, well approv'd in all ; 
Here let us breathe, and happily inftitute 
A courfe of learning and ingenious ftudies. 
Pi fa, renowned for grave citizens, 
Gave me my being, and my father firft, 
A merchant of great traffic thro' the world, 
Vincentio, come of the Bcntivolii. 
Vincentio's fen, brought up in Florence, 
It (hall become, to ferveall hopes conceived, 
To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds : 
And therefore, Tranio, for the time I ltudy. 
Virtue, and that part of phiiolbphy 
Will I apply, that treats cf happinefs 
By virtue Specially to be achieved. 
Tell me thy mind : for I have Pi fa left, 
And am to Padua come ; as he that leaves 
A lhallow .plulh, to plunge him in the deep. 
And with latiety fetks to quench his thirft. . r 

Tra. Mi ferdonate, gentle mailer mine, 
I am in all alfecled as yourfelf ; 
Glad that you thus continue your refolve, 
To fuck the fweets of fweet philolbphy. 
Only good mafter, while we do admire 
This virtue, and this moral difcipliiie, 
Let's be no ftoics, nor no ltocks, I pray} 
Or devote to Ariftotle's checks, 
As G vid be an outcaft 4r A uitc abjur\l : 

Talk 
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Talk logic with acquaintance that you have, 
And pra&ice rhetoric in your common talk : 
Mulic and pocfy ufe to quicken you : 
The mathematics, and the metaphyiics, 
Fall to them as you find your Ctomaeh fervesyou: 
No profit grows where is no pleaihre ta'en-l— 
In brief, Sir, itudy what you moll aftec*. , 

. Love at firfl Sight. 

*fral I pray, Sir, tell me— is it pcflible 
That love Ihould of a fudden take fuch hold ? 

Luc. O, Tranio, til! I found it to be true, 
I never thought it poilible, or likely ; 
But fee ! while idly I ftood looking on, 
I found the efFefct of love in idieneis: . 
i And now in olainnefs do confefs to thee,— 
That an to me as fee ret and *s dear 
As Anna to the queen of Carthage was — 
Tranio, I burn, 1 pine, I perim, Tranio, 
If I achieve not this young modeft girl : 
Counfel me, Tranio, for I know thou canfl; 
Aflift me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra. Mafter, it is n? time to chide youtnow; 
Affection is not rated from the heart:* 
If love have touch 'd you„nought remains but fo, 
Redime te captum quarn quseu minimo. 

Travel. 

Such wind 'as fcattcrs young men thro' the 
world, 

To feek their fortunes farther than at home, 
Where fmall experience grows. 

Woman s tongue. 
Think you, a little din can daunt my ears ? 
Have I not in my time heard lions root ? 
Have I not hea r d the 'feoipuff'd up with winds, 
Rage like an angry boar, chafed with fv/eat ? 
Have I not heard great ordnance in the field ? 
And heaven's artillery thunder in the Ikies ? 
Have I not. in a pitched battle, heard [clang ? 
Loud 'brums, neighing Iteeds, and trumpets 
And do you tell me of a woman's tongue, 
That srives not half fo great a blow toth' ear 
As will a chefnut in a farmer's fire ? 

Fxtremes aire each other. 
Where two raging fires meet together, 
They do confume the thing that feeds their fury; 
Though little .fire grows great with little wind, 
Yet extreme gufts will blow out lire and ail. 
Beauty. 

Say that fhe frown ; I II fay me looks a* clear 
As morning rofes newly wafh'd with dew. 
Mufic. 

Prepofterous afs ! that never read fo far, 
To know tl]e caufe why mufic was ordain'd ! 
Was it not, to refrefh the mind of man 
A-fter his ftudies, or his ufual pain ? 
Then give me leave to read philofophy, 
And, while I paufe, fsrve in- your harmony. 

Wife married to all her Hufbamts Fortunes. 
To m« (he's married, not unto my clothes : 
Could I repair what me will wear in me, 
As I can change thefe poor accoutrements, 
'Twere well far Kate, and better for jnyielf. 



•Lefcriplon of a mad. bedding. 

Wnen the prielt 

Did afk if Catherine mould be his wife; [loud, 
" Ay, by gogs-woons,' 1 quoth be, and iwore fo 
That, all amaz'd, the prielt let fall the bookj 
And, as he fioop'd ajain to take it uv 9 
This mad-brain'd bridegroom took him fuch a 
cuii, [pri'efr; 
That down fell prieft and book, and book and 
" Now take them up."" quoth he, " if any lift." 1 ' 
7 ran. What laid the wench when he rofe up 
again? [ltamp'd and fvvore, 

Grcmi Trembled and fhook; for why, he 
As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 
But, after many ceremonies done, 
He calls for wine : 

" A health," quoth he, as if T»e had been aboard, 
Carouiing'to his mates after a ftorm : 
Quaff 'd off the mufcadel, and threw the fops 
'All in the fexton's face ; having no other reafon, 
But that his beard grew thin and hungerly, 
And leem'd to afk his fops as he was drinking. 
This done, he took the bride about the neck, 
And kifs'd her lips with f ucha clamorous imack, 
That, at the parting, all the church did echo. 
Pctruchws Trial of his Wife in the Article of Drefs. 

Hab. Hereisthe cap your worfhip did befpeak- 

Fft. Why, this was inoulded on a porringer, 
A velvet diih ; — fie, fie ! 'tis lewd and filthy : 
Why, 'tis a cockle, or a walnut-fheD, , 
A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby's cap ; 
Away with it : come, let me have a bigger. 

Cath. I'll have no bigger ; this doth fit the time, 
And gentlewomen wear fuch caps as thefe. 
' Pet. When you arc gentle, you mail have one 
And not till then. [too, 

Her. That will not be in hnfte. [fpeak ? 

Cath. Why, Sir, I truft, I may have leave to 
And fpeak I will; I am no child, no babe ; 
Your betters have endur'd me fay my mind ; 
And, if you cannot, hell you ftop your ears. 
My tongue will tell the anger or my heart;, 
Orelfe, my heart, concealing it, will break: 
And, rather than it (hall, I will be free, 
Even to the uttermoft, as I pleafe, in words. 

Pet. Why thou fay 'It true: it is a. paltry cap, 
A cuftard cotiin, a bauble, a filken pye : 
I love thee well, in that thou lik'ft it not. 

Cath. Love me, or love me not, I like the cap ; 
And it I will have, or I will have none. JYee't. 

Pet. Thy gown ? why, ay : come taylor, let us 
O, mercy, God ! what malking (tuff is here ! 
What's this ? a fleeve ? 'tis like .a demi-cannon : 
What! up and down, carv'd like an apple-tart ? 
Here's lhipand nip, and cut, and (i!ih,and flaflr, 
Like to acenfer in a barber's fhop: 
Why, what, o'devil's name, taylor, call'ft thou 
this? 1 [gown, 

Hor. I fee, file's like* to have neither cap nor 

Tayl. You bid me m ike it orderly and well,' 
According to the fafhion.and the tune. 

Pet. Marry, and did ^ but if you be re*meni- 
I did not bid you mar it to the tiu.-e. [bar^, 
Go hop me over cftry kennel hom,.*, 

Fur 
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For you (hall hop without my cuftom, Sir : 
I'll none of it ; hence! make your belt of it. 

Catb. I never law a better faihion'd gown, 
More quaint, more pleating, more commend- 
able : 

Belike, you mean to make a puppit of me. 
The Mind alone valuable. 
Pet. Well, come my Kate ; we will unto your 
father's, 

Even in thefe honeft mean habiliments |_ 
Our purfes mall be proud, our garments poor j 
For 'tis the mind that makes the body rich : 
And as the fun breaks thro' the darkeft clouds, 
So honour peereth in the meanelt habit. 
What, is the jay more precious than the lark, 
^ecaufe his feathers are more beautiful ? 
Or is the adder better than the eel, 
Becaufe his painted (kin contents the eye ? 
O, no, good Kate ; neither art thou the worfe 
For this poor furniture and mean array. 
A lovely Woman. 

Fair, lovely maiden, young and affable, 
More clear of hue, and far more beautiful 
Than precious f irdonyx, or purple rocks 
Of amethyfts, or glittering hyacinth : 
—Sweet Catharine, this lovely woman — 

Catb. Fair, lovely lady, bright and cryftalline, 
Beauteous and ftately as the eye-train'd bird j 
As glorious as the morning wahVd with dew, 
Within whofe eyes (he takes her dawning beams, 
And golden fummer deeps upon thy cheeKs j 
Wrap up thy radiations in fome cloud, , 
Leil that thy beauty make this ftately town 
Unhabitable as the burning zone, 
With fweet reflections of thy lovely face. 

Happinefs attained* 
Happily I have arrived at la It 
Unto the wimed haven of my blifs. 

Others meajured by ourfelves. » 
He that is giddy thinks the world turns round. 
Greyhound. 

O Sir, Lucentio flipp'd me for his greyhound, 
Which runs himfelf, and catches for his mailer. 

Wife": Submijfion. 

Marry, peace it bodes,, and love, and quiet life, 
An awful rule, and right fupremacy ; [happy,? 
And, to be (hort, what not, that's fweet and 
The Wife's Duty to her Hujband. 

Fie! fie! unknitthat threatening, unkind brow, 
And dart not fcornful glances from thofe eyes, 
To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor j 
It blots, thy beauty, as trolls bite the meads ; 
Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds ihake fair 
And in no ftnie is meet, or amiable. [buds, 
A woman mov'd is like a fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill-feeming, thick, bereft of beauty j 
And while it is fo, none fo dry or thirfly 
Will deign to lip, or touch one oTopof it« 
Thy hufband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy fbvereign; one that cares for thee, 
And for thy uiaintGUjince oommiu his body 



To painful labour both by fea and land ; 
To watch the night in ftorms, the day in cold, 
While thou liell warm at home, fecure and fafej 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 
But love, fair looks, and true obedience j— , 
Too little payment for fo great a debt. 
Such duty as the fubject owes a prince, 
Even fuch, a woman oweth to her hufband : 
And when Ihe's frovvard, peevim, fullen, four, 
And not obedient to his honest will, 
What is lhe but a foul contending rebel 
And graCelefs traitor to her loving lord ? 
I am alham'd, that women are fo fimple 
ToofFer war, where they fhould kneel fqr peace 5 
Or feek for rule, fupremacy, and fway, 
When they are bound to ierve, love, and obey. 
Why are our bodies foft, and weak, and lmooth, 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 
But that our foft conditions, arnd our hearts, 
Should well agree with our external parts ? 
Come, come, you froward and unable worms I 
My mind hath been as big as one of yours, 
My heart as great ; my aaibn haply more, 
To bandy word for word, and frown for frown 
But now I lee our lances are but straws ; [pare; 
Our strength as weak, our weaknefs past corn- 
That feeming to be mdst, which we indeed least 
Then veil your stomachs, for it is no boot j [air, 
And place .your hands beneath your huiband's 
In token ot which duty, if he pleale, [foot : 
My hand is ready — may it do him eale ! 



§ 11. THE TEMPEST. Shakspeare. 

Miranda and Profpero. 
Mir. r\ I have futfer'd [vefiel, 
^ With thofe that I faw fuffer ! A hrave 
Who had, no doubt, fome nobie creatures in her, . 
DahVd all to pieces. O the cry did knock 
Against my very heart! Poor lbuls! they perilh'J, 
Had. I been any god of power, I would 
Have funk the fea within the earth, or e'er 
It mould the good ihip fo have fwullow'd, and 
The freighting fouls within her. 

Profp. Wipe thou thine eyes, have comfort. 
The direful fpectacle of the wreck, whicbtouchM 
The very virtue of companion in thee, 
I have with fuch provilion in mine art 
So fafely order'd, that there is no ibul— 
No not fo much perdition as an hair, 
Betid to any creature in the vefTel 
Which thouheard'stcry, which thoufaw'st fink, 
Calibans Curfes. 

As wicked dew, as e'er my mother brufiVd 
With raven's feather from unwholefomc fen, 
Dron on you both ! a fjuth-west blow on ye, 
And blister you all o'er ! 

I must eat my dinner. 
This ifland's mine, by Sycorax my mother, 
Which thou tak'st from me. When thou earnest 
^ rst » [wouldst give torn 

Thou stroakd'st me, and mad'st much of me : 

Water 
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Water with berries in 't, and teach mc how 
To name the bigger light, and how the lei's, 
That burn by day and night i and then I lov'd 
And fhew'd thee all the qualities o' th'ifle, [thee, 
The frelh fprings, brine-pits, barren place and 
fertile ; 

Curs'd be I, that I did fo ! all the charms 
Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you ! 
For I am all the fubje&s that you have, [me 
Who firft was mine own king; and here you fty 
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 
The reft of th' illand. 

Ctihban^s Exultation after Profpero tells h'm be 
fought to violate the Honour oj bis Child, * 

"Oh, ho, ho, ho ! — I would it had been done! 
Thou didil prevent me, I had peopled elie 
This iile with Calibans. 

Prof Abhorred Have! 
Which any print of goodnefs will not take, 
Being capable of all ill ! I pity'd thee, [hour 
Took pains to make thee fpeak, taught thee each 
One thing or other: when thou didlt not, 
favage, [like 
Know thine own meaning, but wouldft gabble 
A thing muft brutilh, I endow'd thy purpofes 
With words that made them known: but thy vile 
race, [good-nature 
Though thou did ft learn, had that in't which 
Could not abide to be with; therefore waft thou 
Defervedly confined into this rock, 
Who hadit de/erv'd more than a prifon. [on't 

Col. You taught me language ; and my profit 
Is, I know how to curie : the red plague rid you 
For learning me your language ! 

Mufic. 

Where mould this muiic be ? in air or earth ? 
It founds no more; and Aire, it- waits upon 
Some god of ifh 1 ifland. Sitting on a bank, 
Weeping again the king my father's wreck, 
This mulic crept by me upon the waters ; 
Allaying both their fury and my paifion 
With its fweet air. 

Ariel's Song. 
Full fathom rive thy father lies ; 

Of his bones are coral made ; 
Thofe are pearls that were his eyes } 

Nothing of him that cloth fade 
But doth fufter a fea change 
Into fomething rich and Orange. 
Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell, 

Hark, now I hear them, ding,don£,bell. 
Amiable Simplicity of Miranda on firjl View of 
Ferdinand. 1 
Prof This gallant, which thou feeft, 
Was in the wreck : and, but he's fomething 
.ftain'd [call him 

With grief, tint's beauty's canker, thou might'it 

A goodly perfon 

Mir. I might call him %t 
A thing divine s for notliing natural 
I ever law lb noble. 

Per. Moft fure, the goddefs 
On whom thelc airs attend ! 



Mir. There's nothing ill can dwell in fuch a 
If the ill fpirit have fo fair a houfe, [temple ; 
Good things will ttrive to dwell with t. 
A Lover's Speech. 

My fpirits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 
My father's lois, the weaknefs which I feel, 
The wreck of all my friends, or this man's threats, 
To whom I am fubdu'd, are but light to me, 
Might I but thro' my prifon once a day 
Behold this maid: all corners elfe o' th' earth 
Let liberty make ufe of j lpace enough 
Have I in inch a prifon. 

Refignation and Gratitude. 

Befeech you, Sir, be merry: you have caufe* 
(So have we all) of joy ; for our efcape 
Is much beyond our lofs: our hint of woe 
Is common ; every day fome failor's wife, 
The matter of fome merchant, and the merchant^ 
Havejuft our theme of woe: but for the miracle, 
(I mean our prefervation) few in millions 
Can fpeak like us : then wifely, good Sir, weigh 
Our forrow with our comfort. 

Defcription of Ferdinand s fwimming ajhore. 

I law him beat the furges under him, 
And ride upon their backs : he trod the water, 
Whofe enmity he flung afide, and breafted 
The furge moft iwoln that met him ; his bold 
head 

'Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd 
Himfelf with his good arms in lufty ftrokes 
To th' lh ore; thato'erhiswave-worn balls bow'd, 
As (looping to relieve him : I not doubt 
He came alive to land. 

Too fever e Reproof animadverted upon. 

The truth you fpeak doth lack fome gentlenefs, 
And time to fpeak it in : you rub the fore 
When you mould find the platter. 

Satire on Utopian Forms of Go vernment. 

V the commonwealth- 1 would by contraries 
Fxecute all things J for no kind of traffic 
Would I admit; no name of magiftrate ; 
Letters (liould not lie known; riches, poverty, 
And ufe of fervice, none ; contracts, nicceflion, 
Bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard, olive, 
No ufe of metal, corn, or wine, or oil : [none j 
No occupation ; all men idle>, all: 
And women too, but innocent and pure: 
No fovereignty : 

All things in common nature mould produce, 
With6ut fweat or endeavour: treafon, felony, 
Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine, 
Would I not have ; but nature Ihould bring forth 
Of its own kind, all foifon, all abundance, 
To feed my innocent people. 
I would with fuch perfection govern, Sir, 
To excel the golden age. « 

Sleep. 

Do not omit the heavy ofFer of it, 
It feldom vilits forrow ; when it doth, 
It is a comforter. 

A fine Apofiopefis. 
They fell together aO, as by confent ; [might, 
They dropp'd, as by a thunder-ltroke. What; 

Worthy 
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Worthy Sebaftian ?— O, what might ?— no more. 
And yet, methinks, I fee it in thy face, [and 
What thou mould 'ft be : th' occafion fpeaks thee; 
My ilrong imagination fees a crown 
Dropping upon thy head. 

Caliban s Curfes. 

All the infections that the fun fucks up[him 
From bogs, fens, fiats, on Profper fall,and make 
By inch-meal a difeafe! His fpirits hear me, 
And yet I neeusmuftcurfe. Buttheyll not pinch, 
Fright mewith urchin-fhews,pitch mei'th' mire, 
Nor lead me, like a firebrand, in the dArk 
Out of my way, unlefs he bid them : but 
For every trifle .are they fet upon me s 
Sometimes, like apes, thatmoe and chatter at me, 
And after bite me; then like hedge-hogs, which 
Lie tumbling in my bare-foot way, and mount 
Their pricks at my foot-fall ; fometime am I 
All wound with adders,whowith cloven tongues 

Do hifs me into madnefs Lo; now, low! * 

Here comes a fpirit of his, and to torment me, 
For bringing wood in (lowly : I'll fall flat; 
Perchance, he will not mind me, 
Pali ban's Promifes. 

I'll mew thee the bell fprings s Til pluck thee 
berries ; 

111 fifh for thee, and get thee wood enough. 

A plague upon the tyrant that I ferve ! 

I'll bear him no more flicks, but follow thee, 

Thou wondrous man. 

I pr'ythee, let me bring thee where crabs grow; 
And I with my long nails'will dig thee pig-nuts; 
Shew thee a jay's nell, and inltrucl thee how 
To fnare the nimble marmozet : I'll bring thee 
Tocluft'ringfilberds,andfometimes I'll get thee 
Young fea-mels from the rock. 
True and unbiajj'cd Affeclion. Ferdinand bearing 
a Log. 

There be fome fports are painful ; but then 
labour 

Delight in them fetsofF: fome kinds of bafenefs 
Are nobly undergone; and molt poor matters 
Point to rich ends. This my mean talk would be 
As heavy to me, as 'tis odious; but [dead, 
The miltrefs whom I ferye, quickens what's 
And makes my labours pleafures : O, (lie is 
Ten times more gentle than her father's crabbed; 
And he's compos'd of harfhnefs. I mufl remove 
Some thoufands of theft logs, and pile 'em up, 
Upon a fore injun&ion. My fweet miftrefs 
Weeps when me fees me work ; and fays, fuch 
Had ne'er like executor. I forget 5 [bafenefs 
But thefe fweet thoughts do even refrefh my 
Moll bufy-lefs when I do it. [labours, 
1 ~ - - - — ~ • 

Admir'd Miranda! 
Indeed, the top of admiration ; worth 
What's deareft to the world! Full many a lady 
I have eyed with beft regard; and many a time 
The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my two diligent ears ; for feveral virtues 
Have I lik'd feveral women; never any 
With fo full foul, but fome defeel in her 
Did quarrel with the noblell grace fhe ownM, 



And put it to, the foil : but you, O you, 
So perfeel, and fo peerlefs, are created 
Of every creature's beft. 
Miranda's offering to carry the Logs for bun is 
peculiarly elegant. 
If you'll fit down, 
I'll bear your logs the while; pray give methati 
I'll cany it to the pile. 

And afterwards, ho<w innocent I 

. 1 am a fool. 

To weep at what I am glad of. 

I am your wife, if you will marry me : 

If net, I'll die your maid : to be your fellow 

You may deny me: but I'll be your lervant, 

Whether you will or no. 

Punifhment of Crimes delayed, not forgotten. 
For which foul deed 
The pow'rs, delaying, not forgetting, have 
Incens'dthe leas andlhores,yea,all the creatures 
Again ft your peace. 

Guilty Confciencei 
O, it is monftrous \ monftrous \ 
Methought the billows fpoke, and told me of if; 
The winds did ling it to me ; and the thunder, 
That deep and dreadful orgah-pipe,pronounc'd 
The nam? of Profper. It did bafs my trefpafs. 
Gon. All three of them are defperate; their 
great guilt, 

Like poifon given to work a great time after, 
Now 'gins to bite the fpirits. 

Profper os BoaJI of Miranda. 
O Ferdinand, 
Do not fmile at me that I boaft her off; 
For thou (halt find me will outftrip all praife,- 
And make it halt behind her. 

Continence before Marriage, 

Prof. If thou doll break her virgin-knot, be- 
All lanclirhonious ceremonies may [fore 
With full and holy rite be miniiler'd, 
No fweet afperfion (hall the heav'ns let fall • 
To make this contract grow ; but barren hate, 
Sour-eyed difdain, and difcord, mall bel^rew 
The union of your bed with weeds fo loathly, 
That you lhalLhate it both ; therefore, take heed, 
As Hymen's lamps mall light you. 

A Lover's Protefation. 

Ferd. As I hope 

For quiet days, fair ilTue, and long life, 
With fuch love as 'tis now; the murkieftden, ' 
The moll opportune place, the ftrong'ft fuggef- 
Our worfer genius can, mall never melt [tion 
Mine honour into lull ; to take away 
The edge of that day's celebration, [defd, 
When I fliall think, or Phcebus'fteeds are foun- 
Or night kept chain'd below. 

Pajjion too flrong for Vows. 
' Prof Look thou be true; do not give dalliance 
Too much the rein ; the ftrowgeft oaths are ftraw 
To the fire i' the blood : be more abllemious, 
Or elfe, good -night your vow ! 

Ferdinand's Anfixer. 

I warrant you, Sir; 
The white, cold, virgin-fnow upon my heart 
Abates the ardor of my liver. 

Vanity 
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Vanity of Human Nature. 
Prof. Our revels now are ended ; thefe our 
(As I foretold you) were all foirits, and [actors 
Are melted into air, into thin air: 
And, like the bafelefs fabric of this vilion, 
The cloud-capt towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The i'olemn temples, the great globe itielf, 
Yea ail which it inherit, mall diflblve } 
And, like this infubftantial pageant faded, 
Leave not a rack behind! We are fuch Iluflf 
As dreams" are made on; and our little life 
Is rounded with a lleep. 

Dr tin lards enchanted by Ariel, 
Ariel. I told you, Sir, they were red hot with 
drinking j 

So full of valour, that they fmote the air 
For breathing in their faces : beat the ground 
For killing of their feet; yet always bending 
Towards their project. Then I beat my tabor ; 
At which, like unback'd colts, they pricked their 
ears, 

Advanc'd their eye -lids, lifted up their nofes, 
As they fmelt mulic : fo I charm 'd their ears, 
That,calf-like,they my lowing followed, through 
Toothed briers, (harp furzes, pricking gofs, and 
thorns, 

Which enter'd their frail (kins: at latt I left 'em 
r tir iilthy mantled pool beyond your cell, 
There dancing up to the chins. 

Caliban. 

Prof A devil, a born devil, on whofe nature 
Nurture can never ftick ; on whom my pains, 
Humanely taken, all, all loft,- quite loft ; 
And as with age his body uglier grows, 
So his mind cankers. 

Light of Fdot. 
Pray you, tread foftly, that the blind mole 
Hear a foot fall. [may not 

Fine Sentiment, of Humanity on Repentance, 

Ariel. The king, 

His brother, and yours, abide all three di ft rafted ; 
And the remainder mourning over them, 
Brim-full of forrow and difmay 5 but chiefly 
Him that you termed the good old lord Gonzalo ; 
His tears run down his beard, like winter's drops 
From eaves of reeds : your charms lb ftrongly 
works 'em, 

That, if you now beheld them, your affections 
Would become tender. 

Prof Doft thou think fo, fpirit ? 

Ariel. Mine would, Sir, were I human. 

Prof And mine fhr.il. 
Haft thou, who art but air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflictions, and ihall not myleif, 
One of their kind, that relifli all as lharply, [art ? 
Paffion as they, be Kindlier movM than thcu 
Tho' with their high wrongs I am ftruck to the 
cjuick, 

Yet with my nobler reafon, 'gainft my fury 
Do I take pu t j the rarer aftion is [tent, 
In virtue than in vengeance: they being peni- 
The fole drift of my purpofe doth extend 
Nut a frown farther. , 



Fairies and Magic. 
Ye elves of hills, brocks, itauding lakes, and 
groves j 

And ye, that on the fancls with printlefs foot 
Do chafe the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him, 
When he comes back j you demi-puppcts, l hat 
By moon-fhine do the green ibur ringlets mitkc, 
Whereof the ewe not bites j and you, whole 
paftime 

Is to make midnight rr.uflirooms ; that rejoice 
To hear the folenm curfew \ by whofe aid 
(Weak mailers tlvV ye be) I have bedirnmM 
The noontide fun, called forth the mutinous 
wind?, 

And 'twixt the green fea and the aziir'd vrmlt 
Set roaring war : to the dread rattling thunder 
Hare I givaa'fire, and rifted Jove's flout oak 
With his own bolt: theftrong-bas'd promontory 
Have I made make ; ar.d by the Fpurs pluck'd up 
The pine and cedar; graves, at my command, 
Have wakM their (leepers j oped and let them 
By my lo potent art. [forth 
Senfes returning. 
The charm riiitulves apace > 
And as the morning lleals, upon the night, 
Melting the darknefs, lb their riling Denies 
Begin to chafe the ign'rant fumes, that mantle 
Their clearer reaibn— 

Their understanding 
Begins to fwell ; and the approaching tide 
Will ihortly fill the realbnable'ihores, 
That now lie foul and muddy. 

Ariel's Song. 
Where the bee fucks, there fuck I ; 

In a cowllip's bell I lie : 
There I couch when owls do cry. 
On the bat's back I do fly 
After funfet, merrily : 
Merrily, merrily, (hall I live now, 
Under the blpuoiii that hangs on the bough. 
Patience. 

A/on. Irreparable is the lofs ; and patience 
Says, it is paft her cure. 

Prof I rather think, [jraca, 
You have not fought her help ; of whole foft 
For the like lofs, I have her fovereign aid, 
And reft myleif content. 



§ 12. TWELFTH NIGHT, or WHAT 
YOU WILL. Shakespeare. 

Mufic and Loye. 
if mufic be the fsodof love, play on, 
* Give me excefs of it; that, forfeiting, 
The appetite may licken,and fo die. 
That ftrain again;— it had a dying fall : 
O, it came o'er my ear, like the fvveet fouth, 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, 
Stealing, and giving odour.-— Enough ; HQ 
more ; 

Tis not fo fweet now as it was before. 

O fpirit of love, how quick and frdh art thou ! 

That, notwithstanding thy capacity 

p p Receiveth 
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Receive th as the fea, nought enters there, 
Of what validity and pitch foever, 
But falls into abatement and low price, 
Even in a minute ! So full of fhapes is fancy, 
That it alone is high fanlaftical. 

Love, in reference to Hunting. 
O, when my eyes' did fee Olivia firft, 
Methought fhe purg'd the air of peftilence ; 
Thatinltant was I tum'd into a hart: 
And my defires, like fell and cruel hounds, 
E'er fince purfue me. 

Hatural Ajfedlion akin to Love. 
O, flic, that hath a heart of that fine frame, 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 
How wilhfhe love, when the rich golden (haft 
Hath kill'd the flock of all affections elfe 
Tlut live in her; when liver, brain, and heart, 
Thefe fovercign thrones, are all fupplied, and 
fill'd 

(Her fweet perfections) with one felf-king ! 
Dsfcription of Sebaftian"s Efcape. 

1 fa\£ your brother, 

Moft provident in peril, bind himfelf [tice) 
(Courage and hope both teaching him the prac- 
To a ftrong malt, that liv'd upon the fea ; 
yThere, like Arion on the dolphin's back, 1 
I faw him hold acquaintance with the waves, 
Sj long as I could fee. 

Afiions of the Great ahvays talked of. 
You know 
What great ones do, the iefs will prattle of. 

Outward Appearance a 'Token of inward Worth. 

There is a fair behaviour in thee, captain ; 
And, though that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft ciofe in pollution, yet of thee 
I will believe, thou haft a mind that iuits 
With this thy fair and outward character. 

A beautiful Boy. 
Dear lad, believe it ; 
For they lhall yet beiie thy happy years, 
That fay, thou art a man ; Diana's lip, 
Is not more fmooth and rubious ; thy fmall pipe 
Is as the maiden's organ, (brill and ibund, 
And all is femblative a woman's part, 
N Beauty. 

'Tis beauty truly blent, whofc red and white 
Nature's own fweet and cunning hand laid on i 
Lady, you are the cnjePft fne alive, 
If you will lead thefe graces to the grave, 
And leave the world no copy. 

Extreme L*ve. 

My lord and malter loves you: O, fuch love 
Could be but recompens'd, though you were 
The nonpareil of beauty. [crown'd 
Character of a noble Gentleman. 

Yet I fuppofe him virtuous, know him noble, 
Of great eitate, of freih and icainlefs youth ; 
In voices well diyulg'd, free, leaned, aiuf valiant, 
And, in dmenlion, and the mapc of nature, 
A gracious peribn i but yet I cannot love him , 
He might kive tuok his aaiwer long ago. 



RejUved Love. 

Oi; Vm Why, what would you 5 

Vio. Make me a willow cabin at your gate, 
And call upon my foul within the houie * 
Write royal cantos of contemned love, 
And ling them loud even in the dead ot mgnt i 
Holla your name to the reverberate hills, 
And make the babbling goflip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia ! O, you mould not reft 
Between the elements of air and earth, 
But you mould pity me. 

Difguife. 

Difguife, I fee, thou art a wickedness, 
Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 
How cafy is it, for the proper falfe 
In women's waxen hearts to fet their forms I 
Alas ! our frailty is the caufe, not we ; 
For, Inch as we are made of, iuch we be. 
Serious Muftc moft agreeable to Lovers. 
Now, good Cefario, but that piece of fong, 
That old and antique fong we heard laft night : 
Methought it did relieve my paflion much ; 
More than light airs and recollected terms 
Of thefe moft briflc and giddy-paced times. 
'True Love. 

Duke. Come hither, boy; if ever thou (halt 
In the fweet pangs of it remember me : [love, 
For fuch as I am, all true lovers are $ 



Unit aid and ikittilh in all motions elfe, 
Save in the conltant image of the creature 
That is bclov'd. — How dolt thou like this tune ? 

I' lo. It gives a very echo to the feat 
Where love is thron'd. 

In Love, the Women Jhould he youngeft. 
Too old, by heaven ! Let ftill the woman take 
An elder than herfelf ; lb wears fhe to him, 
So Kays (he level in her hu {band's heart. 
For, boy, however we do praife ourfelves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm, 
More longing, wavering, iboner loft and worn, 
Than women's are. 

Via, 1 think it well, my lord. 
Duke. Then let thy love be younger than 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent : [thyfelf, 
For women are as rofes ; whole fair flower, 
Being once difpiay'd, doth fall that very hour. 
Character, of an old Song. 
Mark it, Cefario, it is old and plain ; 
The fpinfters and the knitters in the fun, 
And the free maids that weave their thread with, 
bones, 

Do ufe to chant it; it is flily footh, 
And dallies with the innocence of love 
Like the old age. 

Song. 

Come away, come away, death, 

And in lad cyprefs let me be laid : 
Fly away, fly away, breath ; 

I am iktin by a fair cruel maid. 
My ihroud of white ftuck all with yew, 

O, prepare it; 
My part of death no one fo true 
Did flure it. 

Not 
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Not a flower, not a flower Tweet, 

On my black colHn let there be flrown ; 
Not a friend, not a friend greet 

My poor corpfe, where my bones (hall be 
A thouland, thouland 4ighs to fave, [thrown: 

Lay me, O', where 
Sad true lover ne'er rind my grave, 
To weep there. 

tonccalcd L.ovt. 
Duke. There is no woman's fides 
Can bide the beating of lb Itroug a paflion, 
As love doth give my heart : no woman's heart 
So big, to hold fo much ; they lack retention. 
Alas, their Jove may be call'd appetite — 
No motion of the liver, but; the palate, — 
That fufters furfeit, cloyment, and revolt: 
But mine'is all as hungry as the fea, 
And can digeft as .much : make no compare 
•Between that love a woman can bear me. 
And that I owe Olivia. . 
Vio. Ay, but I know— 
Duke. What doit thou know ? 
Vio. Too well what love women to men may 
In faith, they are as true of heart as we. [owe j 
My father had a daughter lov'd a man, 
As it miglpt be, perhaps, were I a woman, 
J mould your lordship. 

Duke. And what's her mftory ? itlove, 
Via. A blank 9 my lord 



I hate ingratitude more in a man, 
Than lying, vainneis, babbling drunkennefs, 
Or any taint of vice, whofe ltrong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 

Deformity in the Mini. 
Art. But, O, how vile an idol proves this god ! 
Thou halt, Sefoaftian, done good feature Ihame. 
In nature there's no blemilh but* the mind ; 
None can be call'd doform'dj but the unkind : 
Virtue is beauty 5 but the beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks, o'erflourihYd by, the devil. 

Ignorance -of curfelvcs.: — One Drunkard's Re- 
flection on another. 
Then he's a rogue, and a patty- raeafu res 
I kite a drunken rogue. [paynx. 



GENTLEMEN OF 
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But let concealment, like a worm i' th 1 bud, 
F eed on her damatk cheek: me pin'd in thought j 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy^ 
"She fat, like patience on a monument, 
Smiling at grief. 

AJcfler. 

This fellow is wife enough to play rthe fool j 
And to do that well, craves a kind of wit,: 
*He mull obferve their mood on whom he jells, 
The quality of perfons, and the time ; 
And, like the haggard, check at every feather 
That comes before his eye. This is a practice;, 
As full of labour as a wife man's art 
For folly, that he wifely thews, is fit : 
But wife men's folly falPn, quite taints their wit. 
Flattery, its ill Effe&i. 

IVTy fcrvanr, Sir i **Twas never merry world, 
Sine*; lowly-feigning caird compliment. 

Unfought Low. 1 

Cefario, by the rofes of the fpring, 
By maidhood, honour, .truth, and every tiling, 
I love thee fo, that, maugre all thy pride, 
Nor wit, nor reafon, can my paflion hide. 
Do not extort thy neafons from this claufe, 
For that I woo, tbou therefore haft no caufe : 
But rather reafon thus v/.ith reafon fetter: 



§ 13. THE TWO 
VERONA. 

tfhe Advantages of Travel, &c. 
Valr>v. ase to perfuade, my loving Protheus..; 

^ Home-keeping youth have ever homely 
Wer'tnot afteclion chains thy tender days [wits.: 
To the fweet glances of thy honoured love, 
1 nither would eutreat thy company, 
To lee the wonders of the world abroad, 
Than, living dully iluggardiz'd at home, 
She never told herjwear out thy youth with lhapelefs idlenefs, 



But, li nee thoulov'ft,love fti 11, and thrive therein; 
Even as I would, when I to love begin, [adieu ! 

Pro. Wilt thou be gone ? Sweet Valentine, 
Think on thy Protheus, when thou haply feed 
Some rare note-worthy object in thy travel; 
Wiih me partaker in thy happinefs, 
When thou doll meet good-hap j and, in thy 
If ever danger do environ thee, [danger, 
Commend thy grievance to my holy pray era, 
Far I will be thy beadfman, Valentine. 

77v Evils rf being in Love. 
To be in lo\e, where fcorn is bought wifli 
groans, (moment's mirth, 

Coy looks, with heart-fore fighs ; one fading 
With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights.; 
If haply won, perhaps, a haplefs gain: 
If loll, why then a grievous labour won,j 
However, but a folly bought with wit, 
Or elfe a wit by folly vanquifhed. 

Love commended and difpraifed. 
Pro. Yet writers fay, as in the fweetelt bud 
The eating canker dwells, fo eating love 
Inhabits in i;he fined wits of all. 

Val. And writers fay, as the moll forward bud 
Is eaten by the canker, ere it blow, 



JLove fought is good, but giv'nunfoughtia better, Even fo by love the young and tender wit 



Ingratitude. 
Ant. Is't polfible, that my deferts to you 
.Can lack perfuafion ? Do not tempt my milery, 
Left that it make me fo uri found a man, 
As to upbraid you with thofe kindnefles 
That I have done for you. 

Vio. I know of none ; 
JNor know I you by voice, or any feature '. 



Is turn'd to folly; blading in the bud, 
Loiing his verdure even in the prime, 
And all the tairelie&s of future hopes. 

Pro. He after honour hunts, I after love: 
He leaves his friends, to dignify them more : 
I lejve myfelf, mv friends, and all for love. 
Tlvtiy Julia, thou haft metamorphos'd me j 
noalp^ mv iludies. lofe m'v time. 



Mi. e me negleft my Iludies, loie m'y time. 
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War with good counfel, fet the world at nought ; 
Made wit with muling weak, heart-fick wifh 
thought. 

Love frcivard and dtffcmbling. 

Maids, in modelly, lay No, to that [Ay. 
Which they would have the profiler conftrue, 
F e, fie ! how wayward is this fooTHh love, 
That, like a tefty babe, will fcratch the nurfe, 
And prelently, all humbled, kifs the rod I 
The Advantages of Travel. 

Pant. He won'Jer'd, th:.t your lordfliip 
Would futfer him to fpend his youth at home \ 
While other men, of (lender reputation, 
Put forth their fons to feek preferment out: 
Some, to the wars, to try their fortune there j 
Some, to difcovcr iflands far away : 
Some, to the ltudious univerfities. 
For any, or for all thefe exercifes, 
He flud, that Protheus, your fon, was meet : 
And did requcft me to importune you, 
To let him fpend his time no more at home, 
Which would be great impeachment to his age, 
In having known no travel in his youth. 

Ant.. Nor need'itthou much importune me to 
that 

Whereon this month I have been hammering. 
I have confider'd well his lo fs of time 5 
And how he cannot be a perfect man, 
Not being tried, and tutor'd in the world : 
Experience is by induitry achiev'd, 
And perfected by the fwift courfe of time. 
Lbve com pat ed to an April D+y. 
O, how this ipring of love relembleth 

Th' uncertain glory of an April day; 
Which now mews all the beauty of the fun, 
And by and by a cloud takes all away ! 
An accomplijhcd young Gentleman. 
.His years but young, but his experience old ; 
His he;:d unmellow'd, but his judgment ripe; 
And, in a word (for far behind his worth . 
Gome all the praifes that I now be flow), 
He is complete in feature, and in mind, 
With all good grace to grace a gentleman. 
ConUwpt of Love punified. 
I have done penance for contemning love ; 
Whofe high imperious thoughts have punifb'd 
With hitter faits, with penitential groans, [me 
With nightly tears*, and daily l)eart-(ore iighs j 
For, in revenge of my contempt of love, 
I^Ove hith chas'd fleep from my enthralled eyes, 
And made them watchers of my own heart's 
forrow, 

p, gentle Protheus, love's a mighty lord 5 

And hath fo humbled me, as, I conftfs, 

There u no woe to his correction, 

Nor, t>^is fervice, no fuch joy on earth ! 

Now no di.ccurfe, except it be of love 

Now c:m 1 break my hilt, dine, fup, and fleep, 

Upon the very naked name of love. 

Love fed by Praife. 
Call her divine. 

Pro. I will not flatter her. 

Val. O flatter me j for love delights in praifes. 
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Lover s Wealth. 
Not for the world : why, man, (he is mine 
And I as rich in having fuch a jewel, (own : 
As twenty feas, if all their fand were pearl, 
The water nectar, and the locks pure gold. 
True Love jealous. 
For love, thou know'ft, is full of jealoufy. 

Love compared to a waxen Image. 
Now my love is thaw'd,' 
Which, like a waxen image 'gainft a fire, 
Bears no imprefiion of the thing it was. 

Un heedful Vcvos to he broken. 
Unheedful vows may heedful iy be broken 5 
A.nd rr wants wit that 'wants refolvcd will 
To learn his wit to exchange the bad for better. 
Oppqfition to Love increases it. 
Jul. A true devoted pilgrim is not weary 
To meafure kingdoms with his feeble Heps ; 
Much leis fliall flie that hath love's wings to fly j 
And when the flight is made to one fo dear, 
Of fuch divine perfection, as Sir Protheus. 
Luc. Better forbear, till Protheus make re- 
turn, [foul's food ? 
Jul. Oh, know'ft thou not, his looks are my 
Pity the dearth that I have pined in. 
By longing for that food fo long a time. 
Didil thou but know the inly touch of love, 
Thou wouldlt as foon go kindle fire with (how, 
As feek to quench the fire of love with words. 

Luc. I do not feek to quench your love's hot 
But qualify the fire's extreme rage, (fire; 
Left it fhould burn above the bounds of reafon. 
Jul. The more thou damm'ft it up, the more 
it burns : 

The current, that with gentle murmur glides, 
Thou know'ft, being ftopp'd, impatiently doth - 
But when his faircourfe is not hindered, [ragej 
Ke makes fweet mufic with the enamel'd ltones, 
Giving a gentle kifs to every fedge n » 

Ue overtaketh in his pilgrimage ; 
And fb by many winding nooks he ftrays, 
With willing fport, to the wild ocean. 
1 hen let me go, and hinder not my courfe: 
I'll be as patient as a gentle ftream, 
And make a paitime of each weary flep, 
Till the laft flep have brought me to my love: 
And there Til reft, as, after much turmoil, 
A blefted foul doth in Elyfium. 

A faithful and confiant Lover. 

His words are bonds, his oaths are oraeles; 
His love lincere, his thoughts immaculate ; 
His tears, pure meitevngers fent from his heart $ 
His heart as far from fraud, as heaven from earth. 
Gifts prevalent with Woman. 

Win her with gifts, if fhe refpeel not words ; 
Dumb jewels, often, in their filent kind, 
More rhari quick words, do move a woman's 
—'mind. 
Flattery prevalent with Woman. 

Flatter and praife, commend, extol their 
graces ; 

Tho' ne'er ib black, fay they have angels' faces. 
That man that hath a tongue, I lay, is no man, 
If with his tongue he cannot win a woman. 
i A Lover s 
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A Lover's BarJJljment. 
Ami why not death, rather than living tor- 
To die is to be banifh'd from myfelf: [mcnt ? 
And Sylvia is myfelf. Banilh'd from her, 
Is felf from felf; a deadly punifiiment! 
What light is light, if Silvia be not feen ? 
What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by ? 
Unlefs it be to think that (he is by, - 
And feed upon the lhadow of perfection. 
Except I be by Silvia in the night, 
There is no mulic in the nightingale ; 
Unlefs I look on Silvia in the day, 
There is no day for me to look upon. 
She is my eifence ; and I leave to be, 
xlf I be not by her fair influence 
Fofter'd, illumin'd, cherifiVd, kept alive. 
A beautiful Perfon petitioning (in vain). 
Ay, ay ; and (he hath offer' d tQ the doom 
(Which unrevers'd Hands in effectual force) - 
A fea of melting pearl, which fome call tears : 
Thole at her father's churlim feet (he tendered ; 
With them, upon her knees, her humble felf; 
Wringing her hands, whofe whitenefs fobecame 
As if but now they waxed pale for woe : fthem, 
But neither bended knees, pure hand? held up, 
Sad iighs, deep groans, nor filver-medding tears, 
Could penetrate her uncompafllonate fire. 
Hope. 

'Hope is a lever's Haft ; walk hence with that ; 
And manage it againft defpairing thoughts. 
Love compared to a Figure on he. 

This weak imprefs of love is as a figure 
Trenched in ice; which with an hour's heat 
Piflblves to water, and doth lofe his form. 
Three things hated by Women. 

Pro- The heft way^s, to.iiander Valentine 
With falfehood, cowardice, and poor defcent : 
Three things that women highly hold in- hate. 

Duke. Ay, butfhe '11 think, that it is fpoke 

Pro. Ay, if his enemy deliver it \ [in hate. 
Therefore it mull, with circumftancc, be fpoken 
By one, whom me efteemeth as his friend. 
The Power of Pcetry with Women. 

Say, that upon the altar of her beauty 
You facrifice your tears, your fighs, your heart*/ 
Write,, till your ink be dry ; and with yOur tears 
Moift it again ; and frame fome feeling line, 
That may dilcover fuch integrity: — 
ForOrpheus'lute was ftrung with poet's linews; 
Whofe golden touch could foften Heel and ftones, 
Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans 
Forfake unlounded deeps to dance on fands. 
Song. 

Who is Silvia? what is flie, 
That nil our fwains comnund her? 

Holy, fair, and wife is me; 
The heavens fuch grace did lend her, 
' That (lie might admired be. 

Is me kind as me is fair? 

For beauty lives with kindnefs : 
1 Love doth to her eyes repair, 

To hrlp him of his blindnefs; 
And, being help'd, inhabits there*. 



Then to Silvia let us fmg, 
That Silvia is excelling ; 
She excels each mortal thing 
v Upon the dull earth dwellings 
To her let us garlands bring. v 

A Lover's Reft. 
Jul. And fo, good reft. 
Pro. As wretches have o'er night, 
That wait for execution in the morn. 
True Love: 

Thy felf haft lov'd ; and I have heard thee fay, 
No grief did ever come fo near thy heart, 
As when thy lady and thy true love died, . 
Upon whofe grave thou vow'dft pure chaifcity. 

Beauty negleBed and loft. 
But fince fhe did neglect her looking-glafs, 
And threw her fun-expelling mafkaway, 
The air hath ftarv'd the rofes in her cheeks, . 
And pinch'd the lily-tinc~lure of her face.' 
The Power ofAclion. 
And, at that timo* I mule her weep a good, 
For 1 did play a lamentable part ; 
Madam, 'twas Ariadne, paflioning 
ForThefeus' perjury, and unjuft flight; . 
Which I fo lively acled with my tears, 
That my poor miftrefs, moved therewithal, 
Wept bitterly; and, would I might be dead, 
If I in thought felt not her very forrow ! 
Woman facred, even to Banditti. 
Fear not ; he bears an honourable mind, 
And will not ufe a woman lawlefsly. 

A Lover in Solitude. 
Kow ufe doth breed a habit in a man ! 
This lhadowy defert, unfrequented woods, 
I better brook than flourifliing peopled towns: 
Here can I lit alone, unfeen of any, 
And to the nightingale's complaining notes 
Tune my diflrefles, and record my woes. 
O, thou that doft inhabit in my bieaft, 
Leave not the manfion fo long tenantlefs-j 
Left, growing ruinous, the building fall, 
And leave no memory of what it was ! 
Repair me with thy prefence, Silvia; 
: Thou gentle nymph, cheriih thy forlorn fwain. 
: Love unre turned. 

What dangerous afcion,itood it ntxt to death, 
Would I not undergo for one calm look ? 
; O, 'tis the curfe in love, and ftill approv'd, 
, When womencannot love where they're belov'd. 
Infidelity in a Friend y and Reconciliation on 
Repentance. 

Val. Treacherous man ! ' [eye 

Thou haft beguil'd my hopes ; nought but mine 
Could have perfuaded me: now I dare not fay, 
I have one friend alive; thou wouldft difprove me. 
Who fhould be trufted, when one's own r : ght 
Is perjur'd to the bofom ? Protheus, [hand 
I am forry, I muft never truft thee more. 
But count the world a' ft ranger for thy fake. 
The private wound is deereft. 

Pro. My fhame, and guilt, confounds me.— 
Forgive me, Valentin* : if hearty forrow 

f*P3 Be 
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Be a fuffic i»nt ran Tom for offence, 
I tender it here; I do as truly fuller, 
As e'er I did commit. 

Val. Then I am paid : 
And once agafti I do receive thee honed.— 
tVho by repentance is not fatisfied, 
Is nor of heaven, nor earth. 

Incoiflancy in Man. 
O heaven X were man 
Silt con (rant, he wee perfect \ that one error 
Fills him with faults. 

A worthy Gentleman. 

ftow, by the honour of my anceftry, 
I do applaud thy ipirir, Valentine, 
Ami think thee worthy of an emprefs r love. 
Know then, I here forget all former griefs, 
Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home ag:iin> 
Plead a hew ftate in thy unrival'd merit, 
To which I thus lublcribe-^Sir Valentine, 
Thou ftrt a gentleman^ and well deriv'd; 
Take thou thy Silvia, for thou haft deferv'dr her. 

Reformed Exiles. 
Thcfe banifhed men 
Are men endued with worthy qualities j 
They are reformed, civil, full of good, 
And fit for great employment* worthy lord. 



me 



Now my fworn friend, and then mine enemy j 
My parafite, my fbldier, ftatefman, all : 
He makes a July's day (hort as December ; 
And, with his varying chikinels, cures in 
Thoughts that ihould thick my blood. 

Faithful SernAce. 
Cam. In your affairs, my lord, 
If ever I were wilful negligent, 
It was my folly; if indullrioufly 
I played the fool, it was my negligence, 
Not weighing well the end: if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where I the ill ue doubted, 
Whereof the execution did cry out 
A^ainll the non-performance, 'twas a fear 
Wljich oft infers the wifelt : thefe, my lord> 
Are fuch allowed infirmities, that honefty 
Is never free of. 

Jeahujy* 
Is* whifpering nothing ? 
Is leaning cheek to cheek ! is meeting nofes ? 
Killing with infide lip ? flopping the career 
Of laaghter with a ligh ? (a note infallible 
Of breaking honelty :) boiling foot on foot ? 



§ THE WINTERS TALE. 

SHAKESPl-AfcE. 

Youthful Friendjhip and Innocence. 
\fJ?> were, fair queen, 

* Two lads, that thought there wa"s nd more 
But fuch a nay to-morrow as to-day, [behind. 
And to be boy eternal 
We were as twin 

And bleat the one at th v other: what we changed, 
Was innocence for innocence ; we knew not 
The> doctrine of ill-doing ; nor dream'd, 
That any did ; had we purlued that lift, 
And our weak fpirits ne v er been higher rear'd, 
.With Wronger blood, we mould hate anfwer'd 
Heaven 

Boldly — " Not guilty ;" the Jmpoiition clear 'd, 
hereditary ours. 

Pro.ife^ its Influence on Women. 

Cram us with praife, and make U3 



Skulking in corners ? wifning clocks more fwift ? 
Hours, minutes ? noon> midnight ? and all eyes 
Blind with the pin and web, buttheirs,theirs only 
That would, unieen, be wicked ? Is this nothing i 
Why, then the world, and all that's in 't, is no- 
thing ; 

The covering (ky is nothing ; Bohemia nothing* 
My wife is nothing : nor nothing have thefe no- 
If this be nothing. [things* 
King- killing deteflable. 

To do this deed 

ernal. . Purt> ; Promotion follows: If I could ficd example 

n d lambs, that did frifk i % th/ of thouiands that had ilifiCK anointed kings, 

And rlovu-ihVd after, I'd not do't 



one good deed, dyinc 



As fiit as tame things; 

tongueIefs> 
Slaughters a thotrfafkl, tvaitirrg upon that, 
Pur prai&'j are our wagCs : you may ride us 
With one loft tcifs a thoufond furlongs, ere 
With lour we heat an acre. 

Nature 4 

How fometlmey nature will betray Its folly, 
ttc rendcrneis ; anu make itfelf 4 paltime 
To battler bofbms ! 

A Father's Fondnrfs for his Child. 

Leon. Are you fo fond of your young prince, 
Do (eem to be of ours ? •■ [as we 

Pol. If at home, Sir, 
Ht's all my erteTCife,my mirth, my matter ' 



but linee 

Nor brafs, nor itone, nor parchment, bears not 
Let villainy itfrif forfwear it. [on*, 

The FfccJs offealonfy. 
Thisjealoufy 
Ts for a precious creature ! as (he's rare, 
Mult it be great; and, as his perion's might}'* 
Mult it be violent ; and as he does conceive 
He is di (honoured by a man, which ever 
Profelfed to him, why, his revenges muft 
In that be made more bitter. ■ 

Knowledge fomeiimes hurtful. 1 
There may be in the cup 
A ffuder Itecp'd, and one may drink; depart, 
And yet partake no venom; for his knowledge 
Is rrot infected : but if one prefect 
Th' abhorr'd ingredient to his eye, make known 
How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his 
With violent hefts. [fides, 
Cahcmny. 

Praffe her but fortius her wlthout-door form 
(Which,on my faith, defervea high lpeech),and 
11 might 

The fhrug, the hum, or ha; thefe petty brands. 
That calumny doth ufe: — O ! I am out, 
That mercy dacs ; for calumny* will fear 

Virtue 
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Virtue itfelf — thefe (hrugs, thefe hums, and ha's, 
When you havefaid, ihe'sgoodlvjcome between, 
Ere you can lay fhe's honeft. 

Fortitude and Innocence. 
Her. Do not weep, good fools \ 
There is no cauie : when you ihall know your 
miftrefs 

Has deferv'd prifon, then abound in tears, 
As I come out : this action, I now go on, 
Is tor my better grace. 

Honefly and Honour. 

Here's a do, 
To lock up honelty and honour from 
The accei's of gentle viiitors. 

The Silence of Innocence eloquent. 
The filence often of pure innocence 
Perfuades, when fpeaking fails. 

AftHionate Child. 
To fee his noblenefs ! 
Conceiving the dimonour of his mother, 
He ftraight declin'd, droop'd, took it deeply ; 
FaltenM and nVd the flume on \ in himfelf 5 
Threw off his fpirit, his appetite, his fleep, 
And downright languihVd. 

Child refembling its father* 
Behold, my lords, 
Aliho' the print be little, the whole matter 
And copy of the father, eye, nofe, lip, [ley, 
The trick of hisfro\vn,his forehead: r.ay the val- 
The pretty dimples of his chin, and cheek ; his 
fmiles ; 



To your own confcience, Sir, before Polixenes 
Came to your court, how I was in your grace, 
How merited to be fo $ fince he camf, 
With what encounter fo uncurrent t 
Have ftrain'd, to appear thus : if one jot beyond 
The bound of honour: or, in a6t, or will, 
That way inclining j harden'd be the hearts 
Of all that hear me, and my near' it of kin 
Cry, fie, upon my grave ! 

A II ijVs Lofs of all Things dear, and Contempt 
of Death. 
Leo. Look for no lefs than death. 
Her. Sir, fpare your threats ; 
The bug, which you would fright me wit h,I feek, 
To me can life be no commodity : 
The crown and comfort of my life, your favour, 
I do give loft j for I do feel it gone, 
But know not how it went. My fecond joy, 
And firit-fruits pf my body, from his prefence 
I am barr'd, like one infectious: my third com- 
Starr'd moft unluckily, is from my bread, [fort, 
The innocent milk in its moft innocent mouth, 
Haled out to murther. Myfelf on ev'ry poft 
Proclaimed a (trumpet ; with imntodeit hatred, 
The child-bed privilege denied, which 'longs 
To women of all fafluon; laftly, hurried 
Here to this place, i' the open air, before 
I have got ftrength of limit. Now, my liege, 
Tell me what bleflings I have here alive, 
That I mould fear to die ? therefore proceed, 
But yet hear this, miltake me not;— no ! life, 
I prize it not a ftraw: but for mine honour, 
(Which I would free) if I ihall be condemned 



The very mould and frame of hand, nail^flnger : 

And thou, good goddefs nature,which halt made I Upon furmifes ; all proofs deeping elfe, 
J?o like to him that got it, if thou halt [it j But w^hat your jealoufies awake 5 X tell you, 

The orderingof the mind too,'mongft all colours *Tis rigour, and not law. 



No yellow in 't ; left (he fufpect, as he does, 
Her children not her hufband's ! 



Deffair of Pardon. 
But, O thou tyrant! 

An Infant to be exfofed. Do, not repent thefe things j for they are heavier 

Come on, poor babe : _ [vens j Than all thy woes canllir : therefore, betake thee 
Some powerful fpirit inftruct the kites and.ra-|To nothing but defpair. A thoufand knees, 
To be thy nurfes ! Wolves und bears, they fay,] Ten thoufand years together, naked, fafting, 



Calling their lavagenefs alide, have cone 
Like offices of pity. 

Hcrmione pleading her Innocence. 

If pow'rs divine 
Behold our human actions (as they do), 
I doubt northen, but innocence flu!! make 
Falie acculation-blulh, and tyranny 
Tremble at patience. You, my lord, beft know, 
(Who leaft will feem to do fo) my prdt life 
Hath been as continent, as chafte, as (rue, 
As I am now unhappy ; which is more 
Than hiftory can pattern, though devisM, 
And play 'd, to take fpec"tator$ \ for behold me,— 
A fellow of the royal bed, which owe 
A moiety cf the throne,a great king's daughter, 
The mother to a hopeful prince, — here ftanding, 
To prate and talk for life, and honour, 'fore 
Who pleafe to come and hear. For life, I prize it 
As I weigh grief, which 1 would fpare - y for ho- 
"Tis a derivative from me to mine, [nour, 
And only that I Hand for. I appeal 0 



Upon a barren mountain, and Hill winter, 
In ftorm perpetual, could not move the God* 
To look that way thou vvert. < 
An Account cf a GhrfSs appearing in a Dream. 
I have heard (hut not believ'd), the fpirits 
of the dead 

May walk again: if fuch thing be, thy mother 
Appeared tome laft nighty for ne'er was dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature, 
Sometimes her head on one fide, fomc another $ 
I never law a vefH of like iorrow, 
So fiU'd, and fo becoming j in pure white robes, 
Like veiy fanclity, (lie did approach 
My cabin where I lay : thrice bow d before me, 
And, gafpmg to begin fome fpeech, her eyes 
Became two lpouts : the fuiy fpent, ancn 
Did this break from her: " Good Antigonus, 
Since fate, ag:unit thy better difpofition, 
Hath made thy pwfon for the thrower-out 
Of my poor babe, according to thine oath, 
Places remote enough are in Bohemia, 

P p I There 
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There weep, and leave it crying: and, for the 
I3 counted Jolt for ever, Perdita, [babe 
I pr'ythee^call it: for this ungentle bufinefs, 
Put on thee by my lord, thou ne'er fhalt fee 
Thy wife Paulina more/' And fo with fhrieks, 
-She melted into air. Affrighted much* 
X did in time colledf. myfeif, and thought 
This was fo, and no (lumber. Dreams are toys: 
Yet, for tliis once, yea, fuperititiouliy, 
I will be fquar'd by this. 

An Infant exfrfed. 
~ Poor wretch, 
That, for thy mother's fault, art thus expos'd 
To iofs,and what may follow ! Weep I cannot, 
But my heart bleeds : and mod accurft am I, 
To be by oath enjoin 'd to this.— Parewel ! 
The day frowns more and more ; thou art l&e 
A lullaby too rough: I never faw [to have 
The heavens fo dim by day. 

Denies transformed for Love. 

The Gods themi'elves, 
Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
The v mapes of hearts upon them. Jupiter 
Became a bull, and bellow'd; the green Neptune 
A ram, and bleated; and the fire-rob'd God, 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble fwain, 
As I feem now; their transformations 
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer; 
Nor in a way fo challe : fmce my defires 
Kun not before mine honour ; nor my lufts 
Burn hotter than my faith. 

Miflrcfs of the Sheep-fiearing. 
Sbep. Fie, daughter! when my old wife liv'd 
upon 

This day, fhe was both pantler, butler, cook ; 
Both dame, and fervant; welcom'dal); ferv'd 
all: [here, 
Would jfing her Cong, and dance her turn : now 
At upper end o* the table, now, i' the middle j 
On his moulder, and his: her face -0* fire 
With labour; and the thing, Hie took to quench 
She would to each one fip : you are retir'd, [it, 
As if you were afealted one, and not 
The hoftefs of the meeting. Pray^iou, bid 
Thefe unknown friends to us' welcome, for it is 
A way to nuke us better friends, more known. 
Come, quench your blufhes; and prefer, t yourfelf 
That which you are,mi lire fs o' thdlfeafh come on, 
And bid us welcome to your fheep-fhearing, 
As your good flock mail profper. 

A G ar lan J for old Men. 
Per. Reverend Sirs, t 
For you there's rofemary, and rue; thefe keep 
Seeming, and lavour, all the winter long? 
Grace and remembrance, be unto you both, 
And v^elcome to our ihearing ! 

Pol. Shepherdefs, 
(A fair one are you) well you fit our ages 
With flowers of winter. 

Nature and Art. 
-Per. Sir, the year growing ancient — 
Not yet on fummcr's death, nor on the birth 
Of trcmblmgwinterjthefaireftflow'rs o'th 'fealbn 



Are our carnations, and ftreakM gilly-fiow'rs, 
Which ibme call nature's baftards: of that kind 
Our ruftic garden's barren ; and I care not 
To get flips of them. 

Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden, 
Do you neglecl them ? * . 

Per. For I have heard it faid, 
There is an art, which, in their piednefs, mares 
With great creating nature. 

Pol. Say, there be : 
Yet nature is made better by no mean, 
But nature makes that mean : fo, o'er that art, 
Which, you fay, adds to nature, is an art, 
That nature makes. Ycu fee, iweet maid, we 
marry 

A gentle cyon to the wildeft flock ; 
And make conceive a bark of baler kind 
By bud of nobler race: This is an art 
Which does mend nature — change it rather: 
The art itfelf is nature. [but 
Per. So.it is. 

Pol* Then make your garden rich in gilly- 
And do not call them baitards. [flowers, 

A Garland for middle-aged Men. 
Per. ri1 not put 



The dibble in earth, to lit one flip of them; 
No more than, were I painted, I would wifh 
This youth mould fay, 'twere well; and only 
Defire to breed By me. [therefore 

Here's flowers for you ; 
Hot lavender, mints, iavory, marjoram ; 
The marygold, that goes to bed with W fun,^ 
And with him rifes, weeping; thefe are /lowers 
Of middle furmner, and, I think, they arc given 
To men of middle age. 

A Garland for young Men. 
Cam. I mould leave grazing, were I of your 
And only live by gazing. [nock, 

Per. Out, alas ! 
YouM be fo lean, that blafts of January 
Would blow you th'-ough and through. Now, 
my faireft friend,, " [might 

I would I had fome flowers o'the fpring, that 
Become you 5 time of day j and yours, and yours ; 
That wear upon your virgin -branches yet 
Your maiden-heads growing O, Proferpina, 
For the fiow'rs now," that, frighted, thou let'fl 
From Dis's waggon ! daffodils [fall 
That come before the fwallow dares, and take 
The winds Of March with beauty; violets, dim, 
But fwecter than the lids of Juno's eyes, 
Or CylhercVs breath; pale primrofes, 
That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phcebus in his ftrength, a malady 
Molt incident to maids ; bold oxlips, and 
The crown imperial ; lilies of all kinds, 
The nower-de-lis being one ! O, thefe I lack. 
To make you garlands of; and, my fweet friend, 
To ftrow him o'er and o'er. 
Flo. What ? like a corfe ? 
Per. No, like a ban!;, for love to lie and play 
Not like a corfe: or if— not to be buried, [on - 
j But quick, and in mine arms. 

A Laser's 
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A Lover's Commendation. 
What you do, 
Still betters what is done. When you fpeak, 
I'd have you do it ever: when you ling, [fweet, 
I'd have you buy and fell lb ; fo give alms ; 
Pray fo; and, for the ordering your aJfair.% 
To ling them too. When you do dance, I wiihyou 
A wave o' the lea, that yoj might ever do 
Nothing but that; moveftill, itill fo, 
And own no other function : % each your doing, 
So fingular in each particular, 
Crowns what you're doing in the prefent deeds, 
That all your acls are queens. 

Honejl Wooing, ' 

Per. O Doricles, 
Your praifesare too large: but that your youth. 
And the true blood which peeps fo fairly thro* it, 
Do plainly give you out an unftain'd mepherd; 
With wildom I might fear, my Doricles, 
You woo'd me the ralfe way. 

Flo. I think, you have 
As little fkill to fear, as I have purpofe 
To put you to 't. But, come; our dance, I pray: 
Your hand, my Perdita : ib turtles pair, 
That never mean to part. 

True Love: 

They call him Doricles ; and he boafts himfelf 
*To have a worthy feeding : but I have it 
Upon his own report, and I believe it ; 
lie Jooks like footh: He fays,he loves my daugh- 
I think fo too; for never gaz'd the moon [ttr > 
Upon the water, as he'll Itand, and read, 
As 't were, my daughter's eyes rand, to be plain, 
I think, there is not half a kifsto choofe, 
Who loves another belt. 

Prefent s little regarded by real lovers. 

Pol. How now, fair mepherd ? 

Your heart is full of fomething that does take 
Your mind from feafting. Sooth, when I was 
• , young, 

And handed love as you do, I was wont 
To load my me with knacks: I would have 
raniack'd 

The pedlar's ill ken treafury, and have pour'd ft 
To her acceptance; you have let him go, 
And nothing marted with him. If your lafs 
Interpretation mould abufe ; and call this 
Your lack of love, or bounty, you wereltraited 
For a reply, at leaft, if you make care 
Of happy holding her. 

Flo. Old Sir, I know 
She prizes not fuch trifles as thefe are ? 
The gifts, me looks from me, are pack'd and 
Jock'd 

Up in my heart ; which I have given already, 
But not del iverM. O, hear me breathe my love, 
Before this ancient Sir, who, it flioald feem, 
Hath fometimelov'd; Itakethyhand;this hand 
As foft as dove's-down, and as white as it, 
Or Ethiopian's tooth, or the fann'd fnow, 
Thiv's bolted by the northern blafi twice o>r. 
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Tender Affcclion. 
Were I crowned the molt imperial monarch* 
Thereof moil worthy ; were I the faireil youth 
That ever made £ye fwerve; had force, and 
knowledge [them 
More than was ever man's — I would not prize 
Without her love : for her, employ them all ; 
Commend them, and condemn them to her fer- 
Or to to their own perdition. [vice, 

A Father the bejl Gueft at bis Son's Nuptials. 
Me thinks,, a Father 
Is, at the nuptials of his lbnagueft, 
That beic becomes the table. Pray you, once 
Is net your father grown incapable [more ; 
Of realonable affairs ? Is he not ftupid [hear f 
With age, and altering rheums? Can he ipeak ? 
Know man from man ? difpute his own eltate ? 
Lies he not bed-rid ? and a^a.in does nothing, 
But what he did being childilh ? 

Ho. No, good Sir ! 
He has his health, and ampler ftrength, indeed, 
Than molt have or his age. 

Pol. By my white beard 
You offer him, if this be fo, a wrong 
Something unfilial : rcafoii, my ion, 
Should choofe himfelf a wife; but as good reafon, 
The father (all whofe joy is nothing elfe 
But fair polterity) mould hold fome counfel 
In l'u-ch a bufinefs. 

Rural Simplicity. 

I was not. much afeard : for once or twice, 
I was about to fpeak ; and tell him plainly, 
The felf-fame fun, that lhines upon his court, 
Hides not his vif ;ge from our cottage, but 

Looks on alike. 

Selfjh old Man. 
O, Sir, 

You have undone a man of fo 11 rfcore- three, 
That thought to fill his grave in quiet ; yea, 
To die upon the bed my father died, 
To lie clofc by his honcll bones ; but now 
Some hangman mud put on my llirowd, and lay 
Where no priell (hovels in dull. [me 
Frcfperity the Bond, Affliction the Loofer, of Loi>e. 

Profperity's the very bond of love, [iher 
Whofe freih complexion and whole heart toge- 
Amiclion alter* 

Self -Conceit. 

Ant. Howbleftare we; that are not Ample men ! 
Yet nature might have made me as thefe are ; 
Therefore I will not difdain. 

'Self- Reproach, and too fever e Reproof. 

Cle. Atthelaft, 
Do, as the heavens have done; forget your evils ; 
With them, forgive yourTelf. 

Leo. Whilft I remember 
Her and her virtues, I cannot forget 
My blemiihes in them ; and fo ftill think of 
The wrong I did myfelf; which was fo much, 
That heirlefs it hath made my kingdom ; and 
DellroyM thefweet'it companion, that e'er man 
Bred his hopes out or. 
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Pau. True, too true, my lord s 
If, one by one, you wedded all the world, 
Or, from the all that are, took (omething good, 
To make a perfect woman ; Ihe, you kill'd, 
Would be unparalleled. 

Leo.. I think To. Killed! 
She I kiird ! I did fo : but thou ftrik'd me 
Sorely, to fay I did; it is as bitter 
Upon thy tongue, as in my thought : now, good 
Say fo but feldom. [now, 

Cle. Not at all, good lady: 
You might have fpoke a thoufand things, that 
would 

Have done the time more benefit, and grac'd 
Your kindnefs better. 

Lo<ve more rich for what it gives. 
Leo. I might have look'd upon my queen's 
full eyes ; 
Have taken treafure from her lips— 

Pau. And left them 
More rich, for what they yielded. 

A capti vating Woman. 
This is a creature, 
Would (he begin a feci, might quench the zeal 
Of all profeiTbrs elfe ; make profelytes 
Of who (he but bid follow. 

Angitijh of Recolleclion for a loft Friend. 
Pfythee, no more; ceafe; thou know'ft, 
He dies to me again, when talked of: fure, 
When I mall fee this gentleman, thy fpeeches 
Will bring me to conlider that, which may 
Unfurnifti me of reafon. 

Effecls of Beauty. 

The blellcd gods 
Purge all infection from our air, whilfl you 
Do climate here ! 

A Statue. 

What was he, that did make it ? See, my lord, 
Would you not deem it breatifd ? and that thole 
veins 

Did verily bear bipod ? ' 
Mafterly clone : / 
The very life feems warm upon her Up. 
The Txture of her eye has motion in *t, 
As we were mock'd with art. 

Still, methinks, 

There is an air comes from her • What fine chifel 
Could ever yet cut breath r-r-Lot no man mock 
For I will kifs her. [me, 
Affliclion to a penitent Mind y pleqjing. 



Pan. I am forry, Sir, I have 



thus far ftirr'd 
[you ; 



But 1 could afHict you further, 

Leo. Do, Paulina; 
For this affliction has a talte as fweet 
As any cordial comfort. 

U'Uq-iv compared to a Turtle. 
' I, an old turtle, 
Will wing me to foine wither' d bough} and there 
My mate, that's never to be found again, 
Laitiuit'tifl I am loll.- 



§ 15. ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 

Shakspeare. 

Antony's Softnefs. 

His captain's heart, 
Which in the fcufliesof great fights hath burft 
The buckles in his breall, reneges all temper ; 
And is become the bellows, and the fan, 
To cool a giply's luft. 

Love } the Noblenefs of Life. 
Let Rome in Tyber melt '. and the wide arch 
Of the ranged empire fall ! here is my fpace ; 
Kingdoms are clay ; our dungy earth alike 
Feeds bealt as man : the noblenefs of life 
Is, to do thus ; when fuch a mutual pair, _ 
And fuch a twain can do't; in which, I bind 
On pain of punifhment, the world to weet,' 
We (land up peerlels. 

Lover's Praife. 
Fie, wrangling queen ! 
Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh, 
To weep; whofe every paflion fully llrives 
To make itfelf, in thee, fair and admii\d ! 

Great Minds refpeft "truth. 
Meft The nature of badnews infecls the teller. 
Ant. When it concerns the fool, or coward. — 

On: 

Things that are paft are done,with me — 'tis thus \ 
Who tells me true, though in his tale lie death, 
I hear him as he flatter'd. 
Speak to me home, mince not the general tongue; 
Name Cleopatra as file's calPd in Rome : 
Rail thou in Fulvia's phrafejand taunt my faults 
With fuch full licence, as both truth and malice 
Have po w'r to utter. O, then we bring forth weeds 
When our quick winds lie ltill, and our ills told 
Is as our earing. [us, 
Things loft valued. 

Forbear me. — 
There's a great fpirit gone ! Thus did I defire 
What our contempts do often hurl from us, [it \ 
We wilh it ours again; the prefent plcafure, 
By revolution lowering, does become 
The oppoiite of itfelf: ihe's good, being gone; 
The hand could pluckher back, that fhov'dher on. 
The Mutability of the People. 

Our flippery people 
(Whofe love is never )ink\l to the deferver, 
Till his deferts are paft) begin to throw 
Pompey the Great, and all his dignities, 
Upon his fon ; who, high in name and povvV, 
Higher than both in blood and life, Hands up 
For the main foldier. 

Cleopatra's conte??jptucus Raillery. 
Nay, pnry you, feek no colour for your going, 
3ut bid farewell, and go ; when you fucd Ray ing, 
Then was the time for words : no going then ;-^- 
Fcernity was in our lips, and eyes ; 
Blifsin cur brows' bent; none our parts fo poor, 
But was a race of heaven: thry are io ltill, 

Or 
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Or thou, the greateft foklier of the world, 
Art turn'd the greateft liar. 

Cleopatra s anxious Tender nefs. 
Ant. I'll leave you, lady. 
C/eo. Courteous lord, one word. 
Sir, you a ad I rauft part — but that's not it : 
Sir, you and I have lov'd — but there's not it ; — 
Tliat you know well : fomcthing it is I would — 
O, my oblivion is a very Antony, 
And I am all-forgotten. 

Cleopatra's IVtftes for Antony on parting. 
Your honour calls you hence ; 
Therefore be deaf to my unpityM folly, 
And all the gods go with you ! Upon your fword 
Sit laurerd victory ! and fmooth Kuccefe 
Be ilrew'd before your feet ! 

Antonyms Vices an J Virtues. 
Lep. I muii not think [nefs 



Cleopatra on the Ahfence of Antony. 
O Charmian, 
Where th'innVft thou he is»now?.ftand3 he? or fits 
Or does he walk ? or is he on his horfe ? [he ? 
O happy horfe, to bear the weight of Antony ! 
Do bravely horfe \ for wot'ft thou whom thou 

mov'ir. ? 

The demi- Atlas or* this earth, the arm 
And burgonet of man. He's l'peaking now, 
Or murmuring. " Where's my ferpent of old 
For fo he calls me ; now I feed myfelf [Nile ?'* 
With molt delicious poifon : think on me 
That am with Phoebus" 1 amorous pinches black; 
And wrinkled deep intime ! Broad-frontcdCaefar, 
When thou wait hero above the ground, I was 
A morfel for a monarch \ and great Pompey 
Would Hand, and make his eyes grow in mybrow; 
There would he anchor his afpect, and die 



There V e evils enough to darken all his good- , W,th !ookill S on his life - 



His faults, in him, leem as the fpots of heaven, 
More fiery by night's blacknefs ; hereditaiy, 



Mcffengers from Lovers, grateful. 
How much unlike art thou Mark Antony! 



Rather than purchase ; what he cannot change, ' Yet> comi £rom hj that • t me j icine h 7 ath 
Than what he choofes. , with his ti * ft gUded thee . * 



Caf. You are too indulgent. Let us grant, it 
is not 

Amifs to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy ; 
To give a kingdom for a mirth ; to lit 
And keep' the turn of tipling with a Have ; 



Antonyms Love and Difpofition. 

Ale. Good friend, quoth he, 
Say, " the firm Roman to great Egypt fends 
This treafure of an oyfter; at whole foot, 



To reel the itreets at noon, and Hand the buffet To mend the petty prefent, I will piece 
With knaves that micll of fweat : fay, this be-; ! Her opulent throne with kingdoms: all the eaft, 



Say thou, mail call her mUtTers." So he nodded, 
And foberly did mount an" arm-gaunt Heed, 
annot blemiih) yet muftj Who heigh'd fo high, that what I would have 
Was beaftly dumb'd by him. [fpoke 
Cle. What, was he fad, or merry 
Ah. Like to the time o' th* year, between the 
extremes 

Of hot and cold ; he was nor fad or merry. 

Cle. O well-divided difpofition! — Note him, 
Note him, good Charmian, 'tis the man \ but note 
him, 



comes him, 
(As his compolure mull be rare indeed, 
Whom thele thing; 
Antony 

Noway excule his foils, when we do bear 
So great weight in his lightnefs. If he fill'd 
His vacancy with his voluptuoufnefs, 
Full furfeits, and the drynefs of his bones, 
Call on him for "t : but to confound fuch time, 
That drums him from his fport, and fpeaks a 
As his own flare, and ours— 'tis to be chid [loud 



As we rateboys, who, bemgmaturein knowledge, ] He was not fad ; for he would mine on thofe 
Pawn theirexperier.ee to their prefent pleafure,! Tint make their looks by his; he was not merry; 



And fo rebel to judgment. 
Antony, 

Leave thy lafcivious warTels. When thou once 
Wert beaten from Mutina, where thou llew'it 
Hirtius and Panfa, confuls at thy heel 
Did famine follow; whom thou fault 'ft againft, 
Though daintily brought up, with patience more 
'Than lavages could furfer: Thoudidfl drink 
Tfie llale of horfes, and the gilded puddle 
Which hearts would cough at. Thy palate then 
did dei^n 

The rougheJt berry on the rude't hedge ; 
Yea, like" the ftag; when fnovv the pafture meets, 
The barks of trees thou browfedft; on the Alps, 
It is reported, thou didft eat ftrange flefh, 
Which fome did die to look on: and all thi* 
(It wounds thine honour that I fpeakit now) 
Was borne fo like a ibldier, that thy cheek 
So much as lank'd not. , 



Which feem'd to tell them, his remembrance lay 
- 1 In Egypt with his joy 1 but between both s 
O heavenly mingle ! — Re'll thou fad or merry. 
The violence of either thee becomes; 
So does it no man elfe. 

The Vanity of human Wifhes. 
Pom. If the great gods be jult, they (hall alTift 
The deeds of julreft men. 

Men. Know, worthy Pompey, 
That what they do delay, they not deny. 

Pom. Whiles we are fuitors to their throne, 
The thing we fue for. [decays 

Men. We, ignorant of ourfelves, 
Beg often our own harms, which the wife pow'rs 
Deny us for our good ^ fo find wc profit, 
By lofing of our prayers. 

Pompey s Wifh for Antonyms Captivity in Pleafure. 
Pom. I know they arc in Home together, 
Looking for Antony : but all the charm* of lovr, 

bait 
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Cleopatra's infinite Fower in pleafmg. 
Age cannot wither her, nor cuitom Hale 
Her infinite variety : other women cloy 
The appetites they feed; but me makes hungry, 
Where moft ihe fatisfies. For vileft things 
Become themfelves in her, that the holy prielts 
Bleis her when lhe is riggilh. 

The unfettled humour of Lovers. 
Enter Cleopatra, Lkarman, Iras, and Alexas. 

Cleo. Give me lome muiic j mulic, moody food 
Of us that trade in love. 
Omnes. The mufic, ho ! 

Enter Mardian the Eunuch, 
Cleo. Let it alone: let's to billiards: come, 
Charmian. 

Char. My arm is fore, beft play with Mardian. 
Cleo. As well a woman with an eunuch play'd, 
As with a woman; come — you'll play with me, fir. 
Mar. As well as I can, madam, [too (tiort; 
Cleo. And when goodwill \s mew'djtho'itcome 
The a&or may plead pardon. I'll none now • 
Give me mine an ele— we'll to the river: there, 

From mine own knowledge. As nearly as I may, j My mufic playing far oft, I will betray [pi ercc 

'Tawny-finn d fifties; my bended hook mail 



Salt Cleopatra, foften thy wan lip! 
Let witchcraft join with beauty, lust with both ! 
Tie up the libertine in a field of feasts, 
Keep his brain fuming : Epicurean cooks 
Sharpen with cloylefs fauce his appetite > ' 
That deep and feeding may prorogue his ho- 
Even till a Letne'd dulnefs. [nour, 

Antony's Soldierfijlp. 

p ontt Menas, I did not think, 

This amorous furfeiter would have don'd his 
For fuch a petty war : his ioldierlhip [helm, 
Is twice the other twain : but let us rear 
The higher our opinion, that our stirring 
Can from the lap of Egypt's, widow pluck 
The ne'er lust-wearied Antony. 

Antony's ingenious Acknowledgment* 

Ant. The article of my oath — 

Cufi To lend me arms and aid, when I re- 
quired them ; 
The which you both denied. 

Ant. Negle&cd, ratTier ; ["P 
And then, when poifon'd hours had bound me 



111 play the penitent to you : but mine honesty i 
Shall not make poor my great nefs, nor my pow r 
Work without it. Truth is, that Fulvia, 
To have me out of Egypt, made wars here; 
For which myfelf, the ignorant motive, do 
So far afk pardon, as befits mine honour 
To stoop in fuch a cafe. 

Lep. 'Tis nobly fpoken. 
Vefcripthn of Cleopatra's fading do'xn the Cydnu. 

The ba'-ge me lat in, like a burniuYd throne, 
BunTd on the water: the poop was beaten gold 
Purple the fails, and fo perfumed, that 
The winds were love-fick with them : th' oars 
werefilver: [made 
Which to the tune of flutes kept -stroke, and 
The water which they beat, to follow' faster, 
As amorous of their strokes. For her own per- 
It beggar' d all defcrirnion s lhe did lie [Ion 
In her pavilion (cloth of gold, or tillue), 
O'er-picturing that Venus, where we fee 
The fancy out-work nature. On each fide her 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like fmiling Cupids, 



Their llimy jaws ; and, as I draw them up, , 
I'll think them every one an Antony, 
And lay, Ah ha ! you are caught. 

Char. 'Twas merry, when 
You wager'd on your angling; when your diver 
Did hang a falt-fifti on his hook, which he 
With fervency drew up. 

Cleo. That time ! — O times ! 
I laugh'd him out of patience ; and that night 
I laugh'd him into patience : and next mom. 
Ere the ninth hour, I drunk him to his bed ; 
Then put my tires and mantles on him, whilfl 
I wore his fword Philippan. 

Ambition, jealous of a too fuccefsful Frie?:d. 
O Silius ! Silius ! 
t have done enough : a lower place, note well, 
May make too great an a6t • for learn this, Silius, 
Better to leave undone, than by our deed [away. 
Acquire too high a fame, when him we ferve's 
Ottawa's Entrance, what it JJmdd have been. 
Why have you ltol'n upon us thus ? You come 



With divcrs-colour'd fans,\vhofe wind did feem I Like Char's fitter : the wife of Antony [not 



To glow the delicate cheeks which they did coo) 
And what they undid, did. 

Agr. O rare for Antony ! 

Eno. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereids, 
So many mermaids, tended her *f th* eyes, 
And made their bends adorning*. At the helm, 
A fecming mermaid steers ; the lilken tackle 
Swell with the touches ofthofe flow'r-foft hands 
ThLityarely frame the office. From the barge 
A strange inviiible perfume hits the fenfe 
Of the adjacent wharfs." The city cast 
Her people out upon her ; and Antony, 
Enthron'd i' th' market-place, did fit alone,, 
Whistling toth' air; which, but for vacancy, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And made a gap in nature. 



Should have an army for an ufiier, and 
The neighs of horfe to- tell of her approach, 
Long ere (lie did appear: the trees by th' way 
Should have borne men; 2nd expectation fainted, 
Longing for what it had not : nay, the dull 
Should have afcended to the roof of heaven 
Raised by your populous troops. But you are come 
A market-maid to Rome ; and have prevented 
The oftentation of ourlove, which, leftunihewn, 
Is often left unlov'd ; we mould have met you 
By lea, and land; fupplying ev'ry ftage 
With an augmented greeting. 

Women. 
Women are not 
In their beft fortunes ftrong; but want will per- 
The ne'er- touch'd veital. ("hire 

Fortune 
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Fortune forms our Judgment. 

I fee, men's judgments are 
A parcel of their fortunes ; and things outward 
Do draw tlft inward quality alter them, 
To iurter all alike. 

Loyalty. 

Mine honefty and I begin to fquare. 
The loyalty, well held to fools docs make 
Our faith mere folly : yet, he that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord, 
Does conquer him that did his mailer conquer, 
And earns a place i' the itory. 

Wifdom fuperior to Fortune. 
Wifdom and fortune, combating together, 
If that the former dare but what it can, 
No chance may make it. 

Vicious Perfons infatuated by Heaven, 
When we in our vicioufnefs grow hard, 
(O milery on 't !) the wife gods feal our eyes 
In our own ril th, drop our clear j udgments, make 
Adore our errors ; laugh at us, while we Unit [us 
To our confufion. 

Fury expels Fear. 
Now he Ml outftare the lightnin To be furious 
Is to be frighted out of fear: and, in that mood, 
'fhe dove will peck the eftridge; and I lee ftill 
A diminution in our captain's brain 
Keltores his heart r when valour preys on reafon, 
It eats the fword it fights with. 

A MaJIer taking Leave of bis Servants. 
Tend me to-night > 
May be, it is the period of your duty i 
Haply, you (hall not fee me more ; or if, — 
A mangled ihadow. Perchance to-morrow 
You '11 ferve another matter. I look on you, 
As one that takes his leave. Minehoneft friends, 
I turn you not away; but, like a mailer, 
Married to your good fervice, flay till death: 
Tend me to-night two hours, I afk no more, 
And the gods yield you for 't. 

Early rifing tbe Way to Eminence. 
This morning, like the ipi. it of a youth 
That means to.be of note, begins betimes. 
Antony to Clenpatra 9 at his Return with Viclory. 

O, thou day o 1 thT world, 
Chain mine arnVd neck ; leap thou, attire and all, 
Thro 1 proof of harnefs to my heart, and there 
Ride on the pants triumphing. 

. Loathed Life. 
O fovereign millrefs of true melancholy, 
The poifonousdampof night dii'punge upon me; 
That life, a very rebel U) my will, 
May hang no longer on me. 

Antonyms Defpondeny. 
Oh fun, thy uprife mall I fee no more : 
Fortune and Antony part here \ even here 
Dowelkakehands. All come tothis? Thehearts 
That fpaniel'd'me at heels, to whom I gave 
Their wifhes, do difcandy„melt their fweets 
On blolfoming Caefar ; and this pine is baikM. 
That over-topp'd them all. 
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Departing Greatnefs. 
The foul and' body rive not more in parting, 
Than greatnefs going off. 

Antony on his fided Glory. 
Ant. Sometime;, we lee a cloud that 's dragon - 
A vapour fometime, like a bear, or lion, [iflij 
A towered citadel, a pendant rock, 
A forked mountain, or blue promontory, 
With trees upon 't, that nod unto the world, 
And mock our eyes with air: — Thou hail iecn. 

thefe /igns ; 
They are black vefper's pageants. 
Eros. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. That, which is now a horfe, even with a 
thought 

The rack diflimns, and makes it indiftincl:, 
As water is in water. 
Eros. It does, my lord. 
Ant. My good knave, Eros, now thy captain is 
Even fuch a body : here I am Antony, 
Yet cannot hold this vifible fhape, my knave. 
I made thefe wars for Egypt ; and the Queen, 
Whofe heart I thought I had, for me had mine : 
Which, whilil it was mine, had annexed wnto 't 
A million more, now loft; fhe, Eros, has 
Pack'd cards with Ca:iar,and falfe play'dmy glory 
Unto an enemy's triumph. 
Nay, weep not, gentle Eros ; there is left us 
O uriel ves to end ourfelves. 

Defcription of Cleopatra's (fuppofed) Death. 

Death of one perfon can be paid but once ; 
And that fhe has difcharg'd. What thou wouldft: 
Is done unto thy hand ; the laft (he fpake [do, 
Was Antony ! moil noble Antony ! 
Then in the midil a tearing groan did break 
The name of Antony ; it was divided 
Between her heart and lips : ihe rendered life, 
Thy name fo buried in her. 

'Cleopatra on tbe Death of Antony. 
It were for me 
To throw my fceptre at th' injurious gods ; 
To tell them, that this world did equal theirs, 
Till they had (lorn our jewel. All 's but nought} 
Patience is fottiih ; and impatience does 
become a dog that *s mad . then is it fin, 
To rum into the fecret houfe of death, 
Ere death dare come tons ? Ho do you, women? 
What, what ? good cheer ! Why, how now, 
Charmian ? 

My noble girls !— Ah women, women! Look, 
Our lamp is fpent, it 's out: — Good firs, take 
heart": • [noble, 

We '11 bury him": and then, whafs brave,what 's 
Let 's do it after the high Roman fafhion, 
And make death proudiro take us. Come away : 
This cafe of that huge fpirit now is cold. 

Death. 

My defolation does begin to make 
A better life i 'tis paltry to be Ca;far ; 
Not being fortune, he 's but fortune's knave, 
A minifter of her will ; and it is great 
To do that tiling that ends all other deeds ; 
I Which 
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Which {hackles accidents, and bolts up change} 
Which flceps, and never palates more the dung, 

The beggar's nurfe, and Casfar's. 

Cleopatra's Dream, and Defcription of Antony. 

CL'o. I dream'd, there was an emperor Antony ; 
O, fuch another ileep, that I might fee 
But inch another man ! 

Dol. If it might pleafe you — [in ft nek 

Cleo. His face was as the heavens; and there- 
A fun and moon; which kept their courfe, and 
The little O, the earth. {lighted 

Dol. Melt fovereign creature— 

■Geo. His legs beftrid the ocean : his reared arm 
CreHed the world > his voice was propertied 
As aJl the tuned fpheres, and that to friends ; 
But when he meant to quail and (hake the orb, 
He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty 
There was no winter in "t; au autumn 'Kvas 
That grew the more by reaping: his delights 



Cleo. Peace, peace ! 
Dolt thou not lee my babyat my brealt, 
That fucks the nurfe afleep ? 

Char. O, break ! O, break ! [gentle— 

Cleo. As fweet as balm, as foft as air, as 
O Antony ! Nay, I will take thee too: — 

[Applying another A jp. 
Who* mould I ftay ■ [Qtit. 

Char. In this wide worLd ? fo, fare thee well. 
Now, boaft thee, death ! in thy polfeflioii lie s 
A his unparallercL 



§ 16. 



CORIOLANUS. 

Mob. 



Shakespeare. 



T17hat would you have, you curs ! 

That like nor peace nor war? The one 



affrights you, 
I The other makes yoa proud. He that trultstoyoM, 
j Where he fliould rind you lions, finds you hares, 
\Vcre~dolphm-Hke; they mewM his back~above , Where foxes, geefe : you are no (urer, no, 
The element they JivM in ; in his livery Than is the coal of fire upon the ice, 

WalkM crowns and crowncts; realms and iflands Or hail-irohe in the fun. Your virtue is, 
As plates dropt from his pocket. f were To make him worthy,whofe offence fubdueshih, 



Firm Kefoluiton 
What poor an im'rrumcnt 
May do a noble deed ! he brings me liberty. 
My relolution 's placed, and I have nothing 
Of woman in me: now from head to foot 



And curie that julticc did it. Who de!'crvc« 

greatnefs, 

Defcrves yourkate : and your affections are 
A fick man's appetite, who defires moll that 
I Which would iucreafe his evil. He that depends 
I am marble conftant : now the fleeting moon ! V V™ v <> ur favours, fwims with fins of lead, 
No planet is of mine. • Al *d ' ljvva with rufhes. Hang >e !— » 

Ceopatras Speech on applykg the Afc I Wi^eKSliteyoudochangea mind; 
Give me my robe, put on my crown ; I have And ca „ £ noble that was n * w our liat 
Jhnmortal longings m me. Now no more ^ Vl|e th , t was ur f hni. ' 

T ne juice of JE^ypt s grape lhall moilt this Upi 
Yare, yare, good Iras ; quick — methinks, I hear 
Antony irall ; I fee him ronfe hrmlelf 
To prnile my noble act : I hear him mock 
The luck of Caefar, which the gods give men 
T' excuie their after wrath. Hu found, I come . , , 

Now to that name, my courage, prove my title ! l J ' € \ r rotten privilege and cittom gainft 

• clcmcnrs ' ; Mv hate to M:ircms - Where I laid him, were it 



Aufdius^s Hatred to Coriolauiis. 

Not deep, nor fancluary. 

Being naked, fick; nor fine, nor capitol, 
The prayers of pricfts, nor times of (acrifke, 
. Embarquements all of fury, (hall lift up 



I am fire, and air; my other clem 
I give to'Kder life. So, — have you done ? 
Come tlirn, and take the laft warmth of my lips z 
Fairwell, kind Charmian ; Iras, long farewell. 

[ Kijfcs them. Iras falls and dies. 
Hive T the afpic in my ljps > Poft fall ? 
If rhou and nature can fb gently part, 
The ftroke of death is as a lover's pinch, 
Which harts, and is deiired. Doft thou He frill ? 
If thus fflPu yanifhefr, thou telPlt the world 
It is not worth leave -taking. 

Char. Diffolve, thick cloud, and rain ; that I 
The godsjhemfelves do weep. "[may (ay, 

Cleo. This proves me bale :— • 
If fhe firft meet the curled Antony, 
He ^11 make demand of her; and fpend that kifs 
Which ismy heaven to have. Come,thou mortal 
wretch, [ 'To the Ajp.avhich Jhe applies to her breafl. 
Wrth thy fharp teeth this knot intrinficate 
Of life at once untie: poor venomous fool, 
Be angry and difpatch. O, couldfr thou fpeak, 
That I might hear thee call great CiUar a?"s, 
UnpolicyM ! 

Char, o, ealtern flar. 



At home, upon my brother's guard, ev'n there, 
Againifc the hofpitable canuon, would I 
Wa(h my tierce hand in his heart. 
An imaginary Defcription of Conolanus warring. 
Methinks, I hem* hither your humand's drum ; 
Sec him pluck Aufidius down by the hair; 
As children" from a bear, the Volici fliunning 
him : 

Methinks I fee him ftamp thus. — and call thus,-* 
" Come on, ye cowards ! ye were got in fear, 
Though ye 'were born in Rome/* his bloody brow 
With ins maird hand then wiping, forth lie goes 
Like to a harveft man, that V talked to mow 
Or all, or lofe his hire. 

Virge. His bloody brow! Oh,Jupiter,no blood! 

VoL Away, you fool ! it more becomes a man, 
Than gilt Ins trophy : The breads of Hecuba, 
When (he did fuckle Hector, lookM not tovelitT 
Than Hettors forehead, when it fpit forth blood 
At Grecian fwords contending. 

Doing our Duly merits not Pr.ufe. 
Pray, now no more : my mother, 
Who has a charter to extol her blood, 

When 
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When (he does praife me,grieves me. I have done, 
As you liave done ; that 's what I can; induced 
As you have been : that 's for my Country: 
He that has but effected his good will 
Hath overta'en mine act. 

Popularity. [fights 
All tongues fpeak of him, and the bleared 
Arefpectacledtofeehim. Your prattling nurfe 
Into a rapture lets her baby cry, 
While lhe chats him : the kitchin malkin pins 
Her richeft lockram 'bout her reechy neck, 
Clalnb'ring the walls to eye him: italls, bulks, 
windows, 

Are fmother'd up, leads fill'd, and ridges hors'd 
With variable complexions ; all agreeing 
In earneftnels to fee him : feld-lhown tiamens 
Do prefs among the popular throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar ftation: our veil'd dames 
Commit the war of white and damalk, in 
Their nicely-gawded cheeks, to th* wanton fpoil 
Of Phoebus' burning kifles : fuch a pother, 
As if that whatfoever god, who leads him, 
Were flily crept into his human powers, 
Aoid gave him graceful pofture. 

Cominius* Speech in the Senate. 
I mail lack voice: the deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not be utrer'd feebly. It is held 
That valour is the chiefeft virtue, and 
Mod dignifies the haver: if it be, 
The man I lpeak of cannot in the world 
Be lingly counterpois'd. At fixteen years, 
When 1 arquin made a head for Rome,he fought 
Beyond the mark of others ; our then dictator, 
Whom with all praife I point at, faw him fight, 
When with his Amazonian chin he drove 
The briftled lips before him: he beftrid 
An o'er-preft Roman, and i' the conful's view 
Slew three oppofers : Tarquin's felf he met, 
And ftruck him on his knee : in that day's feats, 
When he might act the woman in the fcene, 
He proved belt man i' the field, and for his meed 
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil-age 
Man-enter'd thus, he waxed like a fea ; 
And in the brunt of feventcen battles iince, 
He lurch 1 dall fwords 'othe garland. For this laft, 
Before, and in Corioli, let me fay, 
I cannot fpeak him home : he itopp'd the flyers ; 
And, by his rare example, made the coward 
Turn terror into fport : As weeds before 
A veflel under fail, fo men obey'd, [ftamp) 
And fell below his Hem: his iword (death's 
Where it did mark, it took ; from face to foot 
He was a thing of blood, whofe every motion 
Was tim'd with dying cries i alone he enrer'd 
The mortal gate o' the city, which he painted 
With fhunlefs deftiny ; aidlefs came oif, 
And with a fudden reinforcement ftruck 
Corioli, like a planet. Now all 's his : 
When by and by the din of war 'gan pierce ^ 
His ready fenfe ; then ttraight his doubled fpirit 
Requicken'd what in llcfli was fatigate, 
And to the battle came he-,, win re he did 
Run reeking o'er the lives of men, as if 
'Twere a perpetual fpoil: and till we cali'd 



Both field and city ours, he never flood 
To eafe his breaft with panting. 

He Mi/chief of Anarchy. 

My foul aches, 
To know, when two authorities are up, 
Neither fuprem*, how foon confulion 
May enter 'twixt the gap of both, and take 
The one by the other, 

Charafler of Coriolanus. 
His nature is too noble for this world : 
He would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 
Or Jove for his power to thunder. His heart 's 
his mouth; 

What his breaft forges,that his tongue muft vent j 
And, being angry, does forget that ever 
He heard the name of death. 

Honour and Policy. 

I 've heard you fay, 
Honour and policv> like unfever'd friends, [me 
1' the war do grow together : grant that, and tell 
In peace, what each of them by th* other lofs, 
That they combine not there ! 

*{he Method to gain popular Favour. 
Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand; 
And thus far having ftretch'd it, ('here be with 
them) 

Thy knee bufling the ftones (for in fuch buflnefs 
Action is eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant 
More learned than the ears), waving thy head, 
Which often, thus, correcting thy ftout heart, 
Now humble, as the ripeft mulberry, 
That will not hold the handling : or, fay to them, 
Thou art their foldier,and, being bred in broils, 
Haft not the foft way, which, thou doft confefs, 
Were fit for thee to ufe, as they to claim, 
In afking their good loves ; but thou wilt frame 
Thyfeif, forfooth, hereafter theirs, fo far 
As thou haft power and perlbn. 

Coriolanus his Abhorrence of Flattery, 
Well, I muft do 't : 
Away, my difpofition, and pofTefs me 
Some harlot's fpirit! my throat of war be rurn'd, 
Which quired with my drum, into a pipe, 
Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice 
That babies lulls afleep ! the fmiles of knaves 
Tent in my cheeks; andfchool-boy's tears take 
The glades of my fight ! a beggar's tongue [up 
Make motion thro* my lips ; and my arrVd knees, 
Who bow'd but in my ltirrup, bend like his 
That hath receiv'd an alms ! — I will not do 't— 
Left 1 furceale to honour my own truth, 
And, by my body's action teach my mind 
A moft inherent bafenefs. 

His Mother s Refoiution on his ftubborn Pride. 

At thy choice then: 
'to beg of thee, it is my more difhonour 
Than thou of them. Come all to ruin; let 
Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 
Thy dang'rous lloutnefs ; for I mock at death 
With as big heart as thou. Do as thou lift. 
Thy valiantnefs was mine, thouiuck'dft it from 
But own thy pride thyfeif. [me ; 

His 
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His Detcfation of the Vulgar. 
You common cry of curs ! whofe breath I hate, 
As reek o' th 1 rotten fens \ whofe loves I prize, 
As the dead car£afes of unburied men, 
That do corrupt my air : I banilh you ; t 
And here remain with your uncertainty ! 
Let every feeble rumour make your hearts ! 
"Y"6ur enemies, with nodding of their plumes, 
/Fan you into defpair ! have the power Hill 
To banilh your defenders : till at length 
Your ignorance (which finds not, till it feels 
Making not reservation of yourfdvcs 
Still your own foes), deliver you, as moft 
Abated captives, to fome nation 
That won you without blows ! 

Precepts againfl 111 -fortune. 

You were us'd 

To firy, extremities were the triers of fpirits ; 
That common chances common men could bear j 
That, when the fea was calm, all boats alike 
Shew'dmafterihip in floating. Fortune's blows, 
When moft Itruck home, being gentle wounded, 
crave 

A noble cunning. You were us'd to load me 
With precepts, that would mike invincible 
The heart that conn'd them. 

On common PricnJJlnps. 
Oh,worM ; tby llippery turns ! Friends now fad 
fworn, 

Whofe double bofoms feem to wear 4 one heart, 
W hofehours, whofe bed, whofe meal,andexercile, 
Are Mill together, who twin, 'twere, in love, • 
Unfeparablc, lhall within this hour, 
On a difienlion of a doit, break out 
To bittercft enmity. So felleft foes, 
Whofe paflionsand whofe plots have broke their 
fleep 

To take the one the other, by fome chance, - 
Some trick, not worth an egg ? lhall grow dear 

• friends, 
And intcrjoin their ifTues. 

Martial Friend/hip. 

Let me twine 

Mine arms about that body, where againft 
My grained am an hundred times hath broke, 

. And fcarr'd the moon with fpl inters ! here I clip 
The anvil of my fword; and do conteit 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love, 
As ever, in ambitions ftrength, I did 

. Contend againft thy valour. Know thou, firft, 
I lov'd the maid I married j never man 
Sigb/d truer breath ; but that I fee thee here, 
Thou noble thing ! more dances my rapt heart, 
Than when I firft my wedded miftrefs law 
Bet! ride my thremold.Why,thouMars! I tell thee 
We haye a power on foot ; and I had purpofe 
Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn, 
Or lo(c my arm for 't : thou haft beat mc out 
Twelve feveral times, and I have nightly lince 
Dreamt of encounters 'tvvixt thyfelf and me j • 
We have been down together in my fltep, 
Uubuckline helms, filling each other's threat, 
And wak a half-dead with nothing. 
4- A ■ 



EXTRACTS, Book III. 

The Sea/on of Solicitation. 
He was not taken well ; he had no:: din'd: 
| The veins unfillM, our blood is cold, :nd then 
We pout upon the morning, are un<pt 
To give or to forgive ; but when we have fluff 'd 
Thele pipes and thefe conveyances of blood, ( 
With wine and feeding, we have fuppler fouls 
Than in our prieft-like fafts : therefore I '11 watch 
Till he be dieted to my reqneft. [him 
Obflinate Refolution. 
My wife qomes foremoft 3 then the honourM 
mould 

Wherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand 
Thcgrand-child to her blood — But,out,aftettion! 
All bond and privilege of nature, break ! 
Let it be virtuous to be obftinau-. — 
What is that curt 1 lie worth ? or thole dove's eyes, 
Which can makegods forfworn? I mclt,and nm not 
Of ftronger earth than others \ — my mother bows, 
As if Olympus to a moie-hiil mould 
In fupphcation nod : and my young boy 
Hath an afpett of interceflion, which 
Great nature cries, Deny not. — Let the Volfces 
Plough Rome, and harrow Italy 5 I *11 never' 
I 'Be luch a golling to obey inftinct ; but ltand, 
As if a man were author of himfelf, 
And knew no other kin. 

Reientwg Tenderncfs. 
■ ■ Like a dull ait or now, 
j I have forgot my part, and I am out, 
Even to full dilgrace. Belt of my f.elh, 
Forgive my tyranny $ but do not fay, 
1 For that, forgive our Romans. — 0,a kifs, 
I Long as rny exile, fwcet as my revenge I 
-Now, by the jealous queen of heaven, that kifs 
I carried from thee, dear ; and my true lip 
Hath virgin'd it e'er fince.— You gods ! I prate, 
' And the moft noble mother of the world 
Leave unlaluted : fink, my knee i' th' earth; 
Of thy de^-p duty more impreiTion (hew 
Than that of common Ions. 

CbcfJity. 

1 The noole lifter of Publicola, 

The moon of Rome j chalte as the icicle, 
That *s curdlM by the fro ft from purcll mow, 
And hangs on DiaiVs temple. 

Coriolanus s Prayer for his Son, 

The god of foldiers, 

With the con fen t of the fupreme Jove, inform 
Thy thoughts with noblenefs, that thou may'il 
prove 

To fhame invulnerable, and ftick i' the wars 
Like a great fea-mark, ftanding every flaws 
And laving thofe that eye thee ! 

Curiolanui 's Mothers pathetic Speech to him. 

Think with thyfelf, 

How more unfortunate than all'living womsn 
Arcwecomehither:fmcethatlhyfight,whichfliould 
Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with 
comforts, [forrow; 
Con drains them weep, and (hake with fear and 
Making the mother, wife, and child, to fee 
The Ion, the hulband, and the father, teirin* 
His country's bowels out. And to poor we 

Thifli 
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Thine enmity 's moft capital : thou barr'ft us 
Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy. - - - 

We must find 

An evident calamity, though vr e had 
Our wilh which fide mould win : tor cither thou 
Mull, as a foreign recreant, be led 
With manacles along our ltreetsj or elfe 
Triumphantly tread on thy country's ruin ; 
And bear the palm, for having bravely ihed 
Thy wife and children's blood. For myfelf, ion, 
I pnrpofe not to wait on fortune, till 
Thefe wars determine : if" I cannot perfuadc thee, 
•Rather to lhew a noble grace to both parts, 
Than feek the end of one, thou lhalt no iboner 
March to ailault thy country, than to tread 
(Trust to 't,thou lhalt not)on thy mother'swomb, 
That brought thee to this world. 

Peace after a Siege, 
Ne *er th ro u gh an a rc h fo h u r ri ed thebl o wn ti d e, 
As the recomforted thro 1 th' gates. Why, hark 
.you; 

The trumpets, fackbuts, pfalteries, and fifes, 
Tabors and cymbals, and the ihouting Romans, 
Make the fun dance. 



§ \j. CYMBELINE. Shakespeare. 

Parting Lovers. 

J mo. t^hou fhouldft have made him 

* As little as a crow, oriels, ere left 
To after-eye him. 

Pif. Madam, fo I did. 

lmo. I would have broken mine eye-strings ; 
crack'd 'em, but 
To look upon him; till the diminution 
Of fpace had pointed him as (harp as my needle : 
Nay, follow'd him, till he had melted from 
The fmallnefs of a gnat, to air ; and then [nio, 
Have turn'd mine eye and wept. But, good Pifa- 
When (hall we hear from him ? 

Pif, Be aflur'd, madam, 
With his next vantage. 

lmo. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Most pretty things to fay : ere I could tell him, 
How I would think of him, at certain hours, 
Such thoughts, and fueh -, or I could make him 
The flies of Italy ihouid not betray [fwear, 
Mine interest, and his honour; or have charged 
him, 

At the iixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight, 
To encounter me with oriibns, for then 
I am in heaven for him ; or ere I could 
(rive him that parting kifs, which I had fet 
Betwixt two charming word*,comes in my father, 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north, 
Shakes all our buds from growing. 

The Bafenefs of Falfehoodto a Wife. 
Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more 
Than to be fure they do : for certainties 
Either are past remedies ; or, timely knowing, 
The remedy then born, difcover to me 
What both you fpur and stop. 



lack. Had I this cheek 
To bathe my lips upon : this hand,whofe touch, 
Whole every touch would force the feeler's foul 
To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes prilbncr the wild motion of mine eye, 
Fixing it only here: fjiould I (damn'd thtn) 
Slaver with lips as common as the stairs 
That mount the capitol, join gripes with hands 
Made hard with hourly fajfehood (as 
With labour), then lie peeping in an eye, 
Bale and unlustrous as the fmoky light 
That 's fed with stinking tallow: it were fit, 
That all the plagues of hell mould at one time 
Encounter fuch revolt. 

Imogen s Bed-chamber ; in one Part of it a large 
Trunk. 

Imogen is difcovered reading. 

Imo. ■ Mine eyes are weak: 

Fold down the leaf where I have left : to bed : 
Take not away the taper, leave it burning; 
And if thou canst awake by four o' th' clock, 
I pr'ythee, call me — Sleep hath feiz'd me wholly. 

[Exit Lady. 
To your protection I commend me, gods ! 
From fairies, and the tempters of the night, 
Guard me bel«ech ye ! [Sleeps* 
[lachimo rifes from the "Trunk. 

lach. The crickets ling, and man's o'er- 
labour'd fenfe 
Repairs ltfelf by reft t our Tarquin thus 
Did foftly prels the rulhes, ere he waken'd 
The chaltity he wounded. — Cytherea, 
How bravely thou becom'ft thy bed ! frefh lily ! 
And whiter than the (beets ! That I might touch I 
But kifs ; one kifs ! — Rubies un parage n'd', 
How dearly they do 't ! — 'Tis her breathing that 
Perfumes the chamber thus : the n ame o' the taper 
Bows towards her; and would under-peep her 
To fee th' inclofed lights, now canopied [lids, 
Under thefe windows : white and azure, lac.'d ; 
With blueof heaven's own tinct — butmydeiign? 
To note the chamber : — I will write all down : — 
Such,and.luch,piclures; there the window: fuch 
Th' adornment of her bed ; — the arras, figures, 
Why, fuch, and fuch : — and the contents o' the 
'ftory. 

Ah, but fome natural notes about her body, 
Above ten thoufand meaner moveables, 
Would teftify t' enrich mine inventory : 
O fleep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her ! 
And be her fenfe but as a monument, 
Thus in a chapel lying ! Come off, come off; 

[Taling off her Bracelet. 
As fiippery, as the Gordian knot was hard I 
'Tis mine; and this will witnefs outwardly, 
As ftrongly as the confeience does within, 
To theniaiding of her lord. On her left bread 
A mole cinque-fpetted, like the crimfon drops 
T bottom of a cowflip : Here 's a voucher, 
Stronger than ever law could make : this fecret 
Will force him think I have pick'd the lock and 
ta'en [end ? 

The treafure of herhonour. No more. — To what 
Why mould I write this down, that 's riveted, 
Screw'd to mymeraory ? She hath beenreading late 
Q q The 
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The tale of Tereus; here the leaf 'sturn-ddown,»How may we fteal from hence; and, for the gap 



Where Philomel gave up j — I have enough : 
To the trunk, again, and (hut the l'pring of it. 
Swift, fwi ft ,you dragons of the night ! that dawn 
May bare the raven's eye: I lodge in fear j [ing 
Tin/ this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 

[He goes into the "trunk j the Scene clofes, 

Gold. 

. m ' 'Tis gold [makes 

WF n buys admittance : oft it doth; yea, and 
Diana's rangers falfe themfelves, and yield up 
Theirdeer to the ftand o'erthe dealer: andits gold 



Thatwe ihallmake in time,from ourhence^going, 
Andourretum,t e excuie:butnrll,how get hence? 
Why Ihould excufe be born, or e'er begot ? 
We'll talk of that hereafter. Pr'ythee, (peak, 
How many icore of miles may we well ride 
*Twixt hour and hour ? 

Pij. One fcore *twixt Am and fun, ■ 
Madam, 's enough for you-, and too much too. 

Imo. Why,one that rode to his execution, man, 
Could never go fo How ; I have heard of riding 
wage rs, 

Where horfes have been nimbler than the fands 



Which makes the true man kiird,and laves the That run i'the clock's behalf. But this is foolery. 



thief; 



I Go, bid my woman feign a ficknefs ; lay, [fently 



Nay fometimes hangs both thief and true man :|she '11 home t 1 ber father: and provide me pie- 
Can it not do, and undo > [what j± riding fuit ; no cofliier than would lit 



A Satire on Wmeti. 
Is there no way for men to be, but women 
Mult be half- workers ? We are all baftards ; 
And that mod venerable man, which I 
Did call my father, was I know not where 
When I was ilamp'd ; fome coiner with his tools 
Made me a counterfeit : yet my mother feem'd 
The Dian o' that time: io doth my wife 
The nonpareil of this. — 0,vengeance! vengeance! 
Me of my lawful pleafure lhe reftrain'd, 
And pray'd me, oft, forbearance ; did it with 
A pudency ib rofy, the fweet view on 't 
Might well have warned old Saturn that I 

thought her 
As challe as unfunn'd fnow, , 

- - , - Could I find out 
The woman's part in me ! — forthere^snomotion 
That tends to vice in man, but I affirm 
It is the woman's part: be it lying, note it, 
The woman's ; flattering, hers; deceiving, hers ; 
Luit,andrankthoughts,hers,hers; revenges,hers; 
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides,difdain, 
Nice-longings, (landers, mutability : [hers ; 
All faults that name, nay, that hell knows, why, 
In part, or all ; bat, rather, all : for even to vice 
They are not conltant, but are changing itill ; 
One vice, but of a minute old, for one 
Not half lb old as that. I '11 write againft them, 
Deteft them, curie them : — yet 'tis greater (kill 
In a frue hate, to pray they have their will ; 
The very devils cannot plague them better, , 

A Wife's Impatience to meet her Hujband. 

O, for a horfe with wings Hear'ft thou, 
Pifanio ? 

He Is at Milford-Haven : read, and tell me 
How far 'tis thither. If one of mean affairs 
Mav plod it in a week, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day ? Then, true Pifanio, 
( Wholonp;'lt,like me,to feethylord,wholong'lt — 
O, let me bate — but noU'ike me : — yet long'ft 
But in a fainter kind: — 0,not like me; [thick, 
For mine's beyond, beyond) — fay, and fpeak 
(love's counfellormould fill the bores of hearing 
To the fmothering of the fenie) — how far it is 
To this tome bleutd Milford: And, by th' way 
Tell me how Wales was made fo happy, as 
T; inherit fuch a haven ; But, full of 'all, 



A franklin's houfewifei > 
Pif. Madam, you 're beft confider. 
Imo. I fee before me, man ; norhere,nor here, 
Nor what enfues ; but have a fog in them, 
That I cannot look thro*. Away I pr'ythee; 
Do as I bid thee : there \s no more to fay ; '* „ 1 
Acceflible is none but Milford way. 

A Forejf, with a Cave^ in Wales. 
Enter Belarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

Bel. A goodly day not to keep houfe,with fuch 
Whoferoof 'sas lowasours. Stoop,boys:this gate 
Inftrucfs you how t y adore the heavens ; and 

bows you 

To morning's holy office. The gates of monarchs. 
Are arch'd fo high that giants may jet thro* 
And keep their impious turbans on, without 1 
Good-morrow to the fun — Hail,thou fair heaven! 
We houfe i* the rock, yet ufe thee not fo hardly 
As prouder livers* do. 
Guid. Hail, heaven ! 

Arv. Hail, heaven ! [hill : 

Bel. Now for our mountain fpo.rt up to yon 
Your legs are young ; 1 11 tread thefe flats. Con - 
iider, 

When you above perceive me like a crow, 
'That it is place which leflens, and lets off. [you, 
And you may then revolve what talcs I've told 
Of courts, of princes, of the tricks in war : 
This fervice is not fervice, lb being done, 
But being lb allowed : To apprehend thus, $| 
Draws us a profit from all things we (ee : 
And often, to our comfort, mall we find 
The (harded beetle in a fafer hold 
Than is the full-wing'd eagle. O, this life 
Is nobler, than attending tor a check; 
Richer, than doing nothing for a bauble; 
Prouder, than milling in unpaid-for (ilk : 
Such gain the cap of him that makes them fine, 
Yet keeps 4iis book uncrofs'd : no life to ours. 
Guid. Out of your proof you fpeak j we, poor, 
unfledg'd [know not 

Have never win^'d from view o' the neft ; nor 
What air 's from home. Haply, this life is beft 
Ir <iuiet life be bell ; fweeter to you, 
That have a (harper known ; well correfpondino- 
With your ttilf age - but, unto us, it is 
A cell of ignorance ; travelling a- bed ; 

A prifon 
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A prifon for a debtor, that not dares 
To ltride a limit. 

Atv. What Ihould we fpeak of 
When we are as old as you ? when we fhall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December* how, 
In this our pinching cave, lhall we difcourfe 
The freezing hours away? Wehave feen nothing- 
We are beaftly ; fubtle as the fox, for prey : 
Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat : 
Our valour is, to chafe what flies ; our cage 
We»make a quire, as doth the prifon'd bird, 
And ling our bondage freely. 

Bel. How you fpeak! 
t)id you but know the chy\ ufuries, 
And felt them knowingly : the art o* the court. 
As hard to leave, as keep ; whole top to climb 
Is certain* falling, or fo ilippVy, that 
The fear's as bad as falling : The toil of the war, 
A pain that only feems to feek out danger 
I' the name of tame, and honour; which dies i' 
And hath as oft a llandVous epitaph, [the fearch; 
As record of fair aft ; nay, many times 
Doth ill defcrve, by doing well ; what's worfe, 
Mull curt Tie at the cenfure : O, boys, this liar}' 
The world may read in me : my body's mark'd 
With Roman fwords ; and my report was once 
Firft with the bed of note : Cymbelinc lov'd me, 
And when a foldier was the theme, my name 
Was not far off: then was I as a tree [night, 
Whole boughs did bend with fruit : but, in one 
A ltorm, or robbery, call it what you will, 
Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my 
And left me bare to weather. [leaves, 

OuU. Uncertain favour ! [you oft) 

Bel. My fault being nothing, (as I have told 
But that two vilbins, whofe faife oaths prevailed 
Before my perfect honour, fwore to Cymbcline, 

I was confederate with the Romans': % fo 
Follow'd my banilhment ; and, this twenty years, 
This rock, and thefe demefnes, have been my 

world : 

Where I have liv'd at honed freedom; paid 
More pious debts to heaven, than in all [tains; 
The fore-end of my time.— But, up to th' moun- 
This is not hunters language : he that ftrikes 
The venifon firft, fhall be the lord o* th' fealt $ 
To him the other two fhall minifter; 
And we will fear no poifon, which attends 
In place of greater Hate. 

The Force of Nature, 
How hard it is, to hide the fparks of nature ! 
Thefe boys know little, they are fons to th 1 king; 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 
They think they're mine : and, though trained 
up thu3 meanly [hit 

I I the cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do 
The roofs of palaces;* and nature prompts them, 
In fimple and low things, to prince it, much 
Jteyond the trick of others. This Polydore, 
The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The king his father callM Guiderius, Jcye ! 
When on my three-foot ltool I fit, and tell 
The warlike feats I've done, his fpiriti ily out 
Into my ilovy i *hui mine enemy fell ; 



And thus I fet my foot on his neck-,— even then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he fweats, 
Strainshisyoungnerves,ai^dputshiihfelfinpolture 
That acts my words. The younger brother, 
Cadwal, 

(Once, Arviragus) in as .like a figure 

^ti i J:< j h life into my fpeech, and (hews much more 

His own conceiving. • 

Slander. 

— —No, 'tis (lander, (tongue 
Whofe edge is (harper than the lword: whofe 
Out- venoms all the worms of Nile; whole breath 
Rides on the polting winds, and doth belie 
All corners of the world/. Kings, queens, and! 
itates, 

Maids, matrons, nay, the fee rets of the grave, 
This viperous (fender enters. 

A Wife's Inmcency. 

FaUe to his bed ! What is it to be falfe ? 
*To lie in watch there, and to think on him ? 
To weep 'twixt clock and cluck? — If fleep 

charge nature, 
To break it with a fearful dream of him, 
And cry niyfelf awake ? That's falfe to'a bed \ 
Woman in Mans Drefs* 

You muft forget to be a woman ; change 
Command into obedience ; fear and nicenefs, 
(The handmaids Of all women, or more truly 
Woman its pretty felf ),into a waggilh courage^ 
Ready in gibes, quick-anfwer'd, laucy, and 
As quarrellous as the weazel: nay, you mud; 
| Forget that rareft treafure of your cheek, 
Expofing it (but O, the harder heart ! 
Alack, no remedy !) to the greedy touch 
Of common khTing Titan ; and forget 
Your labour fome and dainty trims, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. 

'the Forejl and Ca ve. 
Enter Imogen in By's Ciothes. 
Tmo. I fee, a man's life is a tedious one : 
I've tir'd myfeif ; and for two nights together 
?lave made the ground my bed. I mould be lick, 
But that my rciblution helps me.— Milford, 
When from the mountain-topPiianio fliew'dthee, 
Thou wait within a ken. O, Jove ! I think, 
Foundations fly the wretched: fuch, I mean, 
Where they lliould be reliev'd. Two beggars 
told me, 

I could not mils my way: will poor folks lie 
That have afflictions on them ; knowing f til 
A punifhment, or trial ? Yes : no wom'er, 
When rich ones fcarce tell true. To laple in ful- 
ls forer than to lie for need ; and fallchood [r.tfs 
Is worfe in kings than beggars. — My dearlord ! 
Thou art one o' the falfe ones i now I think on 
My hunger's gone ; hut even before, I was [thee, 
At point to feek for food. — But what is this > 

[Seeing the Cave, 
Here is a path to it:— tis fome lavage hold; 
I were belt not call; I dare not call : yet famine, 
Ere clean it overthrow nature, makes it valhnt. 
Plenty and peace breed cowards } hardnefs ever 
Of hardineis is mother, 

Qq 2 Lal/JAr. 
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-\Veurincfs 



Cm fnore upon the flint, when rcfty floth 
Finds the down pillow hard. 

Harmlcfs Innocence. 

Jmo. Good matters,' harm me not : 
Before I entered here, I call'd ; and thought 
To have beggd, or bought, what I have took: 
good troth, [found 
I have ttolen nought ; nor would not,tho' I had 
Gold ftrewM o' fS' floor. Here's money for my 
I would have left it on the board, fo foon [meat : 
. A s I had made my meal; and parted 
With prayers for the provider. 

Guid. Money, youth ? 

Ar>v. All gold and filver rather turn to dirt ! 
As 'its no better reckoned, but of thole 
Who worlhip dirty gods. 

Braggart* 

Towhcm? to thee ? What art thou ? Have 
An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big ? [not J 
Thy words, I grant, are bigger j for 1 wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. 

Fool-hc.rdinefs. 

—Being fcarce made up, 

I mean, to/man, he had not appre!>cnfjon 
Of roaring terrors 5 for defect, of judgment 
Is oft the cure of fear, 

Inforn Royalty. 

O, thou goddeis, 

Thou divine nature, how thyfelf thou blazon'ft 
In thefe two princely boys ! they are as gentle 
As zephyrs, blowing below the violet, 
Not wagging his iweet head; and yet as rough, 
Their royal blood enchaf 'd, as the rud'ft wind, 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine, 
And make him Itoop to the vale. 'Tis wonderful 
That an invilible inttincl mould frame them 
To royalty unlearned ; honour untaught; 
Civility not ieen from other; valour, 
That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been fow'd ! 

Enter Arviragus, with Imogen dead* bearing her 
in tis Arms. 

Bel. Look, here he comes, 
And brings the dire occalion in his arms, 
Of what we blame him for ! 

Ar*v. The bird is dead 
Tftt we have made fo much on. I had rather 
Have (kipp'd from fixteen years of age, to fixty, 
To l;ave turn'd my leaping time into a crutch, 
Than have ieen this. 

Guid. O, fweeteft, fairefl lily ! 
My brother wears thee not the one half fo well, 
As when thou grew'lt thyfelf. 

Bel O, melancholy ! 
Who ever vet could found thy bottom ? find 
The ooze, fo ihew what coaft thy ilug^ifh care 
Might eas'licit harbour in ? Thou Welled thing! 
J jvj knows what man thou might'lt have made j 
but I, 

Thou diedft, a molt rare boy, of melancholy ! 
How found you him ? 



Arv. Stark, as you fee: 
Thus mailing as iome ny had tickled (lumber, 
Not as death's dart, being laugh'd at : his right 
Repofing on a cufliion. [cheek 

Guid. Where ? 

Ar-v. the floor: [p u * 
His arms thus leagued : I thought he flept ; and 
My clouted brogues from off my feet, whofe 
Anfwer'd my Heps too loud. [rudenefs 

Guid. Why, he but ikeps : 
If he be gone, he'll make his grave a bed ; 
With female fairies will his tomb be haunted, 
i And worms will not coine to thee. 

Ar<v. With fairell flowers, 
j While fummer laits, and I live here, Fidele, 
I'll fweeten thy lad grave: thou (halt not lack 
I The flow'r, that's like thy face, pale primroie; nor 
j The azur'd hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor 
I The leaf of eglantine, whonvnot to llander, 
1 Out-fweeten'd not thy breath; the ruddock would 
With charitable bill (O bill lore framing 
jThofe rich-left heirs, that let therr fathers lie 
Without a monument \) bring thee all this ; 
Yea, and furred mois beiides, when flow'rs art 
To winter-ground thy code. < [none, 



Bel: Great griefs, I fee, med'eine the lefs: for 
Cloten 

Is quite forgot. He was a queen's fon,boys j 
And, though he came our enemy, remember 
He was paid for that: though mean and mighty 
Together have one daft; yet reverence (rotting 
(That angel of the world) doth make diitinclion 
Of place 'tween high and low. Our foe was 
princely; 

And though you took his life, as being our foe, 

Vet bury him as a prince. 
Guid. Pray you fetch him hither. 

Therfites' body is as good as Ajax, 

Wben neither are alive. 

Funeral Dirge. 

Guid. Fear no more the heat o' the fun, 
Nor the furious winter's rages ; 
Thou thy worldly talk halt done, 
Home art gone, and ta'cn thy wages: 
Golden lads and girls all mult, 
As chimney-fweepers, come to dull. 

Arv. Fear no more the frown o' the great, 
Thou art pa it the tyrant's ftroke; 
Care no more, to clothe, and e*at ; 
To thee the reed is as the oak : 
The fiteptre, learning, phytic, mull 
All follow this, and come to dult. 

Guid. Fear no more the lightning flam, 

Ar<v. Nor the all-dreaded thunder-ftone j 

Guid. Fear no llander, cenfure ram ; 

Arv. Thou halt nniuYd joy and moan. 
Imogen aivakifig. 
Yes, Sir, to M ilford- Haven ; which is the 
way ? — 

I thank you — by yond bum ? — pray how far 
thither ? — 

'Ods, pitikins !— can it be fix miles yet ? [deep. 
I have gone all night— 'faith , I'll lit down and 

But 
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But foft ! no bedfellow • — O gods and goddefl'es ! 

[Seeing the body. 

Thefe flow'rs are like the pleafuresof the world j 
This bloody man, the care on 't. I hope I dream; 
For, fo, I thought I was a cave-keeper, 
And cook to honeft creatures : but 'tis not fo j 
'Twas but a bolt of nothing, ihot at nothing, 
Which the brain makes of fumes : our very eyes 
Are fometimeslike our judgments, blind. Good 
I tremble itill with fear: but if there be [faith, 
Yet left in heaven as fmaUa drop of pity 
As a wren's eye, fear'd gods, a part ot it ! # 
The dream's here Itill \ even when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me ; not imagin'd, felt. 
Routed Army. 
No blame be to you, Sir ; for all was loft, 
But that the heavens fought : the king himfelt 
Of his wings deititute, the army broken, 
And but the backs of Britons leen, all riying 
Thro' a itraight lane \ the enemy full-hearted, 
Lol!ingthetonguewithilaught'ring,havingwork 
More plentiful than tools to do't, ilruckdown 
Somemortally ,fome nightly touch'd,fome tailing 
Merely through fear; that the ilraight pais was 

damm'd . 
With dead men, hurt behind,and cowards living 
To die with lengthened lhame. 

Death. 

I, in mine own woe charm'd, 
Could not rind death,where I did hear him groan ; 
Nor feel him, where he itruck: being an ugly 
moniler. 

*Tisftrange,he hides him in frefh cups,foftbeds, 
Sweet words ; or hath more minilters than we, 
That draw his knives i' the war. 

§. 18. HAMLET. Shakespeare. 
Prodigies. 

IN the mod high and palmy Rate of Rome, 
A little ere the migbtiell Julius fell, 
The graves lloodtenantlefs,and the (heeteddead 
Did lqueak and gibber in the Roman ftreets ; 
Stars lhone withtrains of fire, dews of blood fell j 
Difalters veil'd the fun ; and the moilt liar, 
Upon whole influence Neptune's empire itands, 
Was lick almoil toddomiday with eclipfe. 
Chop <vanifi at the crowing of the Cock j and the 
Reverence paidio Chrifimas-lime. 
Ber. It wasaboutto fpeak,when the cock crew. 
Hor. And then it ltarted like a guilty thing, 
Upon a fearful fummons. I have heard, 
The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn, 
Doth with his lofty and Ihnll-founding throat 
Awake the god of day ; and, at his warning, 
Whether in lea or fire, in earth or air, 
Th' extravagant and erring fpirit hies 
To his confine : and of the truth herein, 
This prefent objeel made probation. 

Mar. It faded at the crowing of the cock, 
Some fay, that ever 'gainit that feafon comes, 
Wherein our Saviour's birth is celebrated, 
This bird of dawning iingeth all night long : 
And then, "they fay, no ipirit walks abroad; 



The nightsarewholefome; then nophnetsitrike, 
No fairy takes, nor witch hath pow'r to charm, 
So hallow'd and lb gracious is the time. 
Morning. 

But, look, the morn, in rulTet mantle clad, 
Walks o'er the dew of yon high ealtern hill. 
Real Grief. 

Seems, madam ! nay, it is; I know not feems. 
'Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother, 
Nor cultomary fuits of lolemn black, 
Nor wind)' fufpi ration of fore \l breath, 
No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 
Nor the dejec~ted haviour of the vilage, 
Together with all forms, modes, (hews of grief, 
That can denote me truly : thefe, indeed, leem, 
For they are actions that a man might play : 
But I have that within, which pafleth (how; 
Thefe, but the trappings and the fuits of woe. 
Immoderate Grief difcomminded. 

'Tis fweetand commendable in your nature, 
Hamlet, 

To give thelf mourning duties to your father : 
But, you mull know,your father loll a father j 
That father loll, lolt his ; and the furvivor bound 
In filial obligation, for fome term 
To do obfequious forrovv. But to perfevere 
In obllinate condolement, is a courle 
Of impious llubtomnei's ; 'tis unmanly grief ; 
It Ihews a will moll incorre6t to Heaven \ 
A heart unfortified, or mind impatient ; 
An underltanding limple and unlchool'd : 
For what, we know, mult be, and is as common 
As any the moll vulgar thing to lenle, 
Why ihould we, in our peevilh oppolition, 
Take it to heart ? Fie ! 'tis a fault to Heaven, 
A fault againll the dead, a fault to nature, 
To rca lbn molt abfurd \ whofe common theme 
Is death of fathers, and who Itill hath cried, 
From the firll corle till he that died to-day; 
This muft be fo. 

Hamlet's Soliloquy on his Mother's Marriage. 

O, that this too, too folid rieih would melt, 
Thaw, and refolve itielt" into a dew ! 
Or that the Fverlalting had not fix'd 
His cannon 'gainft lei f-Jlau ghttr! O God! O God « 
How weary, ltale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seem to. me all the ufes of this world ! 
Fie on *t ! O fie ! 't?s an unweeded garden, 
That grows to feed j things rank and grols in 
nature 

Poflefs it merely. That it mould come to this ! 
But two months dead ! nay, not fo much, not two* 
So excellent a king j that was, to this, 
Hyperion to a fatyr: lb loving to my mother, 
That he might not let e'en the winds of heaven 
Vifit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth ! 
Mult I remember?— why,flie would hang on him, 
As if increafe of appetite had grown 
By what it fed on \ and yet, within a month—* 
Let me not think on't — frailty, thy name is 
woman ! 

A little month y-*or ere thofe Ihoes were old, 
With whichlhe follow'dmy poor father's body, 
Like Niobe, all tears - why Ihe, even fhe — 
Qq 3 O Heaven ! 
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0 Heaven ! a beaft that wants difcourfe of reafon, 
Would have mourned longer— married with 

mine uncle, [ther, 
My father's brother ; but no more like my fa 
Than I to Hercules: within a month ; 
-Ere yet the fait of moft unrighteous tears- 
Had left the flufhing in her galled eyes, 
©he married: O moil wicked fpeed, to pod 
With fuch dexterity to inceftuous Iheets I 
It is not, nor it cannot come to, good. 
A complete Man. 
He war, a man, take him for all in all, 

1 (lull not look upon his like again. 

Cautions to young Ladies. 
For Hamlet, and the trirling of his favour, 
Hold it a falhion, and a toy in blood,; 
A violet in the youth of primy nature, 
Forward, not permanent, fweet, not tailing. 
The perfume and i'uppliance of a minute ; 
No more. 



Then weigh what lofs your honour may fuftain, 
If with too credent ear you lilt his fongs ; 
Or lofe your heart; or your chafte treafure open 
To his unmafter'd importunity. 
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear fitter ; 
And keep you in the rear of your affection, 
Out of the (hot and danger of deiii e. 
The chajrieft maid is prodigal enough, 
If (lie unmafk her beauty to the moon : 
Virtue itfelf '(capes not calumnious ftrokes :, 
The canker galls the infants of the fpring 
Too oft before their buttons he difclosM : 
And in the morn and liquid due of youth 
Contagious blaftments are moll imminent. 

. A Satire on ungracious Pajiors. 
' I (hall trf ellefts of this good leflbn keep 
As watchmen to my heart: but, good my bro- 
Do not, as fome ungracious paltors do, [ther, 
Shew me the fteep and thorny way to heaven ; 
Whilft, like a puft and recklefs libertine, 
Himfelf the primrofe paths of dalliance treads, 
And recks not his own read. 

A Father s 4^-vice to bis Son, going to travel. 
Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportional thought his act. 
Be thoit familiar, but by no means vulgar. 
The friends thou haft, and their adoption tried 
Grapple them to thy foul with hooks of fteel ; 
But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch'd, unfiedg'd comrade. Be- 
Of entrance to a quarrel ; but, being in, [ware 
Beyr it, that the oppofer may beware of thee. 
Give ev'ry man thine ear, but few thy voice ; 
Take each man's cenfure, but referve thy judg- 
Coftly thy habit as thvpurfe can buy, [ment. 
But not expreiVd ill fancy ; rich, not gaudy ; 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man. 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be : 
For lonn oft loies both itfelf and friend; 
And borrowing dulls the edge of hufbandry. 
This above all, to thine owniclf be true ; 
And it rat lit follow, as the night the day, 
Thou wait not then be faife to any maju 



EXTRACTS, BooK IfI - 

Hamlet, on the Appearance of his Ghc f' 

Angels and minifters of grace, delend us . 
Be thou a fpirit of health, or goblin danin d, 
Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blafts front 
Be thy intents wicked, or charitable, [Hell, 
Thou com'ft in fuch a queffionable (nape, 
That I will f r «uk to thee, Til call thee Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane: O, anlwer me : 
Let me not-burft in ignorance ! but tell, 
Why thy canoniz/d bones, hearfed in death, 
Have burft their cerements ? why the fepulchre, 
Wherein we faw thee quietly inurn'd, 
Hath op'd his ponderous and marble jaws, . * 
To call thee up again ? What may this mean, 
That thou, dead corle, again, in complete Heel, 
KevinVil thus the glimples of the moon, 
Making night hideous ; and we fooU of nature, 
So horridly to make our difpofition 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our fouls ? 
-The Mifchiefs it might tempt him to. 
What if it tempt you towards the flood, my 
Or to the dreadful fummit of the cliff, [lord, 
That beetles o'er his bafe into the lea ? 
And there aftumc fome other horrible form, 
Which might deprive your fovereignty of reafon, 
And draw you into madrtefs I Think of it : 
The very place puts toys of defperation, 
Without more motive, .into ev'ry brain, 
That looks fo many fathoms to the fea, 
And hears it roar beneath. 

Enter Ghojl and Hamlet. 
Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me ? fpeak, Til 
Ghojl. Mark me. [go no further, 

i Ham. I will. 

Ghojl. My hour is almoft come, 
When I to fulphurous and tormenting flames 
Muft render up myfelf. 
Ham. Alas, poor ghofl ! 
Ghofi. Pity me not, but lend thy ferious hear- 
To what I ihall unfold. [ing 
Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. 
Ghojl. So art thou to revenge, when thou (halt 
Ham. What ? [hear. 
Ghojl. I am thy father's fpirit ; 
Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night. 
And, for the day, connVd to fall in fires, 
Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature, 
Are burnt and purgM away. But that I am for- 
To tell the iecrets of my prifon-houle, [bid 
I could a tale unfold, whofe lighted word [blood; 
Would harrow up thy foul ; freeze thy young 
Make thy two eyes, like ftars, Hart from their 
fpheres ; 

Thy knotted and combined locks to part, 
And each particular hair to ftand on end 
Like quills upon the fretful porcupine: 
But this eternal blazon mult not be 
To eate of flefh and blood : lilt, lift, O lift 1 
If thou didll ever thy dear father love — 
Ham. O Heaven ! [murder. 
Ghofl. Revenge his foul and moft unnatural 
Ham. Murder? 



Ghojl. Murder moft foul, as in the heft it is* 
But this Abft foul, ltrange, and unnatural. 
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Ham. Halle me to know it ; that I, with wings 
as fwift 

As meditation, or the thoughts of love, 
May fweep to my revenge. 

Ghqft. I find thee apt \ 
And duller lhouldlt thou he than the fat weed 
That roots itftlf in eafe on Lethe's wharf, 
Wouldft thou not itir in this. Now,Hamlet,hear: 
'Tis given out, that lleeping in my orchard, 
A ierpent flung me j lb the whole ear of Den- 
Is by a forged procefs of my death [mark 
Rankly abus'd : but know, thou noble youth, 
The ferpent that did siting thy father's life 
Now wears his crown. 

Ham. O my prophetic foul ! my uncle ? 

GhoJI. Ay, that iuceituous, that adulteratebeafl, 
With witchcraft of his wit, with trait'rous girls, 
(O wicked wits and gifts, that have the pow'r 
So to feduce!) won to his mameful kilt 
The will of my moft feeming- virtuous queen : 

0 Hamlet, what a falling off was there! 
From me, whofe loye was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whofe natural gifts were poor 
To thofe of mine ! 

But virtue, as it never will he mov'd, 
Tho' lewdnefe court it in a (hape of Heaven ; 
So lull, tho' to a radiant angel link'd, 
Will late itfelf in a celeltial bed, 
And prey on garbage. 

Bur, foft! methinks, I fcent the morning air;— * 
Brief let me be: lleeping within mine orchard, 
My cuftom always of the afternoon, 
Upon my fecure hour thy uncle Hole, 
With juice of curled hebenon in a vial, 
And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
The leperous diltilment ; whofe effect 
Holds luch an enmity with blood of man, 
That, fwift as quicklilver, it courfes through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body ; 
And, with a ludden vigour, it doth poffet 
And curd, like eager droppings into milk, 
The thin and wholefome blood : lb did it mine ; 
And a molt inllant tetter bark'd about, 
Molt lazar like, with vile and loathfome crult, 
All my fmooth body. 
Thus was I, lleeping, by a brother's hand, 
£)f life, of crown, of queen at once difpatch'd : 
Cut off even in the bloflbms of my lin, 
Unhouferd, difappointed, unanel'd; 
Ho reckoning made, but fent to my account 
With all my imperfections on my head : 
O horrible ! O horrible ! moll horrible ! 
If thou hall nature in thee, bear it not ; 
Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned inceft. 
But howfoever thou purfuell this adl, 
Taint not thy mind, nor let thy foul contrive 
Againfl thy mother aught ; leave her to Heaven, 
And to thofe thorns that in her bofom lodge, 
To prick and lting her. Fare thee well at once ! 
The glow-worm (hews the matin to be near, 
And 'gins to pale his uneft'eclual h*u^: 
Adieu, adieu, adieu! remember me. ExiU 
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O, all you ijoft of heaven! O earth! 
what elle ? 

And fliall I couple hell ? O fie ! hold, hold, my 

hesgrt ! 

And you, my fmews, grow not in Man t old, 

But bear me lliffly up ! Remember thee ? 

Ay, thou poor Gholt,while memory holds a feat 

In this diffracted globe. Remember thee } 

Yea, from the table of my memory 

I '11 wipe away all trivial fond records, 

All laws of books, all forms, all preflures pad, 

That youth and obfervation copied there \ 

And thy commandment all alone mall live 

Within the book and volume of my brain, 

Unmix'd with bafer matter : yes, by Heaven. 

O moll pernicious woman ! 

O villain, villain, fmiling, damned villain ! 

My tables— meet it is I let it down, 

That one may fmile, and i'mile, and be a villain ; 

At leait I am fure it may be fo in Denmark. 

[Writing. 

So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word \ 
It is, Adieu, adieu ! Remember me. 

Ophelia's Defcriftion of Hamlet's mad Addrefs 
to her. 

My lord, asT was fewing in my clofet, 
Lord Hamlet, with his doublet all unbrae'd ; 
No hat upon his head ; his llockirjgs foul'd, 
Ungarter'd, and down-gyved to his ankle ; 
Pale as his Ihirt; his knees knocking each other} 
And with a !ook ib piteous in purport, 
As if he had been loofed out of hell, 
To fpeak of horrors-^-rhe comes before me. 

Pel. Mad for thy love ? 

Oph. My lord, I do not know j 
But, truly, I do fear it. 

Pol. What laid he ? 

Oph. He took me by the wrifl, and held me 
hard ; 

Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 

And with his other hand thus o'er his brow 

He falls to fuch perufal of my face, 

As he would draw it, Long (laid he^D j-r 

At lalt — a little (halting of mine arm, 

And thrice his head thus waving up and down, 

He rais'd a figh fo piteous and profound, 

As it did feem to matter all his bulk, 

And end his being: That done he lets me go ; 

And, with his head over his moulder turn'd, 

He feem'd to find his way without his eyes ; 

For out of doors he went without their helps, 

And, to tl>e laft, bended their light on me. 

Old Age. 
Belhrew my jealoufy ! 
It feems, it is as proper to our age % 
To call beyond ourfelves in our opinions, 
As it is common for the younger lort 
To lack discretion. 

Hapfinefs confxfis in Opinion. 
Why, then, 'tis none to you j 
For there is nothing either good or ba t, 
But thinking makes it fo: 
fo me it is a priion. 

Qq* 
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Hamlofs Reflexions on the Player and himfelf. 

O what a rogue and peaiant Have am I i 
Is it not monftrous that this player here, 
But in a fiction, in a dream of paflion, 
Could force his foul fo to his own conceit, 
That, from her working, all his vifage wann'dj 
Tears in his eyes, diflra&ion in' s afpeft, 
A broken voice, and his whole function fuiting 
With forms to his conceit ? and all for nothing! — 
For Hecuba ! 

V/ hat's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, [do, 
That he ihould weep for her ? what would he 
Had he the motive and the cue for paflion, [tears, 
That 1 have ? he would drown the ftage with 
And cleave the general ear with horrid i'peechj 
Make mad the guilty, and appal the free, 
Confound the ignorant; and amaze, indeed, 
The very faculties of eyes and ears. 
Yet I— 

A dull and muddy-mettled rafeal, peak,' 
Like John-a'-dreams, unpregnaiU of my caufe, 
And can lay nothing ; no, not for a king, 
Upon whole property and moll dear life 
A (ianin'd defeat was made. Am I a coward ? 
Who calls me villain ? breaks my pate acrofs ? 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face ? 
Tweaksmeby the nofe,gi vesmethelie i'thethroat, 
As ( lecp as to the lungs ? Who does me this ? 
Ha ! why, Ifliould take it:— for it cannot be, 
But I am piegon-liver'd,and lack gall 
To make oppreflion bitter ; or, ere this, 
I mould have tatnd all the region kites 
With this flave's offal: bioody, bawdy villain ! 
Remodelefs, treacherous, lecherous, kindlefs 
villi in ! 

Why, what an aft am I ! This is moft brave j 
That I, the fon of a dear father murder'd, 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven, and hell, 
Mult, like a whore, unpack my heart with 
Aud fall a curling like a very drab— [words, 
A fcullion ! 

Fie upon't! foh ! About my brains ! Humph! 

I have heard, 
That guilty creatures, fitting at a play, 
Have by the very cunning of the fecne 
Been fo ftruck to the foul, that prefently 
They have prochim'd their malefactions : 
For murder, tho' it hnve no tongue, will fpeak 
With molt miraculous organ. Til have thele 

plnyers 

Play fomething like the murder of my father, 
Before mine uncle : 1 11 obferve his looks • ! 
Til tent him to the quick; if he do blench, 
I know my courie. The lpiritthat I have feen, 
May be a devil : and the devil hath pow'r 
To ailume a pleating thape j yea, and, perhaps, 
Out of my weakneii and my melancholy, 
(As he is very potent with fuch fpirits) 
Abuies me to damn me : I'll have grounds 
More relative than this, uhe play's the thing, 
Wherein I'll catch the confeience of the king, 
liypocrijy. 

We are oft to biame in this-^ 
'Tis tpo much proy'd-Trthat, with devotion's 
Viftgq 



And pious aftion, we do fugar o er 
The devil himfelf. 

King. O, 'tis too true ! how fmart 
A laih that fpeech does give my conlcience ! 
The harlot's cheek, beautied with pkuTnng art, 
Is not more ugly to the thing thar helps it, 
Than is my deed to my mod painted word. 

Life and Death weighed. 
To be, or not to be, that is the queftion : 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to futier 
The (lings and a. rows ot* outrageous fortune; 
Or to take arms againft a fea of troubles, 
And, by oppoling, end them? To die-to lleep— 
No more ; and by a lleep to fay we end 
The heart-ach, and the thouland natural fhocks 
That flem his heir to;— *'tis a conl'ummation 
Devoutly to be wifli d. To die ; — to fleep j 
Totleep! perc ban ce,tod ream -ay,there'stherub j 
For in that lleep of death what dreams may come, 
When we have fhuffled off this mortal coil, 
Mult give us paufe: — there's the refpett, 
That makes calamity of fo long life; * 
For who would bear the whips and fcorns of time, 
Th* oppreilbr's wrong,the proud man'scontume- 
The pangs of defpis'd love, the law's delay, [ly, 
The infolence of office, and the fpurns 
That patient merit of th' unworthy takes, 
When he himfelf might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin ? Who would fardels bear, 
To grunt and fweat under a weary life ; 
But that the dread of fomething after death, 
The undifcover'd country, from whole bourn 
I No traveller returns— puzzles the will ; 
I And makes us rather bear thole ills we have, 
| Than fly to others that we know not of? 
j Thus confeience doVs make cowards of us all j 
I And thus the native hue of refolution 
' Is licklied o'er with the pale call of thought j 
And enterprifes of great pith and moment 
j With this regard, their currents turn awry, 
And lole the name of aclion. 

Calumny. 

Be thou as chafle as ice, as pure as fnow, 
Thou lhalt not efcape calumny. 

A noble Mind dif order id. 
O what a noble mind is here o'erfhrown ! 
The courtier's, foldier's, fcholar's eye, tongue, 

fword ; 

Xjr expectancy and role of the fair ftate, 
The daft of taihion, and the mould of form, 
Th' obferv'd of .ill ohfervers ! quite,quite down} 
I am of ladies mod deject and wretched, 
That fuckM the honey of his mufic vows, 
Now fee that noble and moft fovereign reafon, 
Like-fweet bells jangled, out of tune and lnrfh* 
That unmatch'd form and feature of blowrv 
Blalted with extafy. [youth. 

On Flattery, and an e*ven-m\ndcd Man. 
Nay, do not think-l natter : 
For what advancement may I hope from thee, 
1 h it no revenue haft, but thy good fpirits, 
I o teed, and clothe thee ? Why ftoukl the poor 

No f 
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No, let the candied tongue lick abfurd pomp ; 
And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee, 
Where thrift may follow fawning. Dolt thouhear? 
SincC my dear foul was miftrefs of her choice, 
And could of men diftinguifh her election, 
She hath feal'd thee for herlelf : for thou halt been 
As one, in fufFering all, that fuffers nothing ; 
A man, that fortune's buffets and rewards 
Haft taVn with equal thanks: and blelt are thofe, 
Whole blood and judgment are fowellcomi ngled, 
That they are not a pipe for fortune's finger, 
To found what (top Ihe pleafe : Give me the man 
That is not paffion's Uav*e, and I will wear him 
In my heart's core— ay, in my heart of heart, 
As I do thee. 

Midnight. 

'Tis now the very witching time of night ; 
When church-yardsyawn, andhell itfelf breathes 
out [blood, 
Contagion to this world : Now could I drink hot 
And do fuch bulinefs as the bitter dny 
Would quake to look on. Soft; now to my mo- 

0 heart, lofe not thy nature i let not ever [ther. 
The foul of Nero enter this firm bofom : 

Let me be cruel, not unnatural : 

1 will fpeak daggers to her, but ufe none. 
The King j ddj pairing Soliloquy, and Hamlet's 

Reflexions on him. 
O, my offence is rank, it linells to heaven j 
It hath the primal, eidelt curie upon 't, 
A brother's murder ! Pray»I cannot, 
Tho' inclination be as fharp as will ; 
My ftronger guilt defeats my ftrong intent ; 
And, like a man to double bufinefs bound, 
J itand in paufe where I fhaH firft begin, 
And both neglect. What if this curled hand 
Were thicker than itfelf with brother's blood ? 
Js there not rain enough in the fweet heavens 
To wafti it white as mow? Whereto ferves 
Put to confront the vifage of offence ? [mercy, 
And what's in prayer, but this two-fold force 
To be foreftalled, ere we come to fall, 
Or pardon'd, being down ? Then I'll look up ; 
My fault is paft. But, O, what form of prayer 
Can ferve my turn? Forgive me my foul mur- 
That cannot be j lince I am ltill poileis'd [der ! 
Pf thofe effects for which I did the murder, 
My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 
May one be pardon'd, and retain th' offence ? 
In the corrupted currents of this world, 
Offence's gilded hand may (hove by juftice : * 
And oft 'tis feen, the wicked prize itfelf 
Buys out the law : but 'tis not lb above : 
There is no muffling, there the action lies 
In its true nature; and we ourfelves compell'd 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults 
To give in evidence. What then ? what refts? 
Try what repentance can: what can it not ? 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ? 
O wretched (tare ! O bofom, black as death ! 
O limed foull that, Itruggling to be free, 
Art more engag'd I help, angels, make affay ! 
JJow, ltubborn knees \ and, heart, with ltrings 
of Iteel, 
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Be foft as linews of the new-born babe ; 
All may be well !* [The King kneels. 

Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. Now mightl do it, pat,now he is praying; 
And now I'll do 't ; and lb he goes to heaven: 
And fo am I reveng'd ? that would be fcann'd ; 
A villain kills my father; and, for that, 
I, his lole fon, do this lame villain fend 
To heaven ! 

Why this is hire and {alary, not revenge. 
He took my father grofsly, full of bread ; [May; 
With all his crimes broad blown, as flufb as 
And, how his audit itands, who knows, ftve 
Heaven ? 

But in our circumltance and courfe of thought, 
'Tis heavy with him : and am 1 then reveng'd 
To take him in the purging of his foul, 
When he is fit and feaibn'd for his pallage ? 
No. 

Up, fword; and know thou a more horrid hent 
When he is drunk, afleep, or in his rage; 
Or in the inceltuous pleafures of his bed$ 
At gaming, fwearing ; or about fome aft 
That has no reliih of falvation in 't : 
Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven; 
And that his loul may be as damn'd, and black, 
As hell whereto it goes. 

Hamlet and his Mother. 
Queen. What have I done, that thou dar'ft wag 
In noife fo rude againft me ? [thy tongue 

- Ham. Such an act, 

That blurs the grace and blufh of modefty j 
Calls virtue hypocrite ; takes off the rofe 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love, 
And lets a blilter there ; makes marriage- vows 
As falfe as dicers' oaths : O, fuch a deed, 
As from the body of contraction plucks 
The very foul ! and fweet religion makes 
A rhaplbdy of words. 

Queen. Ah me, what act ? 

Ham. Look here, upon thispicture,andonth3s, 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 
See what a grace was feared on this brow: 
Hyperion's curls ; the front of Jove himfelf ; 
An eye like Mars, to threaten or command j 
A ftation like the herald Mercury, 
New-lighted on a heaven-kiffing hill ; 
A combination, and a form, indeed, 
Where every god did feem to fet his feal, 
To give the world affurance of a man: [lows \ 
This ot/tf/your hulband, look you now, whatfoU 
Here is your hulband ; like a mildew'd ear, 
Blading hiswholefome brother. Haveyou-eyesf 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed* 
And batten on this moor ? 

Queen. O, Hamlet, fpeak no more ; 
Thou turn'lt mine eyes into my very foul ; 
And there I fee fuch black and grained lpots, 
As will not leave their tinct. 

Enter Ghojh 

Ham. Save me, and hover o'er me with your 
wings, 

You heavenly guards I-*- What would your gra- 
cious figure ? 

Queen* 
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Sateen. Alas ! he 's mad. 

ham. Do you not come your tardy fori to chide, 
That, laps'd in time andpaflion, lets go "by 
TIT important acling of your dread command? 
O, fay 

Ghojl. Do not forget: this vifitatmn 
Is but to whet thy aimoft blunted purpofe. 
But, look ! amazement on thy mother lits i 
O ftep between her and her fighting foul ! 
Conceit in weaker! bodies ftrongeit works ; 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you, Lady ? 

Queen. Alas! how is it with you ? 
That you do bend your eye on vacancy. 
And with the incorporeal air do hold difcourfe ? 
Forth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peep \ 
And, as the fleeping foldiers in the alarm, 
Your bedded hair, like life in excrements, 
Starts up, and ftands on end. O, gentle fon, 
Upon the heat and flame of thy diftemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ? 

Ham. On him ! on him ! look you, how pale 
he glares ! 

His form and caufe conjoined, preaching toftones, 
Would make them capable. Do not look on me, 
Left, with this piteous action, you convert 
My ftern effects : then, what I have to do (blood. 
Will want true colour ; tears, perchance, for 
Queen. To whom do you fpeak this I 
Ham. Do you fee nothing there ? 

[Pointing to the GboJ}. 
Queen. Nothing at all; yet all, that is, I fee. 
Ham. Nor did you nothing hear 5 
Queen. No, nothing, but ourfelves. 
Ham. Why, look you there ! look how it deals 
My father, in his habit as he liv'd ! (away! 
Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal 

[ExitGboft. 

Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain: 
This bcdilefs creation ecftafy 
Is very cunning in. 

Ham. Ecitafy. 
My pulfe, as yours, doth temperately keep time, 
And makes as healthful mulic : it'is notmadnefs 
That I have utter'd: bring me to the teft, 
And I the matter will re-word : which madnefs 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace, 
Lay not that flattering unction to your foul. 
i That not your trefpai's, but my madnefs, fpeaks: 
It will but (kin and film the ulcerous place; 
Whiles rank corruption, mining all wjthin, 
In feels unfecn. — Confcfs yourfeJf to Heaven j 
Kepent what's paftj avoid what is to come. 

Queen. O Hamlet ! thou halt cleft my heart 
in twain. 

Ham. O, throw away the worfer part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. 
Good-night : but go not to my uncle's bed ; 
A flume a virtue, if you have it not. ' 
That monfter cuftom, who all lenfe doth eat 
Of habit s -devil, is an^ r el yet in this ; 
That to the ufe of actions fair and gcod 
Ht: likewife gives a frock, or livery, 
That apt3y is put on refrain to-night 
And that Ikall knd a kind of cafinus 



To the next abftinence \ the next more eafy s 
For ufe can aimoft change the ftamp of nature. 
And either curb the devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good- 
And when you are defirous to be bleil, [night I 
I'll bleffing beg of you. 

Queen. What fhall I do r 

Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you 
Let the bloat Icing tempt you again to bed j [do i 
Pinch wanton on your cheek } call you his moufej 
And let him, for a pair of reechy kifTes, 
Or paddling in your neck with his damn'd fin- 
Make you to ravel all this matter out, [gers, 
That I eflentially am not in madnefs, [know; 
But mad in craft. 'Twere good, you let him 

Qu£en. Be thou aflur'd, if words be made of 
breath, 

And breath of life, I have no life to breathe 
What thou haft faid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England ; you know that ? 

Queen. Alack, I had forgot ; 
'Tis fo concluded on^ [fellows, 

Ha?n. There's letters fail'dj and my two lchool* 
Whom I will trull, as I will adders fang'd, 
They bear the mandate ; they muft fweep my 
And marfhal me to knavery: let it work; [way, 
For 'tis the fport, to have the engineer 
Hoift with his own petar: and it (hall go hard, 
But I will delve one yard below their mines, 
And blow them at the moon. 

HamleVs Refleclion on his own Irrefolution. 
How all occafionsalo inform againll me, 
And fpur my dull revenge ! What is a man, 
If his chief good and market of his time 
Be but to deep, and feed ? a beaft, no more. 
Sure, he, that made us with fuch large diicourfe, 
Looking before, and after, gave us not 
That capability and god-like reafon 
To full in us unus'd :• now, whether it be 
Beftial oblivion, or ibme craven fcruple 
Of thinking too precilely on the event, [wifdom, 
A thought, which, quarter'd, hath but one part 
And ever three parts coward— -»I do not know 
Why yet I live to fay, this thing's to do ; 
Sith I havccaufe,andwill,andftrength,andmeans, 
To do t. Examples, grofs as earth, exhort me ; 
Witnefs, this army, of fuch mafs, and charge, 
Led by a delicate and tender prince, 
Whole fpirit, with divine ambition puft, 
Makes mouths at the invilible event; 
Kxpofing what is mortal, and unfure, 
To all that fortune, death/ and danger dare, 
Even for an egg-lhell. Rightly to be great, 
Is, not to ftir without great argument ; 
But greatly to find quarrel in a Itraw, 
When honour's at the Hake. How ftaud I then, 
That have a father kill'd, a mother ftain'd, 
Excitements of my reafon, and my blood, 
Arid let all deep ? while to my fhame, I fee » 
The imminent death of twenty thoufand men, 
That, for a ph mtafy, and trick of fame, 
Go to their graves like beds; fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot Uy the caufe, 
Wkiclf is not tomb enough, and continent 

TO 
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To hide the flain ? — O, from tUis time forth, 
My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth i 

Sorrows rarely Jingle. 
O, Gertrude ! Gertrude! 
When forrows come, they come not fingle fpies, 
But in battalions. 

The Divinity cf Kings. 
Let him go, Gertrude \ do not fear Our perfon : 
There's fuch divinity doth hedge a king, 
That treafon can but peep to what it would, 
Aft little or his will. 

Defcription of Ophelia s Drowning. 
There is a willow grows afcaunt the brook, 
That (hews his hoar leaves in the gla(fy ftream j 
Therewith fantaftic garlands did ihe make, 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, dailies, and long pur- 
That liberal (hepherds give a grolTer name, f pies, 
B u t ourcoldmaids do deadmen'sringerscalithem : 
Thereon the pendant boughs her coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious diver broke j 
When down her weedy trophies, and herfelf, 
Fell in theweepi ng brook. Her clothesfpreadwide 
•And, mermaid -like, awhile they bore her up : 
Which time ihe chanted (hatches of old tunes j 
As one incapable of her own diltrefs, 
Or like a creature native and indued 
Unto that element ; but long it could not be, 
Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
Pull'dthe poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

A footle fs Virgin bu> ied. 

Lay her i' the earth 5 
And from her fair and unpolluted rleih 
May violets ipring! I tell thte, churlifh prieft, 
A minift'ring angel (hall my filter be, 
When thou liest howling. 

Melancholy. 

This is mere madnefs : 
And thus awhile the fit will work on him j 
Anon, as patient as the female dove, 
When first her golden couplets are difclos'd, 
His filence will fit drooping. 

Pro vidence direcls our Aclions. 

And that mould teach us, 
There's a divinity that (hapes our ends, 
Rough-hew them how he will. 

A Health. 

Give me the cups ; 
And let the kettle to the trumpet (peak, 
The trumpet to the cannoneer without, 
The cannons' to the heavens, the heavens to j 
u Now the King drinks to Hamlet/' [earth j 



§ 19. THE FIRST PART OF HENRY IV, 

Shakespeare. 
Peace after Civil War. 

So fhaken as we are, fo wan with care, 
Find we a time for frighted peace to pant, 
And breath (hort-winded accents of new broils 
To be commenced in stronds afar remote. 



No more the thirsty entrance of this foil 
Shall daub herlips with herownchildren'sbloocT; 
No more (hall trenching war channel her fields 5 
Nor bruife her Uowrets with the armed hoofs 
Of hostile paces : Thofe oppoied eyes, 
Which, like the meteors of a troubled heaven, 
All of one nature, of one lubstance bred- — 
Did lately meet in the intestine Ihock 
And furious clole of civil butchery, 
Shall now, in mutual, well-befeeming ranks, • 
March all one way \ and be no more oppos'd 
Against acquaintance, kindred, and allies : 
The edge of war, like an ill-iheathed knife, 
No more (hall cut Jiis master. 
King Henry" s Character of Percy, and of his Son 
Prince Henry. 
Yea, there thou mak'st me fad, and mak'st 
In envy that my lord Northumberland [me iin 
Should be the father of fo blest a fon : 
j A fon, who is the theme of honour's tongue : 
Amongst a grove, the very sdaitest plant 5 
Who is iweet fortune's minion, and her pride: 
1 Whilst I, by looking on the praife of him, x 
See riot and dilhonour stain the brow 
Of my young Harry. 

Prince tienrfs Soliloquy. 
I know you all, and will awhile uphold 
The unyok'd humour of your idlencfs : 
Yet herein will I imitate the fun, 
Who doth permit the bafe contagious clouds 
To (mother up his beauty from the world - 9 
That, when he pleafe again to be himfelf, 
Being wanted, he may more be wonder'd at, 
By breaking through the foul and ugly mists 
Of vapours, that did feem to strangle him. 
If all the year were playing holidays, 
To (port would be as tedious as to work ; 
But, when they leldom come, they winVd-for 
And nothing pleafeth but rare accidents, [come, 
So, when this looie behaviour I throw off, 
And pay the debt I never promised ; 
By how much better than my word I am, 
By fo much (hall I fallify men's hopes j 
And, like bright metal on a fullen ground, 
My reformation, glitt'ring o'er my fault, 
Shall (hew more goodly, and attract more eyes, 
Than that which hath no foil to fet it off. 
I'll fo offend, to make offence a (kill ; 
Redeeming time, when men think least I will. 
Hctfpur''s Defcription of a finical Courtier. 
But, I remember, when the fight was done, 
When I was dry with rage, and extreme toil, 
Breathlels and faint, leaning upon my (word, 
Came therea certainlord, neat, and trimJ) drcfsM:' 
Frefli as a bridegroom; and his chin, new-reapV, 
Shew'd like a stubble-land at harvest-home : 
He was perfumed like a milliner ; 
And 'twixt his finger and his thumb he held 
A pouncet-box, which ever and anon 
H? gave his noie, and took *t away again 
Who, therewith angry, when it next came there, 
Took it in fnuif: — And still he fmil'd,and talk'd, 
And, as the foldiers bare dead bodies by, 
He cail'd them — untaught knaves, unmannerly, 

1A 
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To brinr; a flovenly unhandfomc corfe 
Betwixt the wind and his nobility. 
With many holiday and lady terms 
He queftionM me ; amongft the reft, demanded 
My prifoners, in your majefty's behalf*. 
I then, all fmarting with my wounds, being cold, 
To be fo pdter'd with a popinjay, 
Out of" my grief and my impatience 
Anfvver'd neglect ingly, I know not what ; 
K« <houldor he mould not ; for he made me mad, 
To fee him mine ib briik, and fmell fo fwee^t, 
And talk fo like awaiting gentlewoman, 
Of guns, and drums, and wounds (God fave the 
mark !), 

And telling me the fovereign'ft thing on earth 
Was parmacity, for an inward bruife ; 
And th?.t it was great pity, fo it was, 
That villainous lalt-petre mould be digg'd 
Out of the bowels of the harmlefs earth, 
Which many a good tall fellow had deftroy'd 
So cowardly; and, butforthefe vile guns, 
Ho would himfelf have been a foldier. 

Danger. 

I *11 read you matter deep and dangerous j 
As full of peril and adventurous fpirjt, 
As to o'erwalk a current, roaring loud,, 
On ttt uniteadfait footing of a ipcur. 

Honour. 

By heaven, methinks it were an eafy leap, 
To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac'd 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep, [moon ; 
Wherefathom-line could never touchthe ground, 
And pluck up drowned honour by the locks; 
So he, that doth redeem her thence, might weai 
Without co-rival all her dignities. 
JBut out upon this half-fac'd fellowlhip ! 

Lady Percy"; pathetic Speech to her Hujband. 

O my good lord, why are you thus alone ? 
For what often ce have I, this fortnight, been 
A hnniuVd woman from my Harry's bed ? 
Tell me,fweet lord,what is 't that takes from thee 
Thy fromach, pleafure, and thy golden Ueep ? 
Why doit thou bend thine eyes upon the earth, 
And itnrt lb often when thou fitt'ft alone ? 
Why haft thou loft the frelh blood in thy cheeks ? 
And ^iv'n my treafures, and my rights of thee, 
Tothick-eyed mufing, and curs'd melancholy? 
Jn t^hy faint tlumbers I by thee have watch'd, 
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars: 
Speak terms of manage to thy bounding fteed ; 
Cry," Courage ! to the Held! '\and thou haft talk'd 
Of iallies, and retires \ of trenches, tents, 
Of palifadoes, frontiers, parapets; 
Of baftlifks, of cannon, culverin ; 
Of prifoners* ranfom, and of ibldiers (lain, 
And all the currents of a heady fight- 
Thy i'pirit within thee hath been fo at war, 
And thus hathfo beftirr'd thee in thy llcep, 
That heads of Iweat have ftood upon thy brow, 
Like bubbles in a late-dilturbed ftream t 
And in thy face ft range motions have appealed, 
Such as we fee when men reftnun their breath 
4 . 



On fome great fudden hafte. O, what portent* 

are thefe ? . , : 

Some heavy bufinefs hath my lord in hand, 
And I muft know it. die he loves me not. 
Prodigies ridiculed. 
I cannot blame him: at my nativity. 
The front of heaven was full of hery Inapes, 
Of burning creflets, and, at my birth, 
The frame and huge foundation of the earth 
Shak'd like a coward. 

Hot. Why fo it would have done 
At the fame feafon, if your mother's cat 
Had kittei-fd— tho' yourfelf had ne'erbeen born. 



Difeafed nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In ftrange eruptions : oft the teeming earth 
Is with a kind of colic pindi'd and vex'd, 
By the impriibning of unruly wind [ing, 
Within herwomb ; which, forenlargementftriv- 
Shakes the old beldame earth, and topples down 
Steeples, and mofs-grown towers., 
On miferable Rhymers. 

I had rather be a kitten, and cry-— mew, 
Than one of thefe fame metre-ballad-mongers; 
I had rather hear a brazen canftick turn'd, 
Or a dry wheel grate on the axle-tree ; 
And that would let my teeth nothing on edge, 
Nothing fo much as mincing poetA 
'Tis like the forcM gait of a fliurHiiTg nag. 
Punctuality in Bargain. 
I '11 give thrice fo much land 
To any well-deferving friend ; 
But, in the way of bargain, mark ye me, 
I '11 cavil on the ninth part of a hair. 

A Hujband fung to {let p by a fair Wife. 
She bids you 
Upon the wanton nifties lay you down, 
And reft your gentle head upon her lap, 
And ihe will ling the long that pleafeth you, 
And on your eye-lids crown the god of deep, 
Charming your blood with pleating heavinefs; 
Milking luch difference ^twixt wake and deep, 
As is the difference betwixt day and night, 
The hour before the heavenly harnelVd team 
Begins his golden progrefs in the eaft. 

King Henry the Wth to his Son. 

Had I fo lavifti of my pretence been, 
So common hackney'd in the eyes of men, 
So ftale and cheap to vulgar company ; 
Opinion, that did help me to the crown, 
Had ltill kept loyal to pofteflion ; 
And left me in reputelefs banithment, 
A fellow of no mark nor likelihood. 
By being feldom feen, I could not ftir, 
But, like a comet, I was wonder' d at : 
Thatmen would tell their children, "This is he.^ 
Others would fay, " Where ? which is Boling* 
broke ?" 

And then I ftole all courtefy from heaven, 
And drefs'd myfelf in fuch humility, 
That I did pluck allegiance from men's hearts, 
Loud (bouts and falutations from their mouths, 
Even in the pretence of the crowned king. 
Thus did I keep my perfon frelh and new ; 

My 
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My prefence, like a robe pontifical, 
Ne'er feen but wonder'd at: and lb my state, 
Seldom, but fumptuous, Ihevved like a feast; 
And won, by rarenefs, fuch lolemnity. 
The Ikipping king, he ambled up and down 
With lhallow jesters, and raih bavin wits, 
Soon kindled^md loon burn'd: 'carded his state*; 
Mingled his royalty with capering fools; 
Had his great name profaned with their fcorns j 
And gave his countenance, against his name, 
To laugh at gibing beys, and stand the pulh 
Of evYy beardlels vain comparative : 
Grew a companion to the common streets, 
Enfeoffed himfelf to popularity. 
That, being daily Aval low 1 d by men's eyes, 
They furfeited with honey; and began 
To loath the taste of fweetnels, whereof a little 
More than a little is by much too much. 
So, when he had occalion to be leen, 
He was but as the cuckow is in June, 
Heard, not regarded ; feen, but with fuch eyes, 
As, lick and blunted with community, 
Afford no extraordinary gaze, 
Such as is bent on fun-like majesty 
When it mines feldom in admiring eyes 



A gallant Warrion. 
I faw young Harry — with his beaver on, 
His cuifles on his thighs, gallantly arnVd — 
Rife from the ground like feather'd Mercury, 
And vaulted with fuch eale into his leat, 
As if an angel dropped down from the cloud.;, 
To turn and wind a fiery Pegafus, 
And witch the world with noble horfemanlhip, 

Hotfpur's Impatience for the Battle. 

Let them come ; 

They come like facrifices in their trim, 
And to the fire-eyed maid of fmoky war, 
All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them: 
The mailed Mars (hall on his altar lit, 
Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire, 
To hear this rich reprifal is lb nigh, 
And yet not ours : Come, let me take my hcrfe, 
Who is to bear me like a thunderbolt, 
Against the bolbm of the Prince of Wales : 
Harry to Harry lhall, not horfe to horle, 
Meet, and ne'er part, till one dropdown a corfe* 
O, that Glendower were come ! 

Prince Henrys ?;wdeJ1 Challenge. 



Butrjtherdrows , d,andhungtheireye-lids4own, ^ ^ . Z"" your nepnew. 

Slept in his face, and rendered fuch afpeft \J he Pnnceof Wales doth join with all the worlJ 
As cloudy men ule to their adverfaries j 
Being with his prefence glutted, gorgM,and full 



Prince Henrys modefl Defence of himfelf. 



-God forgive them, that fo much have 



This prefent enterprife let off his head— 
I do not think, a braver gentleman, 
More a&ive-valiant, or more valiant young, 
More daring, or more bold, is now alive, 
To grace this latter age with noble deeds. 
For my part, I may fpeak it to my Ihanie, 
I have a truant been to chivalry } 
And lb, I hear, he doth account me too : 
Yet this before my father's majesty — 
I am content that he lh;ill take the odds 
Of his great name and estimation; 
And will, to fave the blood on either fide, 
Try fortune with him in a fingle fight. 



fway'd 

Your Majesty's good thoughts away from me ! 
I will redeem all this on Percy's head, 
And, in the clofing of fome glorious day, 
Be bold to tell you, that I am your fon - y 
When I will wear a garment all of blood, 
And stain my favours in a bloody malk, 
Which, wanVd away, mall fcour my lhame 

And tlialftuSi be the day, whene'er it lights, Prince ***J^"* 4 ¥ the De * th f 

That this fame child of honour and renown, „ t> c n ^i. 

t-1 1- 11 * u *r ^l-n j 1 • : \ — Brave Percy : — tare thee well, great heard! 

This gallant Hotlpur, this a l-praised knignt, Tll . , *p 2. . T 

A j & ±\ r \J m 1 ^ 5 \ , 111- weavdambil ion,now much art thou lhrunk! 
And your unthought of Harry chance to meet :i xkn , u . ; , u - . j, ... /•••-. 

£, , A*.- u- u 1 When that this body did contain a fpint, 

For ev ry honour fitting-on his helm, I A l- j c *. r 11 1 r J 

lir ,j *, |.P . , , , , A kingdom lor it was too linall a bound: 

Would they were multitudes : and on my head \v> *. « r*i -i a ^ 

/1- 1 1 1 1 , r ^ -n But now, two paces of the vile ft earth 

My lhames redoubled for the time will come, j * ' , , r u.:—- a. *ui*u *u 1 j 

rr>\ .til 11 1 .t ■ ..i u 1 Is room enough: — this earth,that bears thee dead- 

That I lha l make this northern youth exchange ; « . r b c * * -i , ™ 

, j j r 1 • • • o Bears not alive fo stout a gentleman. 1 



His glorious deeds for my indignities 
P^rrcy is but my faitor, good my lord, 
To engrofs up glorious deeds on my behalf j 
And I will call him to lb strict account, 
That he lhall render every glory up, 
Yea, even the llightest worlhip of his time, 
Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart. 
This, in the name of God, I promife here : 
The which, if he be pleas'd I lhall perform, 
I do befeech your Majesty may lalve ' 
The long-grown wounds of my intemperance : 
If not, the end of life cancels all bonds ; 
And I will die a hundred thou land deaths, 
Ere break the fmallest parcel of this yow. 



If thou wert fenfible of courtefy, 
I Ihould not make fo dear a Ihow of zeal 
But let my favours hide thy mangled face ; 
And, even in thy behalf, I '11 thank myfelt 
For doing thele fair rites of tendernefs. 
Adieu, and take thy praife with thee to heaven ! 
Thy ignominy lleep with thee in the grave, 
But not remember'd in tby epitaph ! 

Life demands Aclion. 
O gentlemen, the time of life is Ihort ; 
To fpend that Ihortnefs bafely, were too long, 
If life did ride upon a dial's point, 
Still ending at the arrival of an hour. 

§. 20. 
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$ 20. THE SECOND PART OF HENRY IV. 

Shakespeare. 

Prologue. — Rumour. 

Y from the orient to the drooping weft, 
** * Making the wind my polt horfe, it ill unfold 
The acts commenced on this ball of earth ; 
Upon my tongues continual (landers ride ; 
The which in ev'ry language I pronounce ; 
Stuffing the ears, of men with falle report*. 
I fpeakof peace, while covert enmity, 
Under the fmile of fafety, wounds the world: 
And who but Rumour, who but only I, 
Make fearful mutters, and prepar'd defence, 
Whillt the big year, fwoln with lome othergrief, 
Is thought with child by the Hern tyrant war. 
And no fuch matter ? Rumour is a pipe 
Blown by furmifes, jealouiies, conjectures $ 
And of ib eafy and fo plain a flop," 
That the blunt monfter with uncounted heads, 
The (till difcordant wavering multitude, 
Can play upon it. 

Contention. 
Contention, like a horfe 
Full of high feeding, madly hath broke loofe, 
^nd bears down all before him. 

Po/I-Meffenger. v 
After him, came, fpurring hard, 
A gentleman almoft forefpent with fpeed, 
That ftopp'd by me to breathe his bloodied horfe : 
He afk'd the way to Chelter j and t>f him 
I did demand what news from Shrewfbury. 
He told me, that rebellion had ill luck, 
And that youug Harry Percy's (pur was cold : 
With that, he gave his able horfe the head, 
And, bending forward, (truck his armed heels 
Againft the panting lides of his poor jade 
Up to the rowel head j and, itarting fo, 
He feem'd in running to devour the way, 
Staying no longer queftion. 

Mefenger ivith ill News. 

Yea, this man's brow, likt* to a title-leaf, 
Foretels the nature of a tragic volume : 
5>o looks the ftrond whereon th* imperious flood 
Hath left a witnefs'd ufurpation. 

Thou trembleftiand the wbitenefs in thy cheek 
Is apter than thy tongue to tell tjiy errand. 
'Even fuch a man, ib faint, fo fpiritJefs, 
So dull, fodead in look, fo woe-begone, 
Drew Priam's curtain in the dead of night, 
And would have told him, half his Troy was 
burn'd : 

I fee a ft range confeflion in thine eye : 
Thou (hak'it thy head ; ami hokTlt it fear, or fin, 
To fpeak a truth. If he be (lain, fay fo ; 
The tongue offends not that reports his death : 
And he doth lin, that doth belie the dead > 
Not he, which fays the dead is not alive. 
Yet the firft bringer of unwelcome news 
Hath but a lofing office $ and his tpngue > 
Sounds ever alter as a (ullen bell, 
Remember'd knolling a departed friend. 



Greater Griefs defray the lefs. 

As the wretch, whofe fever-weaken'd joints* 
Like (trengthlefs hinges, buckle under life, 
Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 
Out of his keeper's arms ; even fo my limbs, 
Weakeirdwithgrief,beingnoWenrag"dwithgriefy 
Are thrice themfelves ; Hence, therefore, thou 

nice crutch ; 
A fcaly gauntlet now, with joints of (reel, 
Muft glove hish and :andhence,thou ficklyquoif 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, 
Which princes, flefiVd with conquclt, aim to hit. 
Now bind my brows with iron, and approach 
The rugged'lt hour that time and fpite dare bring 
To frown upon th' enrag'd Northumberland ! 
Let heaven kifs earth ! now let not Nature's hand 
Keep the wild flood confin'd ! Let order die | 
And let this world no longer be a ftage 
To feed contention in a lingVing act ; 
But let one fpirit of the rirlt-born Cain 
Reign in all bofoms, that, each heart being fet 
On bloody courfes, the rude fcene may end, 
And darknefs be the burier of the dead ! 
the Ftckknefscftke Vulgar. 

An habitation giddy and unfufe 
Hath he, that buihleth on the vulgar heart. 
O thou fond many ! with what loud applaufe 
Didllthou beat heavenwith bleffingBolmghroke, 
Before he was what thou would It have him be ! 
And, being now trimm'd in thine own deiire?, 
Thou, bcattty feeder, art fo full of him, 
That thou provok'lt thyfelf to calk him up. . 
On Sleep. 

O gentle deep, 

Nature's foft nurfe, how have I frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids down, 
And iteep my lenfes in forgetfulnefs !' 
Why rather, ileep, licit thou in lmoky cribs, 
Upon uneafy pallets itretching thee, [dumber; 
And hulh'd with buzzing night-flies to thy 
Than in the perfum'd chambers of the great, 
Under the canopies of coftly ftate, 
And lull'd w ith founds of lweeteft melody i 
O thou dull god, why lieit thou with the vile, 
In loathfome beds; and leav'lt the kingly couch, 
A wqtch-cafe, or a common larum-bell ? 
•Wilt thou, upon the high and giddy maft, 
'Seal up the (hip-boy's eyes, and rock his brains 
In cradle of the rude imperious (urge^ 
And in the vifitation of the winds, 
Who fake the ruffian billows by the top, 
Curiingtjieirmonftrousheads.and hangingthem 
With deaf 'ning clamours in theflipp'ry clouds, 
That, with the hurly, death itfelf awakes ? 
Canft thou, O partial ileep ! give thy repofe 'M 
To the wet (ea-boy in an hour fo rude ; 
And, in the calmeit and the {tilleit night, 
With all appliances, and means to boot, fM 
Deny it to a king ? 

The Charter of King Henry V. hy his Father. 

He is gracious, if he be obferv'd • 
He hath a tear for pity, and a hand* 
Open as day for melting charity ; 

Yet 
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Vet notwithstanding, being incens'd, he's flint $ What wilt thou do "when riot is thy care 
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As humorous as winter, and as ludden 
As flaws congealed in the fpring of day. 
His temper, therefore, mult be well oblerv'd : 
Chide him for faults, and do it reverently. 
When you perceive his blood inclinM to mirth: 
But, being moody, give him line and fcope : 
Tiil that his paflions, like a whale on ground, 
Confound themlclves with working, 
On Fortune, 

Will fortune never come with both hands full, 
But write her fair words dill in foulelt letters ? 
She either gives a ftomach, and no food — 
Such are the poor in health ; or elfe a feaft, 
And takes away the ftomach;— fuch the rich, 
That have abundance, and enjoy it not. 

Dialogue between Prince Henry and his Father. 

Come hither to me, Harry : — 

Depart the chamber, Wave us here alone. 

[ Exit Lords. 

P. H. I never thought to hear you fpeak again. 

K. Hen. Thy wifh was father, Harry, to that 
I ftay too long by thee, I weary thee, [thought: 
Doit thou fo hunger for my empty chair, [nours, 
That thou wilt needs invelt thee with mine ho- 
Before thy hour be ripe ? O foolifli youth ! 
'fhou feek'it the greatnefs that will overwhelm 
Stay but a little: for my cloud of dignity [thee. 
Is held from falling with lb weak a wind, 
That it will quickly drop ; my day is dim. 
Thou halt ftolen that, which after fome few hours 
Were thine without offence; and, at my death, 
Thou haft feal'd up my expectation : 
Thy life did manifeft, thou lovMft me not, 
And thou wilt have me die aflurM of it, 
Thou hid'ft a thoufand daggers in thy thoughts, 
Which thou haft whetted en thy ltony heart, 
To ftab at half an hour of my life. 
What ! can ft thou not forbear me half an hour ; 
Then get thee gone, and dig my grave thylelf j 
And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear 
That thou art crowned, not that I am dead. 
Let all the tears that Ihould bedew my hearfe, 
Be drops of balm, to fanctify thy head \ 
Only compound me with forgotten dull ; 
Give tbat, which gave thee life, unto the worms. 
Pluck down my officers, break my decrees ; 
For now a time is come to mock at form, 
Henry the Fifth is crownM : — up, vanity : 
Down, royal ftate ! All you lage councilors, 
And to the Englifh court aflemble now, [hence, 
From evYy region, apes of idlcnels ! [fcum : 
Now, neighbour-confines, purge you of your 
Have you a ruffian that will fw ear, drink, dance. 
Revel the night ; rob, murder, and commit 
The oldeft fins the neweft kind of ways ? 
Be happy, he will trouble you no more: 
England lhall double gild his treble guilt ; 
' England mall give him office, honour, might: 
For the fifth Harry from eurb'd licence plucks 
The muzzle of reftraint, and the w ild dog 
Shall flefh his tooth in ev'ry innocent. 
O my poor kingdom, lick with civil blows ! 
Wken that my care could not with -hold thy riotr, 



O, thou wilt be a vvildernefs again, 
Peopled with wolves, thy old inhabitants! 
P. Hen* O, pardon me, my liege ! but for my 
tears, [Kneeling. 
The moift impediments unto my fpeech, 
I had foreftaird this dear and deap rebuke, 
Ere you with grief had fpoke, and I had heard 
The courfe of it fo far. There is your crown j 
And he that wears the crown immortally 
Long guard it yours ! If I affect it more, , 
Than as your honour, and as your renown, 
Let me no more from this obedience rife 
(Which my moft true and inward duteous fpirit 
Teaciieth), this proftrate and exterior bending! 
Heaven witnefs with me, when I here came in, 
Andfoundnocourfeof breath withinyourMajefty, 
How cold it ftruck my heart ! If I do feign, 
O, let me in my prefent wildnejs die ; 
And never live to fhew the incredulous world 
The noble change that I have purpofed \ 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead 
(And dead almoft, my liege, to think you were), 
I fpake unto the crown, as having fenfe, 
And thus upbraided it. 11 The care on thee de- 
pending, 

" Hath fed upon the body of my father ; 

" Therefore, thou, beft of gold, art worltof gold; 

" Other, lefs fine in carat, is more precious, 

« p r eferving life in med'eine potable : [nown'd, 

" But thou, molt fine, moft honoured, moft re- 

" Haft eat thy bearer up. 1 ' Tims, my moft ropl 

Accuiing it, I put it on my head; £liege« 

To try with it— as with an enemy 

That had before my face murdev'd my father— 

The quarrel of a true inheritor. 

But it it did infect my blood with joy, 

Or fwcll my thoughts to any (train of pride; ' 

If any rebel or vain fpirit-of mine 

Did, with the lealt affection of a welcome, 

Give entertainment to the might of it, 

Let God for ever keep it from my head ! 

And make me as the poorcft vaftal is, 

That doth with awe and terror kneel to it ! 

K. Hen O my fon ! 
Heaven put it in thy mind, to take it hence, 
That thou mightMt win the more thy father's 
Pleading fo wifely in excufe of it. [love, 
Come' hither, Harry, fit thou by my bed ; 
And hear, I think, the very latell counfel [fon, 
That ever I flia.ll breathe. Heaven knows, my 
By what by-paths, and indirect crook'd ways, 
I met this crown ; and I myfelf know well, 
How troublefome it fat upon my head: 
To thee it lhall defqend with better quiet, ^ 
Better opinion, better confirmation ; 
For all" the foil of the achievement goes 
With me into the earth, It feenVd, in me, 
But.as an honour fnatch'd with boiiterous hand; 
And I had many living, to upbraid 
My gain of it by their afliftances ; 
Which daily grew to quarrel and to bloodfhed, 
Wounding i up poled pence : All thefe bold fears, 
Thou fee it, with peril I have anfwered : 
For all my reign hath been but as a fcene 

Afting 
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A&ing that argument \ and now my death ^Be now the father, and propofe a fon : ^ 
Changes the mode : for what in me was pur- Hear your own dignity 16 much prolan a. 
Falls upon thee in a much fairer fort: [chasM, ' See your molt dreadful laws fo looiely flighted, 
So thou the garland wearMt fucceitively. [do, Behold ycmrielf ib by a ion dildainM ; 
Yet, tho 1 thou iiandlt more lure than I could And then imagine me taking your part, 
Thou art not firm enough, fince griefs are green ; And, in your power, foft fdencing your ion 
And all thy friends, which thou mail make thy 



friends, 

Have but their (lings and teeth newly ta'en out j 
By whole fell working I was ririt advanced, 
And by whofe pOw'r I well might lodge a fear 
To be again difplac'd : which to avoid, 
I cut them otf ; and had a purpofe now 
To lead out many to the Holy Land ; 

Left reft, and lying itill, might make them look 'Then mould the warlike Harry, like hmifelf, 
Too near unto my ftate. Therefore, my Harry, | Aflume the port of Mars ; and, at his heels, 
Be it thy courie, to bufy giddy minds Learnt in like hounds, mould famine, fword,and 

With foreign quarrels j that action, hence borne 



§21. THE LIFE OF HENRY V. 

Shakespeare* 

Prologue, 

Ofor a mUft of fire, that would afcend 
l The brighteft heaven of invention ! 
A kingdom for a ftagc, princes to act, 
And monarchs to behold the (welling fcene \ 



May wade the memory of the former days, [out, 
More would I, but my lungs are wafted fo, 
That ftrength of fpeech is utterly denied me. 
How I came by the crown, O God, forgive ! 
And grant it may with thee in true peace live ! 

P Men. My gracious liege, 
You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me; 
Then plain and right muft my poiVeflion be : 
Which I, with more than with a common pain, 
*Gainftall the world will rightfully maintain. 

Reflections on a Cro wn. 
O poliuYd perturbation ! golden care ! 
That keeps the ports of (lumber open wide 
To many a watchful night — fleep with it now ! 
Yet not fo found, and half fo deeply fweet, 
As he, whofe brow, with homely biggen bound, 
Snores out the watch of night. O Majefty ! 
When thou doft pinch thy bearer, thou doll fit 
Like a rich armour worn in heat of day, 
That fcalds with iafety. 

Gold. 

How quickly nature falls into revolt, 
When gold becomes her object ! 
For this, the foolilh, over-careful fathers 

Have broke their fleep with thoughts, theirbrains | q^^s, li ke merchants, venture trade abroad; 
Their bones with mftuftry ; m JJwtfli care, ( 0thers> Hke lbldiers> armed in ^ 

Make boot upon the fummer's velvet buds 



Crouch for employment. [fire, 
( onfideraiion. 
Confideration, like an angel, came, 
And whipped th offending Adam out of him: 
Leaving his body as a paradife, 
To envelop and contain celeftial fpirits. 
King Henry V. his Perfections. 
Hear him but reaibn in divinity, 
And, all-admiring, with an inward wift 
You would defire the king Were made a prelate: 
Hear him debate ofcommon-wealth afiairs, 
You would fay, it hath been all-in-all his ftudy: 
Lift his difcourfe of war, and you (hall hear 
A fearful battle rendered you in muiic. 
Turn him to any caufe of policy, 
The gordian knot of it he will unloofe, 
Familiar as his garter; that, when he fpeaks, 
The air, a charter'd libertine, is ftill, 
And the mute wonder lurketh in men's ears, 
To Ileal his fweet and honey'd fentences* 
7 be Common-wealth of Bees. 
So work the honey-bees : 
Creatures that, by a rule in nature, teach 
The ac"r of order to a peopled kingdbm. 
They have a king, and officers of forts : 
Where fome, likemagiftrates, correcf at homej 



For this they have engroflcd and piTd up 
The cankcrM heapr, of ft range achieved gold j 
For this they have been thoughtful to inveit 
Their fons with arts and martial cxercifess 
When, like the bee, culling from ty'ry flow'r 



Which pillage they with merry march bring 
To the tent- royal of their empe/or : [home 
Who, bulled in his majcity, furveys 



i The fingintr mafons building roofs of firoW ; 
The v.rtuous Iweets, honey, . Xhe civil 3ti«n« kiwading lip the honey 

Our thighs packed with wax, our mouths withinm 

We bring it to the hive ; and, like the bees, 
Are murder'd for our pains. 

The Chief Juftice to King Henry' V. whom he had 
im r rifcned. 

If the deed were ill, 

Be you contented, wearing now the garland, 
To have a fon fet your decrees at nought; 
To pluck down juftice from your awful bench ; 
To trip the courie of law, and blunt the fword 
That guards thepeace and (afcty of your perfon : 
Nay, more, to fpurn at your moft royal image, 
And mock your workings in a fecund body. 
Queitiony our royal thoughts,muke the cafeyours, 



The poor mechanic porters crowding in 
Their heavy burthens at his narrow gate j 
The fid-eyed juftice, with his furly hum. 
Delivering o'er to executors pale 
The lazy yawning drone. 

Warlike Spirit. 
Now all the youth of England are on fire, 
And filken dalliance in the wardrobe lies; 
Now thrive the armourers, and honour's thought 
Reigns (oltly in the breaft of cvYy man : ° 
They fell the pafture now to buy the hoi fe : - 
Following the mirror of all Chriftian kings, 
With winged heels, as Englifh Mercuries. 
For now lits expectation in the air ; 

And 
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And hides a fvvord, from hilt unto the point, 
With crowns imperial, crowns, and coronets, 
Promised to Harry, and his followers. 

England. 

O England !— nnodel to thy inward greatnefs, 
Like little body with a mighty heart— • 
What mightft thou do, that honour would thee 
Were all thy children kind and natural • [do. 
But fee thy fault! France hath in thee found 
A neft of hollow bofoms, which he fills, [out 
With treacherous crowns. 

Falfe Appearances. 
O ! how thou haft with jealoufy infe&ed 
'the fvveetnefs of affiance ! (hew men dutiful ? 
Why, fo didft thou: feem they grave and 
learned ? 

Why, fo didft thou : come they of noble family ? 
Why, fo didft thou : feem they religious ? 
Why, fo didft thou: or are they fpare in diet ; 
Free from grofs pafllon, or of mirth, or anger ; 
Conltant in fpirit, not fwerving with the blood j 
Garnifh'd and deckM in modeft compliment j 
Not working with the eye, without the ear, 
And, but in purged judgment, trufting neither ? 
Such, and fo finely boulted, didft thou feem : 
And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot, 
To mark the full -fraught man, and bett endued, 
With fome fuipicion. 

King Henrfs Character, by the Conftable ff France. 

You are too much miftaken in this king: 
Quellion your grace the late ambailadors — 
With what great Hate he heard their embaffy : 
How well fupplied with noble councilors — . 
How modeft in exception, and, withal, 
How terrible in conftant refolution — 
And youjhall find, his vanities fore-fpent 
Were but the o*:tfide of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering difcretion with a coat of folly j 
As gardeners do with ordure hide thole roots 
That mall firll fpring, and be mcft delicate. 

Defcription of a Fleet fett'ing fail* 
Suppofe, that you have feen 
The well-appointed king at Hampton-pier 
Embark his royalty ; and his brave fieet 
With filken ftreamers the young Phoebus fan* 

»fn£, ( ■ 
Play with your fancies: and in them behold, 
Upon the hempen tackle, fhip-bcys climbing: 
Hear the thrill whittle, which doth order give 
To founds confus'd: behold the threaden fails, 
Borne with the invifible and creeping wind, 
Draw the huge bottoms thro' the furrow'd fea, 
Breaking the lofty furge. 

Defcription of Night in a Camp. 
From camp to camp, thro" the foul womb of 
The hum of either army Hilly founds, [night, 
That the fix'd lentinels almolt receive 
The fecret rwhifpers of each other's watch : 
l r ire anfwers fire ; and through their paly f.ames 
Each battle iecs the other's umbcr'd fice": 
Steed threatens Heed, in high and bouilful neighs, 
Piercing the nights dull car, and from the tent:-, 
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The armourers, accompli&ing the knights, 
With bufy hammers clofing rivets up, 
Give dreadful note of preparation* 
Tht country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll : 
And the third hour of drowiy morning name. 
Proud of their numbers, and lecure in foul, 
The confident and over-lufty French 
Do the low-rated Englifh play at dice; 
And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night, 
Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp 
So tedioufly away. The poor condemned Englifh, 
Like lacrifices, by their watchful fires 
Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 
The morning's danger $ and their gefture fad, 
Inverting lank lean cheeks, and war-worn coats, 
Prefenteth them unto the gazing moon 
So many horrid gholrs. O, now, who will behold 
The royal captain of this ruin'd band, [-tent, 
Walking from watch to watch, from tent to 
Let him cry— praile and glory on his head I 
For forth he gees, and vifits all his hod ; 
Bids them good-morrow, with a modeic fmile$ 
And calls them — brothers, friends. and country- 
Upon his royal face there is no note. [men. 
How dread an army hath enrounded himj 
Nor dcth he dedicate one jot of colour 
Unto the weary and all-watched night : 
But freihly looks, and overbears attaint, 
With cheerful fembiance, and fweet majefty; 
That evYy wretch, pining and paie before, 
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks : 
A iargefs univerfal, like the fun, 
His liberal eye doth give to evVy one, 
Thawing cold fear. 

The Mif cries of Royalty. 
O hard condition ! twin-born with greatnefs, 
Subject to the breath of every fool, [ing ! 
Whcfe fenle no more can feel but his own wring- 
What infinite heart Veafe mutt: kings neglect; 
That private men enjoy ; 
And what have kings, thSt privates have not too, 
Save ceremony, fave general ceremony ? 
And what art thou, thou idol ceremony ? 
Wh it kind of god art thou, that futFer'tt: more 
Of mortal griefs, than do thy worlhippers ? 
What are thy rents ? what are thy comings-in ? 

0 ceremony, mew me but thy worth I 
What is the foul of adoration ? 
Art thou aught elfe but place, degree, and form, 
Creating awe and fear in other men, 
Wherein thou art lefs happy, being fear'd, 
Than they in fearing ? 

What drink'ft thou eft, in (lead of homage fweaf, 
But poiibn'd flattery ? O, be fick, great great- 
And bid thy ceremony give thee cure. [nefs, ( 
Think'ft thou, the fiery fever will go out 
With titles blown from adulation ? 
Will it give place to flaKure and low-bending ? 
Canft rhtJu, when thou command'ft the beggar's 
knee. 

Command thehealthof it? No,thoU proud dream 
Thar/ play Tc fo fubtly with a king's repoie •. 

1 am a king, that find thee ; and I knowj 
r Tis not the balm, the fecptre, and the ball, 
I R r I\ie 
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The fword, the mace, the crown imperial, , 
The enter-tiffued robe of gold and pearl, 
•The farfed title running Yore the king, 
The throne he iits on, nor the tide of pomp, 
That beats upon the high more of this world — 
No, not all theft, thrice gorgeous ceremony, 
Not all thefe, laid in bed majeftical, 
Can deep fo foundly as the wretched flave; 
Who, with a body fhTd, and vacant mind, 
Gets him to reft, cramm'd with diftrefsful bread j 
Never fees horrid night, the child of hell ; 
But, like a lacquey, from the rife to fet. 
Sweats in the eye of Phoebus, and all night 
Sleeps in Elyfium; next day, after dawn, 
Doth rile, and help Hyperion to his horfe; 
And follows fo the ever-running year, 
With profitable labour, to ins-grave : 
And, but for ceremony, fuch a wretch, [deep. 



A teftament of noble-ending love. 
The pretty and fwett manner of it tore a 
Thofe waters from me which I v/ould have 
But I had not fo much of man in me, (.ltopp ct> 
And all my mother came into mine eyes, 
And gave me up to tears. 

The Miferxs of War. 
Her vine, the merry cheerer of the heart, 
Unpruned dies \ her hedges even pleach d, 
Like prifoners, wildly over-grown with hair, 
Put forth diforder'd twi^s : her fallow leas 
The darnel, hemlec, and rank fumitory, 
Doth root upon ; while that the coulter rufts, 
That ihould deracinate fuch favageiy : 
The even mead, that erft brought fweetly forth 
The freckled cowliip, bumet, and green clover, 
Wanting tlic icy the, withal uncorreaed, rank, 
Conceives by idlenefs ; and nothing teems, 



Winding up days with toil, and nights with jgut hateful docks, rough thirties, kecklies, burs* 



Hath the fore hand and vantage of a king, 

A Defcription of the miferable State of the Englifh 
Army. 

Yon ifland carrions, defp'rate of their bones,- 
Ill-frvour'dly become the morning field : 
Their ragged curtains poorly are let loofe, 
And our air (hakes them pafling fcomfully. 
Big Mars feems bankrupt in their beggar' d hoft, : 
And faintly thro 1 a nifty beaver pseps. 
Their horlemen fit like fixed candlelticks, 
With torch-ftaves in their hand : and the poor 
jades 

Lob down their heads, dropping the hide and 
hips ; 

The gum down-roping from their pale dead eyes, 
And in their pale dull mouths the gimmal bit 
Lies foul with chew'd grafs, ftill and motionlefs ; 
And their executors,. the knavilh crows, 
Fly o'er them all, impatient for their hour. 

King Henry s Speech before the Battle of Agmcourt. 
He that out -lives this day, and conies lafe 
home, 

Will fland a tip-toe when this day is nam/d, 
And roufe <him at the name of Crifpian. 
He that (hall live this day, and fee old rge, 
Wilfyearly on the vigil fcalt his neighbour, 
And fay, To-morrow is St. Crifpian I 
Then wiUhe ftrip his (leeve, and lhew his fears : 
Old men forget 5 yet mall not all forget, 
But they'll remember, with advantages, 
What teats they did that day : then (hall our 
names, 

familiar in their mouths, as houlehold words, 
Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter, 
"Warwick aad Talbot, Salifbury and Glo'fter, 
'lie in their flowing cups freflily remembered. 

Defcription of the Earl of York's Death. 
He frruTd me in the face, gave me his hand, 
And, with a feeble gripe, fays, 5* Dear my lord, 
a Commend my fervice to my fovereign." 
So did he turn, and over Suffolk's neck 
He threw his wounded arm, and kifsM his lips ; 
And lb, cfpous'd to death, with blood he ieaPd 



Lofing both beauty and utility. 



§ 22. THE FIRST PART OF HENRY VL 

Shakspeao. 

Glory. 

A^lorv 19 like a circle in the water; 

Which never cealeth to enlarge itfelf, 
Till by broad fpreading it difperfe to nought, 
Marriage. 

For marriage is a matter of more worth, 
Than io be dealt in by attorneymip. 



For what is wedlock forced but a hell, 
An age of difcord and continual ftrife ? 
Whereas the contrary bringeth forth blifs, 
And is a pattern of celeftial peace. 



§ 23. THE SECOND PART OF HENRY VI. 

Shakspeare. 
A refolved ambitious Woman. 
Tj*oi.LOw I mult, I cannot go before, 
" While Gk/Iler bears tins bafe and humble 
mind. 

Were 1 a man, a duke, andnext of blood, 
I would remove tl-efe tedious (tumbling-blocks, 
And fmooth my way upon their headlefs neck$> 
And, being a woman, I will not be (lack 
To play my part in fortune's pageant. 

The Lord ever to be remembered. 
Let never day or night unhallow'd pafs, 
But Hill remember what the Lord hath done. 

Eleanor to the Duke of Gkijler, <wben doing 
Penance. 

For, whilft I think I am thy married wife> 
And thou a prince, protector of this land, 
Methinks,I (hould not thus be led along, • 
Mail'd up in (harne, with papers on -my back} 
And follow'd with a rabble, that rejoice 
To fee my tears, and hear my deep-felt groans. 
The ruthlels Hint doth cut my tender feet ; 
And, when I (bi t, the envious people laugh, 
And bid me be adviled Uow I tread. 

SiM 
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Silent Refentpient deep eft. 
Smooth runs the water where the brook is deep ; 
And in his fimple mow he harbours treafon. 

A guilty Countenance * 
Upon the eye-balls murdYous tyranny- 
Sits, in grim majefty, to fright the world. 

Defcriptkn of a murdered Perfon. 
See, how the blood is fettled m his face ! 
Oft have I feen a timely-parted ghoit, 
Of amy fembjance, meagre, pale, and bloodlefs, 
Being all defcended to the lab ou zing heart; 
Who, in the conflict that it holds with death, 
Attracts the fame for aidance 'gainft the enemy ; 
Which with the heart there cools, and ne'er re- 
turned* 

To blum and beautify the cheek again. 
But, fee, his face is black, and fulf of blood; 
His eye-balls further out than when he Iiv'dj 
Staring full ghaftly, hke a ftrangled man : 
His hair uprearM, his noltrils ftretch'd with 
ft niggling; 

His hands abroad difplay'd, as one that grafp'd 
And tugg'd for life, and was by ftrength fubdued. 
Look on the fheets : his hair, you fee, is flicking; 
His weilrproportion'd beard made rough and 
* rugged, 

Like to the fummer H s corn by tempeft lodg'd. 
it cannot be butiie was murderM here; 
The lead of all thefe figns were probable. * 

A good Confcience, 
What ftronger breaft-plate than a heart un- 
tainted ? y 
Thrice is he arnVd, that hath his quarrel juft; 
And he but naked, though lock'd up in Heel, 
Whole confeience with injuftice is corrupted. 

Remorfelefs Hatred. 
A plague upon 'em ! wherefore mould I curfe 
them ? 

Would curfes kill, as doth the mandrake's groan, 
I would invent as bitter fearching terms, 
As curs'd, as harm, as horrible to hear, 
Dejiver'd itrongly through my fixed teeth, 
With full as many figns of deadly hate, 
As lean-fae'd envy in her loathfome cave: 
My tongue mould Humble i n mine earnelt words $ 
Mine eyes mould fparkle like the beaten flint; 
Mine hair be nVd on end like one diftrac"t; 
Ay/ev'ry joint fliould feemto curfe and ban ; 
And even now,my burdened heart would break. 
Should I not curfe them. Poifon be their drink ! 
Gall, worie than gall, the daintieft that they tafte ! 
Their fweeteft (hade, a grove of cyprefs trees ! 
Their chiefeft profpedr, murdering bafdiffcs ! 
Their fofteft touch, as fmiirt as lizards' flings; 
Their mufic, frightful as the ferpent's hils ^ 
And boding fcnch-owls make the concert full ! 
* AJ1 the foul terrors in dark-feated hell 

Now, by the ground that I am ban? fh'd from, 
Well could I curfe away a winter's night, 
Though ftandng naked on a mountain top, 
Where biting cold would never let grafs grow. 



Parting Lovers. 
And banifhed I am, if but from thee. 
Go, fpeak not to me, ev?n now be gone— - 
O. go not yet! even thus two friends condemned 
Embrace, and kift, and take ten thoufand leaves, 

Loather a hundged times to part than die. 

Yet, now farewel ; and farewel life with thee ! 

Sufi Thus is poor SuJiolk ten titfies ban i {bed, 
Once by the klrig, and three times thrice by thee. 
'Tis not the land I carelbr, weft thou litncej 
A wildemefs is populous enough, 
So Suffolk Ind thy heavenly coinp?.ny : 
For where thou art, thoi e is the world itfelf,- 
With every feverat pica lure in the world ! 
And where thou art not, delegation. , 

fy™g, ™ith the Perfon . bebved, preferable it ' 

parting* 

If I depart from thee, 1 cannot live : 
And in thy light to die, what were it elfe, 
But like a pleafant ilumber in thy lap ? 
Here could I breathe my foul into the air, 
A^miid and gentle as the cradle-babe, 
Dying with mother's dug between its lips. 

The Death -bed Horrors of a guilty Confeience. 
Bring me uuto my trial when you will. 
Died he not in his bed i Where mould he die ? 
Can I make men live, whether they will or no ? 

0 ! torture me no more, I will confefs-— — 
Alive again > Then fl\ew me where he is ; 

1 11 ^ive a thouiand pound to look Upon him—* 
He hath no eyes, the dull hath blinded them. 
Comb down his hair ; look ! look ! it Hands 

upright, 

Like lime-twigs fet to catch my winged foul 1 
Give me fome drink ; and bid the apothecary 
Bring the flrong poifon that I bought of him. 
Night. 

The gaudy, blabbing, and remorfeful day 
Is crept into the bofom of the fca ; 
And now loud howling wolves aroufe the jades 
That drag the tragic melancholy flight ; 
Who wit(ftheirdrowfy,flow,and flagging wings, 
Ciip de-id men's graves, and from their milty 

jaws 1 
Breathe foul contagious darknefs in the air, 

Kent. 

Kent, in the commentaries Csefar writ, 
Is term'd the civil'll place of all this ifle: 
Sweet is the country, becaufe full of riches j 
The people liberal, valiant, active, wealthy. 
Lord Say^s Apology for himfelf 
Juftice, with favour, have I always done ; 
Prayers and tears have mov'd me, gifts, could 
never. 

When have I aught exacted at your hands, 
Kent to maintain, the king, ? he realm, and you f 
Large gifts have I beftow'd on learned clerks 
Becaufemy book preferred me to the king: 
And-* feeing ignorance is the curfe of Gcd, 
Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heaven, 
Unlefs you be pofleiVd with devilifh fpirits, 
You cannot but forbw to murder me. 

Ri 3 $ 24. 
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§ 24. THE THIRD PART OF HENRY VP. 

Shakspeare. 
The T ra?ifports of a Crown. 
— r-\o but think 

U How fvveet a thing it is to wear a crown ; 
Within whofe circuit is Elyfium, 
And all that poets f eign of blifs and joy. 
A hungry Lion. 
So looks the pent-up lion o'er the wretch 
That trembles under his devouring paws: 
And fo he walks, infulting o'er his prey ; 
And fo he comes to rend his limbs afunder. 
The Duke of York on the gallant Behaviour of his 
Sons. 

Myfons— Godknowswhathathbechanc'dthem: 
^ut this'I know— they have demean*d themlelves 
Like men born to renown, by life, or death. 
Three times did Richard make a lane to me, 
And thrice cried, "Courage, father ! fight it out I V 
And full as oft came Edward to my fide- 
With purple faulchion painted to the hilt 
In blood of thofe that had encounterM him : 
And when the hardieft warriors did retire, 
Richard cried, " Charge ! and give no foot of 
ground IV 

And cried, " A crown* or elfe a glorious tomb ! 
" A fceptre, or an earthly fepulchre !" 
With this we charg'd again: but our* alas ! 
We bodg'd again ; as I have feen a fwan 
With bootlefs labour fwim againft the tide, ; 
And fpend her ftrength with over-matchin 
waves. 

A Father's Paflion on the Murder of a favourite 

Child, 

O tiger's heart, wrapp'd in a woman's hide ? 
How couldft thou drain the life-blood of the 
To bid the father wipe his eyes withal, [child, 
And yet be feen to bear a woman's face ? 
Women are foft, mild, pitiful, and flexible ; 
Thou ftern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorJelefs 



That face of his the hungry cannibals 
Would not have touch'd, would not have ftainM 

with blood : 
But you are more inhuman, more inexorable- 
O, ten times more than tigers of Hyrcania. 
See, ruthlefs queen, a hanlefs father's tears : 
This cloth thou dipp'dit in blood of my Iweet 
And I with tears do wafh the blood away, [boy, 
Keep thou the napkin, and go boaft of this : 
Ana, if thou tell'ft the heavy ftory right, 
Upon my foul, the hearers will lhed tears ; 
Yea, even my foes will (lied fait falling tears, 
And fay, " Alas, it was a piteous deed!" 
The Duke of York in Eat tie. 

Methought, he bore him in the trucked troop, 
As doth a lion in a herd of neat ; 
Or as a bear, encompafs'd round with dogs, 
Who having pinch'd a few, and made them cry, 
The reft Hand alj aloof, and bark at him. 
The Morning. 

See how the morning opes her golden gates, 
And takes her farewel of the glorious fun ! 



EXTRACTS, Book llh 

How well refembles it the prime of youth, 
Trimm'd like a yonker prancing to his love ! 
The Mornings Dawn. 
This battle fares like to the morning's war, 
When dying clouds contend with growing light 5 
What time the fhepherd, blowing of his nails, 
Can neither call it perfecl day or night. . 
The Blcjfmv of a Shepherd's Life. 
O God ! metHinks it were a happy life, 
To be no better than a homely fwain i 
To fit upon a hill, as t do now, 
To carve out dials quaintly, point by point, 
Thereby to fee the minutes how they run : 
How many make the hour full complete, 
How many hours bring about the day, 
How many days will finifti up the year, 
How many years a mortal man may live : 
When this is known, then to divide the times : 
So many hours muft I tend my flock \ 
So many hours muft I take my" reft \ 
So many hours muft I contemplate j J 
So many hours muft I fport myfelf ; 
So many days, my ewes have been with young; 
So many weeks,' ere the poor fools will yean j 
So many months, ere I (hall (hear the fleece : 
So minutes, hours, day s,weeks, months, and years, 
Pafs'd over to the end they were created, ' 
Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 
Ah what a life were this! howfweet! how lovely! 
Gives not the hawthorn bu(h a fweeter made 
To fhepherds, looking on their filly ftieep, 
Than doth a rich embroider'd canopy 
To kin^s, that fear their fubjecls' treachery f 
O, yes, it doth ; a thouiand fold it doth. 
And to conclude — the ihepherd's homely curds, 
His cold thin drink out ot his leather bottle, 
His wonted fleep under a frelh tree's fliade, 
All which fecure and fweetly he enjoys, 
Is far beyond a prince's delicates, 
His viands lparkling in a golden cup, 
His body couched in a curious bed. 
When care, miftruft, and trealbn wait on him. 

Mcb. 

Look, as I blow this feather from my face, 
And as the air blows it to me again, 
Obeying with my wind, when I do blow, 
And yielding to another when it blows, 
Commanded always by the greater guft ; 
Such is the lightnefs of your common men; 
A Simile on ambitious Thoughts* 
Why, then I do but dream on fov'reignty; 
Like one that ftands upon a promontory, 
And fpies a far-off more where he would tread, 
Wifhing his foot were equal with his eye ! 
And chides the fea that lunders him from thence, 
Saying — he'll lade it dry> to have his way. 
Gloucefcrs Deformity. 
Why, love forfwore me in my mother's womb: 
And, for I fliould not deal in her foft laws, 7 
She did corrupt frail nature with fome bribt 
To (brink mine aim .Up like a wither'd fhrubj 
To make an envious mountain-on my back, 
Where fits deformity to mock my body j ' fc, 

To 
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To fhape my legs of an unequal (ize; 
To di {"proportion me in every part : 
Like to a chaos T 'or an unlick'd bear-whelp, 
That carries no imprertion like the dam. 
And am 1 then a man to be belov'd ? 

Gloucester' s Dijfimulation. 
Why, I can fmile, and murder while I fmile 
And cry, content, to that which grieves my heart 
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears j 
And frame my face to all occaiions: 
Vi\ drown more failors than the mermaid mall 
I'll Hay more gazers than the bafililk \ ■ 
I'll play the orator as well as Neftor, 
Deceive more (lily than Uiyfles could, 
And, like a Sinon, take another Troy : 
1 can add colours to the cameleon ; 
Change ihapes with Proteus, for advantages, 
And let the murd'rous Machiavel to fchool. 
^Can I do this, and cannot get a crown ? 

Henry VI. on his own Lenity. 
I have not ftopp'd mine ears to their demands, 
Nor polled off their fuits with flow delays ; 
My pity, hath been balm to heal their wounds, 
My mildnefs hath allay'd their fwelling griefs, 
My mercy dried their water-flowing tears. 
1 have not been defirous of their wealth, 
Nor much opprefs'd them with great fubfidies, 
Nor forward of revenge, tho' they much err'd. 
The Earl of IVarivick's tying Speech. 
Ah,who is nigh ? Come to me, friend or foe, 
A*nd tell me who is victor, York or Warwick r 
Why a(k I that ? My mangled body (hews ; 
My blood, my want of ftrength, my flck heart 
That I mult yield my body to the earth, [lhews 
And, by my fall, the conqueft to my foe. 

Thus yields the cedar to the axe's edge, 
Wjhofe arms gave fhelter to the princely eagle, 
Under whofe made the ramping lion flept j [tree, 
Whole top-branch overpeer'd Jove's fpreading 
And keptlowfhrubs fromwinter'spowcrful wind. 
Thefe eyes, that now are dimmed with death's 

. black veil, 
Have been as piercing as the mid-day fun* 
To fearch the fecret treafons of the world. 
The wrinkles in my brows, now fiiPd with 
Were liken'd oft to kingly fepulchres ; [blood, 
For who liv'd kirfg, but I could dig his grave ? 
And who durft fmile, when Warwick bent Ids 

brow ? * 
Lo, now my glory fmear'd in duft and blood ! 
My parks, my walks, my manors that I had, 
Ev'n now forfake me; and, of all my lands, 
Is nothing left me, but my body's length. 
S(uetn MargareVs Speech before the Battle of 
Teivhcjbu^y. 
Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I fhould 
My tears gainiay ; for every word I fpeak, [fay, 
% Ye fee, I drink the water of my eyes. [reign, 
Therefore, no more but this : Henry, your love- 
Is priibner to the foe, his ilate ufurp'd, 
His realm a flaughter-houfe, his fuJbjeSs /lain, 
His ftatutes cancell'd, and his treafure fpent ; 
And yonder is the wolf that makes this fpoil : 



' Vou fight in juftice : then, in God's name, Lords, 
Be valiant, and give fignal to the fight. 
Omens on the Eirth of Richard III. 
The owl ihriek'd at thy birth, an evil fign ; 
The night-crow cried, a boding lucklcls tune; 
Dogs howl dj and hideous tempefls lhook down 
trees 5 

The raven rook'd her cn the chimney's top, 
And chattering pyes in difmal difcords fung: 
Thy mother felt more than a mother's, pain^ 
And yet brought forth lefs than a mother's 
To wit — an indigelt, deformed lump, [hope, 
Not like the fruit of fuch a goodly tree, [born, 
Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft 
To fignify — thou cam'it to bite the world: 
And, if the reft be true which I have heard, 
Thou cam'ft " into the world with thy legs for- 
"ward." 

§ 25. THE LIFE OF HENRY VIII. 

Shakspeake, 

Anger- 

— r-po climb fleep hills, 

Requires flow pace at firft. Anger is like 
A full-hot horfe ; who, being allow'd liis way, 
Self -mettle tires him. 

Aftion to be carried on with Refolution. 

If I am 

Traduc'd by ignorant tongues, which neither 
My faculties, nor perfon, yet will be [know 
The chronicles of my doing — let me fay, 
*Tis but the fate of pJace, and the rough brake 
That virtue mull go through. We muit not Hint 
Our neceflary actions, in the fear 
To cope malicious cenfurers ; which ever, 
As rav'nous fiihes, do a veflel follow 
That is new-trimm'd j but benefit no further 
Than vainLy longing. What we oft do belt, 
By uck interpreters, once weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allow'd j what worft, as oft 
Hitting a grofler quality, is cried up 
For our beltafo If we. (hall ftand 1H11, 
In fear our motion' will be mock'd or carp'd at^> 
We fhould take root here, where we fit, or fit 
State- llatues only. 

Neiv Cufloms. 

; New cuftoms, 

Though they be never lb ridiculous, 
Nay, let 'em be unmanly, yet are folio w'd. 
The Duke of Buckingham's grayer for the King. 

May he live 



Longer than I have time to tell his years ! 
Ever belov'd, and loving, may his rule be ! 
And, when old time (hall lead him to his end, 
Goodnefs and he fill up one monument ! 
Dependents not to be too much trujled by great Men, 

This* from a dying man receive as certain : 
Where you arpliberal of your loves, and counfels, 
Befureyon benot looih for thole you makefriends, 
And give your hearts to,when thev once perceive 
The lead rub-in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye, never found again 
But where they mean to link ye. 

Rr3 Ag$od 
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A good Wife. 
——A lofs of her, 
•jThat, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never loft her fuftre j 
Of her, that loves him with that excellence 
That angels love good men with ; even of herj 
That when the greateft ftroke of fortune falls, 
Will blefs the king. 

The Itlejfmgs of a loiv Station. 
— — Tis better to be lowly born, 
And range with humble livers in content, 
Than to be perk'd up in a glittering grief, 
And wear a golden forrow. 

guetn Catharine s Speech to hir Hujband. 

— A'i./j, Sir, 

In what have I oilended you ? What caufe 
Hath my behaviour given to your difplea Tare, 
That thus you tk&a id proceed to put me off, 
And take your good grace from me ? Heaven 
witnejs, 

I have been to you a true and htfmble wife, 
At all times to your will conformable : 
Ever in fear to kindle your diflike, 
Yea, fubjecl: to your countenance $ glad or lorry 
As I faw it inclin'd. When was the hour, 
J ever contradicted youndefire, 
Or made it not mine too ? Which of your friends 
Have I not ltrove to love, although I knew 
He were mine enemy ? What friend of mine, 
That had to him derived your anger, did I 
Continue in my liking ? nay, gave notice, 
He was from thence difcharg-'d ? Sir, call to mind 
Th?c I have been your wife, in this obedience, 
Upward of twenty years ; and have been blefs'd 
"With many children by you. If, in the courfe 
And procels of this time, you can report, 
And prove it too, againft mine honour aught, 
My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty, 
Againft your facred perfon, in God's name 
Turn me away j and let the foul'd contempt 
Shut door upon me, and fo give me up 
To the lharpeft kind of juftiee. 

%&fi£n Catharine's Speech to Cardinal U'olfey. 

——You are meek, and humble mouth'd j 
Youfign your place and calling, in full leeming 
With % meeknefsand humility : but your heart 
Is cramm'd with arrogancy, fpleen, and pride. * 
You have, by fortune,and his highnefs" favours, 
Gone fiightly o'er low fteps ; and now are 
mounted, [words, 
Where powYs are your retainers: and your 
Doraeitics to you, ferve your will, as 't pleale 
Yourfelf pronounce their office. I muft tell you, 
You tender more your perlbn's honour, than 
Your high profeflion fpiritual. 

King Hcnrfs Char after of Qitcen Catharine. 

That man V the world who ihall report he has 
A better wife, li t him in nought fce trufted, 
For fpcaking ( ditin that: Then art, alone, 
(If thy rare qualities, fweet gentienefs,. 
Thy meeknels fainf-li.ke, wife-like government, 
Obeying in commancling, and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious elje, could but fpeak thee 
The queen of earthly queens [out) 



EXTRACTS, Book HI. 

, On her own Merit. 
Have I lived thus long (let me fpeak myfelf, 
Since virtue rinds no friends) a wife, a true one* 
A woman (I dare fay without vain -glory) 
Never yet branded: with fufpicion ? , , . . 
. Have I with all my full affection [obeyed him ? 
Still met the king ? lov'd him next Heaven I 
Been, out of fondnefs, iuperftitious 10 him ? 
Almoit forgot my prayers to content him I 
And am I thus rewarded ? 'Tis not well, lords* 
Bring me a conftant woman to her hu(bano, 
One that ne'er dreamM a joy beyond hiyplcaiure i 

And to that woman, when (he has done mod, 
Yet will I add an honour— a great patience. 
Queen Catharine compared to a Lily. 
Like the lily, 
That once was miftreis of the field, and flcnt- 
I '11 hang my head, and pcrith. [nih^ 
Obedience to Princes. 
The hearts of princes kii's obedience, 
So much they love it : but to fcubborn fpirks^ ; 
They iwell, and grow as terrible as ftorms. 
Horror, its outward Ejfecls. 

Some ftrange commotion 

Is hvhis brain : he bites his lip, and ftarts ; 
Stops on a fudden, looks upon the ground, 
Then lays his linger on his temple ; ftraight 
Springs out into fail gait ; then ftops again, 
Strikes his breait hard j and anon he calls 
His eye againft the moon: in mod ftrange po£ 
We've ieen him let himielf. [tures, 
Firm Allegiance. 

Though perils did 

Abound as thick as thought could make 'em, 
Appear in forms as horrid ; yet my duty, [antf 
As doth a rock againft the chiding flood, 
Should the approach of this wild river break, 
And Hand unftfaken yours. 

Anger, its external Effecls. 
What fudden anger's this? How have Ireap'd 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin - [it I 
LeapM from his eyes : fo looks the chafed lion 
Upon the daring huntfman that has gairdhim j 
Then makes him nothing. 

Falling Greatnefs. 
——Nay, then farewel \ [nefs ; 

I have touch'd the higheft point of aD my great* 
And, from that full meridian of my glory, 
I hafte now to my letting. I fliall fall, 
Like a bright exhalation in the evening, 
And no man lee me more. 

The Vicijftudes of Life. 
So- farewel to the little good you bear me. 
Farewel, a long farewel, to all my greatnefs ! 
This is the ftate of man \ To day he puts forth. 
The tender leaves of hope, to-morrow bloflbins, 
And bears his blufhing honours thick upon him;* 
The third day comes a frOlt, a killing froft j 
And when he thinks, good eafy man, full furely 
His greatnefi is a ripening, nips his root, 
And then he falls, as 1 do, I have venturM, 
Like little wanton boys, that fwim on bladder^, 
This 
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This many fummers in a fea of glory ; l" Give him a little earth for cliarity 

But far beyond my depth : my high-Mown pride | So went to bed : where eagerly his ficknefs 
At length broke under me; and now has leftiPurfued him ltill ; and, three nights after this, 
Weary, and old with iervice, to the mercy [me, ! About the hour of eight (which he himfelf 
Of a rude ftream, that muft for ever hide me. ; Foretold Ihould be his laft), full of repentance, 
Vain pomp and glory Of this world, I hate ye I I Continual meditations, tgars and forrows, » 
I feel my heart new open'd. O, how wretched \ He gave his honours to the world again, » 
Is that poor man that hangs on princes' favours! • His bielled part to heaven, and ilept in peace. 
There is, betwixt that fmile we would afpire to, jfa y lces an £ virtues. 

That fwect afoe« of princes, and our rum, , Sq he reft h[$ fau]ts He tl on bim | 
More pangs and fears tlian war or women have ; yct thu / far> Griffi?hj gi ve melea fa ve to fpeakhim, 



And, when he falls, he falls Jike Lucifer, 
Never to hope again. 

Cardinal IVolJefi Speech to Cromvuell. 
Cromwell, I did not think to lhed a tear 
in all my mileries ; but thou hall fore'd me, 
Out of thy honeft truth, to phy the woman. 
Lefs dry our eyes: and thus far hear me, Crom 

And, when I am forgotten, as I fhall be, [well;' But where he went to ruin, pitiful : 
And fleep in dull cold marble, where no mention His promifes were, as he then was, mighty ; 
Of me more mul be heard of, fay, I taught thee.;' But his performance, as he u.^w is, nothing, 



And yet with charity — fie was a man 
Of an unbounded ftomach, ever ranking 
Himfelf with princes ; one, that by fuggeftion 
Tied all the kingdom : fimony was fair play ; 
His own opinion was his law : I' the prefence 
He would fay untruths ; and be ever double, 
Both in his words and meaning: : He was never, 



Say, Woliey, that once trod the ways of glory, 
And founded all the depths and fhoals of honour, 
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rife in ; 
A fure and fafe one, tho' thy malter mifs'd it. 
Mark but my fall, and that that ruin'd me. 
Cromwell, I charge th$e, fling away ambition ; 
By that lin fell the angels ; how can man then, 
The image of his Maker, hope to win by 't ? 
Love thyfelf laft: cherilh thofe hearts that lute 
Corruption wins not more than honefty. [thee ; 



Of his own body he was ill, and^ave 
The clergy ill example. 

Griff. Noble Madam, 
Men's evil manners live in brafs ; their virtues 
We write in water. ------- 

- - * - - - This .cardinal, 
Tho' from an h umble (lock, undoubtedly 
Was famion'd to much honour. From his cradle 
He was a fcholar, and a ripe and good one ; 
Exceeding wife, fair fpoken, and pcrfu'*d:«g ; 



Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, [not : I Lofty, and ^bur, to them that lov'd him not ; 



To filence envious tongues. Be jult, and fear 
Let all the ends thou aim 'ft at, be thy country's, 
Thy God's, and truth's; then if thou faint, O 

Cromwell, , 
Thou faU'ft a blefled martyr. Serve the king ; 

And, pr'ythee, lead me in : 

There take an inventory of all I have, 
To the laft penny; 'tis the king's : My robe, 
And my integrity to Heaven, is all [well, 
I dare now call mine own. O Cromwell, Crom- 
Had I hut ferv'd my God with half the zeal 
I ferv'd my king, he would not in mine age 
Have left me naked to mine enemies ! 
Applaufc. 

Such a noife aroie 

As the fhrouds make at lea in a ftift* temoeft, 
As loud, and to as many tunes \ Hats, cloaks, 
(Doublets, I think) new up; and, had their faces 
Been loofe, this day they had been loft. Such joy 
I never faw before. Great- bellied women, 
That had not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old time of war, would make the prefs, 
And make 'em reel before 'em. No man living 
Could fay, " this is my wife," there ; all were 
So ftrangely in once piece. [woven 
Cardinal Wolfeys Death. 
At laft, with eafy roads, he came toieicerrer, 
Lodg'd in tbe abbey ; where the re v'rend abbot? 
With 11 his convent, honourably receiv'd him; 
To whom he gave thefe words: " O father abbot, 
" An old man, broken with the ftorms of ltate, 
*' El come to lay his weary bones among ye ; 



But, to thofe men that fought him, fweet as fum- 
mer. 

And though he were unfatisfied in getting 
(Which was a fin), yet in bellowing, madam, 
He was moft princely : ever witnefs for him, \ 
Thofe twins of learning that he rais'd in you, 
Ipfwich and Oxford! one of which fell with 
Unwilling to out-live the good he did it : [him, 
The other, though unfinifh'd, yet fo famous. 
So excellent in art, and ltill fo rifing, 
That Chriftendom fhall ever fpeak his virtue. 
His overthrow heap'd happinefs upon him ; 
For then, and not till then, he fek himfelf, 
And found the blelfednefs of being little : 
And, to add greater honours to his age 
Than man could give him, he died fearing God. 
Malicious Men. 

Men that make 

Envy and crooked malice nourilhment, 

Dare bite the belt. 

A Church-Man. 
— — Love and meeknefs, Lord, 
Become a churchman better than ambition : ■ ■ , 
Win ftraying fouls with modeity again, 
Caft none away. 

Inhumanity. 

'Tis a cruelty, 

To load a falling man. 

Archbijhop Cranmers Prophecy. 

Let me fpeak, Sir, 

u "or Heav'n now bids me ; and the words I utter 
L_*t none thinkrflattery,for they'll rindthemtruth, 
R r 4 This 
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This royal in "ant (Heaven Mill move about 
Tho* in a cradle, yet now promifes [her !), 
Upon this land a thoufand, thoufand bleflings, 
Which time fhail bring to ripejiefs. She lhall be 
(But few now living can behold that goodnefs) 
A putternto all princes living with her, 
And all that mall fucceed : Sheba was never 
More covetous of wifdom, and fair virtue, 
Than this hleftibul, fhall be. All princely graces, 
That mould up fuch a mighty piece as this, 
With all the virtues that attend the good, [h<°r ; 
Shall (till be doubled on her. Truth lhall nurie 
Holy and heavenly thoughts flill counfel her. 
*>he fhall be lov'd and fear'd. J ler own lhall blefs 
Her foes fhakc like a field of beaten corn, [her; 
And hang their heads with lbrrow. Good grows 

with Ler. ' , 

In her days, ev'ry man fhnll eat in fafety, 
Under his own vine, what he plants ; andfing 
The merry fongs of peace to all his neighbours. 
God Hull be truly known ; and thofe about her 
From her fhall read the perfect ways of honour, I 
And by thofe claim their greatnefs, not by blood. 
Nor fhall this peace fleep with her ; but, as when 
The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phcenix, 
Her aflies new create another heir, 
As great in admiration as herfelf ; 
So mall fhe leave her blelfednefs to one 
(When Heaven fhajl call her from this cloud of 

darknefs) 

Who, from the facred afhes of her honour, 
Shall ftar-like rife, as great in fame as fhe was, 
And fo (land hVd, Peace, plenty, love, truth, 
terror, 

That were the fervants to this chofen infant, 
Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to himj 
"Wherever the bright fun of heaven #hall fhine, 
liis honour and the greatnefs of his name [rifn, 
Shall be, and make new nations. He fhall flou- 
And, like a mountain cedar reach his branches 
To all the plains v about him : our children's 
Shall fee this, and blefs Heaven. [children 
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THE LIFE AND 
KING JOHN. 

New Titles. 



DEATH OF 
Shakspeake. 



"r>0 0D-dcn, Sir Richard— God a' mercv 
V " fellow/' ' y ' 

And if his name be George, TU call him Peter j 
For new .made honour doth forget men's names j 
*Tis too refpettive artd too lociable. 

For your converfion. Now your traveller 

He and Iris tooth-pick at my worfhip's mefs : 
Aiyl when my knightly ftomach is fume'd, 
Why then f fuck my teeth, and catechife 
My pick'd man of countries :-~My dear Sir, 
(Thus leaning on mine elbow, I begin) 
M I fhall befeech you' What is queition now • 
Ana then comes anfwer like an A K C book ; 
" O Sir," fays anfwer, " at your belt command, 
« Atyour employment, at your fervice, Sir:"— . 
" No,Sir,"fays queftion,"I, fweet Sir,at yours." 
And fo, ere anfw cr knows what queftion would, 



(Saving in dialogue of compliment ; ^ 
And talking of the Alps and Apennines, 
The Pyrenean, and the river Po), 
It draws towards fupper in conclufion, fo. 
But this is worfliipful fociety, 
And fits the mounting fpiritf like myfelf ; 
For he is but a baftard to the time, 
That doth not fmack of obfervation. 

A Defcription of England. 
That pale, that white-fae'd fhore, 
Whofe foot ipums back the ocean's roaring 
And coops from otter lands her inlanders ; [tides, 
Even till that England, hedg'd in with the main, 
That v/ater- walled bulwark, ilill fecure 
And' confident from foreign purpofes, 
Even till rhat utmdft corner of the weft, ^ 
Salute thee for her king. 

Defcription of an Englijb Any. 
His marches are expedient to this town, 
His forces ftrong, his foldiers confident. 
With him along is come the mother queen, 
An Ate ftirring him to blood and ftrite 5 
With her, her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain ; 
With them a baitard of the king deceased ; 
And all the'unfettled humours of tlie land— 
Ram, incenfiderate, fiery voluntaries, 
With ladies' faces, and fierce dragons' fpleens — 
Have fold their fortunes at their native homes, 
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs, 
To make a hazard of new fbrtunes here. 
In brief, a braver choice of dadntlefs fpiiits, 
Than now the Englifh bottoms haye waft o'cr„ 
Did never float upon the {Welling tide, 
To do offence and fcath in Ch ri fieri dom. 
The interruption of their churlifh drums 
Curs off more circumflance ; they are at hancL 
Courage. 

By how much unexpected, by fo much 
We muft awake endeavour for defence j 
For courage mounteth with occafion. 

A Boajler. 

What cracker is this f3me, that deafs our ears 
With this abundance of fuperfl uous breath ? 

Defcription of Viclcry^ hj the French. 
You men of Angiers, open wide your gates 
And let young Arthur, Duke of Bretagne, in; 
Who, by the hand of France, this day hatnmad* 
Much work for tears in many anEnglifh mother, 
Whofefons lie fcatterd on the bleeding ground} 
Many a widow's hiifband grovelling lies, 
Coldly embracing the difcolour'd earth r • 
And victory, with little lofs, doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French; 
Who are at hand, triumphantly difplay'd, 
To enter conquerors. 

By the Englifh. 
Rejoice you men of Algiers, ring your bells, 
King John, your king, and England's, doth ap- 
proach, 

Commander of this hot malicious day ! [bright, 
Their armours, that march'd hence to filyer 
Hither return all gilt with Frenchn en', blood \ 
There ftuck no plume in any Englifh creft,' 

■ ' '" 1 That 
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That is removed by a ftafF of France ; 
Our colours do return in thole fame hands 
That did difpb.y themwhenwefiritmarchMforth; 
And, like a 'jolly troop of huntfmen, come 
Ourlufty Englilh, all with purpled hands, 
Dyed in the dying (laughter of their foes. 
A complete Lady. 
If lufty lcve mould go in quest of beauty, 
Where lhould he find it fairer than in Blanch ? 
If zealous love mould go in fearch of virtue, 
Where mould he find it fairer than in Blanch ? 
If love, ambitious, fought a match of birth, 
Whofeveinsbound richerbloockhan ladyBlanch? 
On Commodity , or Self -Inter eft. 

Rounded in the ear 

With that fame purpofe-changer, that fly devil 5 
That broker, that still breaks the pate of faith - 9 
That daily break-vow - y he that wins of all, 
Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men. 
Who having no external thing to lofe [maids — 
tut the word maid — cheats the poor maid of that; 
That fmooth-racM gentleman, tickling com-. 

modify — 
Commodity, liie bias of the world ; 
The world, which of itfelf is poifed well, 
Made to run even, upon even ground 5 
Till this advantage, this vile-drawing bias, 
This fway of motion, this commodity, 
Makes it take head from all indifferency, 
From all direction, purpofe, courfe, intent j 
And this fame bias, &c. 

A lVoman"s Tears. 
Thou (halt be puninVd for thus frighting me, 
For I am lick and capable of rears ; 
Opprefs'd with wrongs, and therefore full of 
A widow, hulband lei's, (ubject to fears ; [fears 
A woman, naturally born to fears ; 
£nd tho' thou nou confefs thou didst but jest, 
With my vex'd fpirits I cannot take a truce, 
But they will quake and tremble ail this day. 

Tokens of Grief . 
What dost thou mean by making of thy head 
Why dost thou look fo fadly on my fon ? 
What means that hand upon that breast of thine 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum, 
Like a proud river peering o'er its bounds \ 
Be thefe fad figns confirmers of thy words ? 
Then fpeak again j not all thy former tale, 
But this one word, whether thy tale be true. 

A Mother s Fondnefs for a beautiful Child. 
If thou, that bid'st me be content, were grim, 
Ugly, and flandYous to thy moi her's womb, 
Full of unpleafing blots, and iightlefs stains. 
Lame, foolifti, crooked, fwart, prodigious, 
Patch'dvvithfoulmolesjandeye-otfendingn^arks, 
I would not care, I then would be content ; 
For then I mould not love thee: no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deferve a crown. 
But thou art fair ; and at thy birth, dear boy ! 
Nature and fortune joined to make thee great : 
Of nature's gifts thou may'st with lilies boast, 
£nd with the half;blown' rcfe. 



Grief: 

I will in (tract my lorrows to be proud 5 
For grief is proud, and makes his owner ftoop. 
Conftance to Auftria. 

0 Lymoges ! O Auftria ! thou dolt fhame 
That bloody fpoil : thou flave, thou wretch, 

thou coward ; 
Thou little valiant, great in villany \ 
Thou ever ftrongupon theftronger fide ! 
Thou fortune's champion, that dolt never fight. 
But when her humorous lady (hip is . by, 
To teach thee fafety ! thou art perjur'd too, 
And footh'it up greatnefs. What a fool art thou, 
A ramping fool ! to brag, to ftamp, and fwear, 
Upon my party ! thou cold-blooded flave, 
Halt thou not fpoke like thunder on my fide? 
Been fworn my foldier ? bidding me depend 
Upon thy ftars, thy fortune, and thy ftrength? 
And dolt thou now fall over to my foes > 
Thou wear a lion's hide ! doff it, for fhame, 
And hang a calf's lkin on thofe recreant limbs. 

The Horrors oj a Cat fair r.cy. 

1 had a thing to fay — but let it go : 
The fun is in the heaven j and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleafures of the world, 
Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds, 
To give me audience. If the midnight-bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 
Sound one unto the drowfy race of night ; 
If this lame were a church-yard where we Hand, 
And thou poffefied with a thoufand wrongs; 
Or if that furly fpirit, melancholyi [thick 
Had bak'd thy blood, and made it heavy, 
( Whichelfe runsticklingup and down the veins, 
Making that idiot laughter keep men's eyes, 
And (train their cheeks to idle merriment, 
A paffion hateful to my purpofes) ; 
Or if that thou couldft fee me without eyes, 
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, ufing conceit alone 
Without eyes, ears and harmful found of words 5 
Then, in defpight of brooded watchful day, 
I would into thy bofom pour sny thoughts; 
But ah, I will not. 

A Mother's Ravings. 
I am not mad ; this hair I tear, is mine ; 
My name is Conftance, I was Geffrey's wife : 
Young Anbur is my Ion, and he is'loft : 
I am not mad — I would to heaven I were I 
For then 'lis like 1 fliculd forget mylelf : 
O, if I could, what grief lhould 1 forget! 
Preach fome philosophy to make me mad, 
And thou (halt be canoniz'd, Cardinal ; 
For, being not mad, but fenftble of grief, 
My reajonable part produces reafon 
How T may be deliver'd of thefe woes, 
And teaches me to kill or hang myfelf. 
If I were mad, 1 mould forget my fon, 
Or madly think, a babe of clouts were he : 
I am not mad; too well, too well I feel 
The diff'rent plague of each calamity. 

Apoflrophe to Death. 

O amiable, lovely death ! 
Thou odoriferous j tench 1 (bund rottennefi ! 

Arife 
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Arife forth from the couch of lading night, " 
Thou hate and terror to profperity, 
And I will kiis tliy dereftable bones ; 
And put my eye-balls in ihy vaulty brows ; 
And ring thefe fingers with thy houfcholdworms; 
And ftop this gap of breath with f ulfome dull. 
And be a carrion monlter like thyfelf : 
Come, grin on me 5 and I will think thou fhuTft, 
And bufs tbte as thy wife ! mifery 's love, 
O, come to me ! 

A Mother's Grief. 

Father Cardinal, I have heard you lay, 
That we (hall fee and know our f riends in hea- 
If that be true, I (hall fee my boy again; [ven: 
For, fince the birth of Cain, the firft male-child, 
To him that did but yefterday fqfpire, 
There was not fuch a gracious creature born. 
But now will canker forrow eat my bud, 
And chafe the native beauty from his cheek, 
And he will look as hollow as a ghoft 5 
As dim and meagre as an ague's fit j 
And fo he'll die 5 and, riling fo again, 
When I fliall meet him in the court of heaven, 
I (hall not know hiiti: therefore, never, never 
Mtfit I behold my pretty Arthur more. 

Panel. You hold too heinous a refpect of grief. 

Conjl. Kc talks to me, that never had a fon. 

K. Phil. You areas fond of grief as ofy our child. 

ConJl.Grief fills the room up of my abfent child, 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me j 
Puts oh his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts, 
Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form j 
Then have I reafon to be fond of grief. 
Defpondency. 

There's nothing 111 this world can make me 
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, [joy: 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowfy man. 
v Departing Difeafes. 

Before the curing of a ftrong difeafe, 
Even in the inftant of repair and health, 
The fit is Itrongeltj evils that take leave, 
On their departure moft of all (hew evil. 
Danger lays hold of any Support. 

He that Hands upon a flipp'ry place, 
Makes nice of no vile hold to flay him up. 
Arthur s pathetic Speeches to Hubert. 

Methinks, nobody fliould be lad but I : 
Yet, I remember, when I was in France, 
Young gentlemen would be as fad as night, 
Only for wantonnefs. By my Chrillcndom, 
So were lout of priibn, and kept fheep, 
1 fliould be merry as the day is long. 

w - - - 

Have you the heart ? when your head did but 
f knit my handerchief abont your brows [ake, 
(The bell I had, a princeis wrought it me), 
And I didnever'afk it you again: 
And with my hand at midnight held your head; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour, 
Still and anon cheer 'd up the heavy time ; 
Saying, whattock you?and, where lies yourgrief ? 
Or, what good love may 1 perform for you ? 
Many a poor man's fon would have lain Hill, 



And ne'er have fpoke a loving word to you j 
But you at your lick fervice had a prince. 
Nay, you may think, my love was entity love, 
And call it cunning : do, and if you- will ; 
If Heaven be pleas'd that you muft ufe me ill, 
Why then you mult.— rWill y«u put out mine 
Thefe eyes, that never did, nor never fhall, [eyes? 
So much as frown on you ? — — 

Alas, what need you be fo boiftVous rough ? 
I will not druggie, I will Hand ftone-ftill. 
For Heaven's fake,Hubert, let me not be bound ! 
Nay, hear me, Hubert ! drive thefe men away, 
And I will fit as quiet as a lamb \ 
I will rtot ftir, nor wince, nor fpeak a word, 
Nor look upon the iron angerly ^ [you* 
Thruft but thefe men away, and I'll forgive 

Whatever torment you do put me to,- 

Is there no remedy ? 

Hub. None, but to lofe your eyes, [in yours, 

Arth. O Heaven ! that there were but a moth 
A grain, a duft, a gnat, a wand'ring hair, 
Any annoyance in that precious fenfel [there,. 
Then, feeling what Imall things are boilt'rous 
Your vile intent mult needs leem horrible. 
To add to Perfection, fuperfiuous, andfufpicious. 

To gild refined gold, to paint the lily, 
To throw a perfume on the violet, 
To fmooth the ice, or add another hue 
Unto the rainbow, or with taper light 
To leek the beateous eye of heaven to garnifh, 
Is waileful and ridiculous excefs. 

In this the antique and well-noted face 
Of plain old form is much disfigured : 
And, like a fhifted wind unto a fail, 
It makes the courfe of thoughts to fetch about j 
Startles and frights confideration ; 
Makes found opinions lick, and truth fufpe&ed, 
For putting on fo new a falhion'd robe. 

Murderer s Look. 

This is the man mould do die bloody deed : 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his eye } that clofe afpedl of his 
Does mew the mood of a much troubled breafc 
Struggling Confcictice. 

The colour of the king doth come and go 
Between his purpofe andhis confeience, 
Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful battles fet : 
His paflion is fo ripe, it needs muft break. 
NeiAJS-ulh-s on the Death of Arthur. 

Old men and beldams, in the ftreets, 
Do prophefy upon it dangeroully : [mouths ; 
Young Arthur's death is common in their 
And, when they talk of him, they fhake theirs, 
And whifper one another in the ear; [heads, 
And he that fpeaks doth gripe the hearer's wrift: 
Whiles he that hears makes fearful acWfeyes. 
With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling 

r aW t ( ?. ft ? nd Wlth his thus 5 

1 he whilft his iron did on the anvil cool, 
With open mouth, fwallowinjr a tavloW nHi»». 
Who with his Ihears and ASjffgESt 
Standing on ihppers (which his nimble halte 

Had 
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Had falfely thruft: Upon contrary feet), 
Told of a many thoufand warlike French, 
That were embattltd and rank'din Kent: 
Another lean unwauYd artificer 
Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death. 

Kings' euil Furpofes too fcrvilcly and hajlily 
executed. 

It is the curfe of kings, to be attended 
By (laves, that take their humours for a warrant 
To break into the bloody houle of life ; 
And, on the winking of authority, 
To underftand a law , to know a meaning 
Ofdang'rousmajefty, when, perchance, it frowns 
More upon humour than advis'd refpeft. 
A Villain's Look y and ivickeJ Zeal. 

How oft the light of means to do ill deeds 
Makes deeds ill done! Hadft not thou been by, 
A fellow, by the hand of nature mark'd, 
Quoted, and iign'd, to do a deed of ihame, 
This murder had not come into my mind : 
Hadlt thou but ihock thy header made a paufe, 
When I lpake darkly what I purpofed j 
Or turn'd an eye of doubt upon my face, 
Or bid me tell my tale in exprefs words \ 
Deep ihame had ltruckme dumb, made me break 
off, [in me. 

And thofe thy fears might have wrought fears 
Hypocrijy. 

Truft not thofe cunning waters of his eyes, 
For villany is not without fuch rheum ; 
And he, long traded in it, makes it feem 
Like rivers of remorfe and innocency. 

Defpair.. 

If .thoii didft but confent 
To this mod cruel acT, do but defpair, 
And, if thou want'ft a cord, the fmalleft thread 
That ever fpider twilled from her womb 
Will ferve to ftrangle thee; a rum will be a beam 
To hang thee on i or^wouldft thou drown thy- 
Put but a little water in a fpoon, [felf, 
And it (hall be as ali the ocean, 
Enough to ftifle fuch a villain up. 

A Mans Tears. 

Let^e wipe off this honourable dew, 
That filverly doth progrefs on thy cheeks : 
My heart hath melted at a lady's tears, 
Being an ordinary inundation ; 
But this effufion of fuch manly drops, 
This ihow'r, blown up by tempeft of the foul, 
Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz'd, 
Than had I feen the vaulty top of heaven 
FiguVd quite o'er with burning meteors. 
Lift up thy brow, renowned Salifbuiy, 
And with a great heart heave away this ftorm : 
Commend thefe waters to thofe baby-eyes 
That never faw the giant- world enrag'dj 
Nor met with fortune other than at feafts, 
^ull warm of blood, of mirth; of gofliping. 
Dru?ns. 

Strike up the drums, and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our int'rell. - 

I Do but ftart 

$n echo with the clamour of thy drum, 



And even at hand a drum Is ready brae'd, 
That lhall reverberate all as loud as thine \ 
Sound but another, and another (hall, 
As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ear, 
And mock the deep-mouth'd thunder. 

The Approach of Death. 
It is too late, the life of all his blood 
Is touched corruptibly ; nnd his pure brain 
(Which fome fuppole the foul's frail dwelling- 
houfe) 

Doth, by the idle comments that it makes, 
Forctel the ending of mortality. 

Madnefs occasioned hy Poifon. 
Ay, marry, now my foul hath elbow-room. 
It would not out at windows, nor at doors^ ' 
There is lb hot a fummer in my bofom, 
That all my bowels crumble up to duft: 
I am a fcribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment j and againft this fire 
Do I ihrink up. 

Poifon'd — ill fare— dead, forfook, cafl off: 
And none of you will bid the winter come 
To thruft his icy fingers in my maw ; 
Nor let my kingdom's rivers take their courfe 
Thro' my burnt bofom ; nor entreat the north 
To make his bleak winds kifs my parched lips, 
And comfort me with cold. 

England in vincible, if unanimous, 
England never did (nor never fhall) 
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror, 
But when it firll did help to wound itfelf. 
Now thefe her princes are come home again, 
Come the three corners of the world in arms, 
,And we mall Ihock thenu — Nought {hall make 
If England to itielf do reft but true, [us rue, 



§ 27. JULIUS C&SAR. Shakspeare, 

?atriotif?n. 

TT7 hat is it that you would impart to me ? 
" 7 If it be aught toward the general good, 
Set honour in one eye, and death i' the other, 
And I will look on both indifferently: 
For, let the Gods fo fpeed me, as I love 
The name of honour more than I fear death. 
Cafiust in ccntcmpt of Cafar* 
I was born free as Caefarj fo were you : 
We both have fed as well j and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold as welL as he. 
For once, upon a raw and gufty day, 
The troubled Tyber chafing with his mores, 
Cacfar lays to me, " Dar'ft thou r Callius, now 
Leap in with me into this angry flood, 
And fwim to yonder point ?" — Upon the word, 
Accoutred as I was, I plunged in, 
And bade him follow : fo, indeed, he did* 
The torrent roar'd, and we did buffet it 
With iulty linews j throwing it alide, 
And ftemming it with hearts of controverfy. 
But ere we could arrive the point propos'd, 
Cacfar cried, " Help me, Caffius, or I fink,'* 
I, as JEneas, our great anceftor, 
Did from the flames of Trey upon his moulder 

The, 
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The old Anchifes bear, fo from the waves of 
Did 1 the tired Caefar : and this man [Tyber 
Is now become a god ; and Caflius is 
A wretched creature, and mult bend his body, 
If Caefar carclefsiy but nod on him. 
He had a fever when he was in Spain } 
And, when the fit was on him, 1 did mark 
How he did make : 'tis true, this god did fliake ; 
His coward lips did from thtir colour fly ; 
And that fame eye,whofe bend do thawtheworld, 
Did lofe his luftre : I did hear him groan : 
Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans 
Mark him, and write his fpeeches in their books, 
Aias \ rt cried — " Give me fome drink, Titi- 
nius"— 

Asa fick girl. Ye Gods, it doth amaze me, 
A man of inch a feeble temper mould 
So get the (tart of this majeftic world, 
And bear the- palm alone. [Shout Jlcuri/b. 

Bru. Another general fliout ! 
Tdo believe that thefe applaufes are 
For fome new honours that are heap 'd on Caefar. 

Caf. Why, man, he doth beftride the narrow 
Like a Coloiliis ; and we petty men [world 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To find ourfelves diihonourable graves. 
Men at fomje time are matters of their fates: 
The fault, dear Brutus, is not in ourftars, 
But in ourfelves, that we are underlings. 
Brutus, and Caefar : what fhould be in that Caefar ? 
W T hy mould that name be lounded more than 
yours ? 

Write them together, yours is as a fair a name ? 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well j 
Weigh them, it is as heavy $ conjure with 'em, 
Brutus will ftart a fpirit as ioon as Caeiar. 
Now, in the names of all the gods at once, 
Upon what me-at doth this our Caefar feed, 
That he is grown fo great ? Age,thouart Ihaufd 
Rome, thou halt loft the breed of noble bloods ! 
When went there by an age, fince the great flood r 
But it was fam'd with naore than with one man t 
When cou Id they fay till now,that talk'd of Rome, 
That her wide walks eneompals'd but one man 

C afar' s Dijlike of CaJJius. 

Would he were fatter !— -but I fear him not 
Yet if my nr.me were liable to fear, 
t do not know the man I mould avoid. 
So loon as that fpare Camus, He reads much j 
He is a great onferver, and he looks 
Quite thro' the deeds of men : he loves no plays, 
As thou doft, Antony j he hears no muiic: 
Seldom he fmiles j and fmiles in fuch a fort, 
As if he mcck'd himfclf, and fcorn'd his fpirit 
That could be mov'd to fmile at any thing. 
Such men as he be never at heart's eafe, 
Whiles they behold a greater than themfelves j 
And therefore are they very dangerous. 
I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd, 
That what 1 fear ; for always I am Caefar. ' 
Spirit of Liberty. 

I know where I will wsar this dagger then j 
Cafllus from bondage will deliver Caflius 1 
Therein,) eGcds,yoUmake the weak molt Itrong, 



Therein, ye Gods, you tyrants do defeat : 
Nor ftony tower, nor walls of beaten brafs, 
Korairlefs dungeon, nor ftrong links of iron, 
Can be retentive to the ftrength of fpirit ; ' 
But life, being vveary of thefe worldly bars, 
Never lacks power to difmifs ineif. 
If I know this, know aii the world befides, 
That part of tyranny, that I do bear> 
I can (hake oifat pleaiure. 

Ambition* covered with fpecicus Humility, 
But'tis a common proof, 
That lowlincfs is young ambition's ladder, 
Whereto the climber upward turns his face : ' 
But when he once attains the upxnojt round, 
He then unto the ladder turnsius back. 
Looks in the clouds, fcoining the bale degrees 
By which he did alcend. 

Conffiracy dreadful till executed. 
Between the acting of a dreadful thing, 
And the firft motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantafma, or a hideous dream : 
The genius, and the mortal inflrumcnts 
Are then in council ; and the ilate of man, 
Like to a little kingdom, fuffers then 
The nature of an infurrection. 

ConJpiracy. 
O, confpiracy ! [night, 
Sham'ft thou to (hew thy dangerous brow by 
When evils are moit free ? O, then, by day 
Where wilt tbou find a cavern dark enough 
To maik thy monftrous vilage ? Seek none, con- 
Hide it in imiles and affability ; [fpiracy j 
For if thou path, thy native lemblance on t 
Not Erebus ltfelf were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 

Againfl Cruelty. 
Gentle friends, 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; 
Let 's carve him as a dim fit for the Gods, 
Not hew him as a carcafe fit for hounds : 
And let our hearts, as fubtle mafters do, 
Stir up their iervants to an act of rage, 
And after feem to chide them. 

Sleep. 

Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of (lumber: 
Thou haft no figures, nor no fantanes, 
Which bufy care draws, in the brains of men 
Therefore thou (leep'it fo found. 

Portia's Speech to Brutus. 

You have ungently, Brutus, 
Stole from my bed : and yefternight, at fupper, 
You fuddenly arofe and walk'd about, 
Muling, and iighing, with your arms acrofs : 
And, when I auVd you what the matter was, 
You ftar'd upon me with ungentle looks: ' 
lurgdyoufurtherithenyoulcratch'dyourhead, 
And too impatiently itampM with your foot : 
Yet I infixed, yet you anfwef d not ; 
But, with an angry wafture of your hand, 
Gave fign for mc to leave you : fo I did 5 
Fearing to ftrengthen that in patience, 
Which feem'd too much inkindled ; and, withal, 
Hoping it was but an eiiect of humour, 
Which fometimci hath his hour with ev'ry man ! 

it 
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It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor lleep ; 
And, could it work fo much upon your mape, 
As it hath much prevail'd on your condition, 
I (hould not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord, 
Make me acquainted with your caufe of grief. 
Calfburnia to C*far, on the Prodigies feen the 
Night before his Death. 
Cal. I never itood on ceremonies, 
Yet now they fright me. There is one within, 
Belides the things that we have heard and feen, 
Recounts moft horrid fights feen by the watch. 
A lionefs hath whelped in the ftreets ; [dead : 
And graves have yawnYl, and yielded up their 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 
In ranks, and fquadrons, and right form of war, 
Which drizzled blood upon the capitol.: 
The ncjfe of battle hurtled in the air j 
Horles did neigh, and dying men did groan ; 
Andghofts did Ihriek^ind fqueal about theft reets. 

0 Caefar! thefe things are beyond all ufe, 
And I do fear them. 

C*far. What can be avoided, 
Whole end is purposed by the mighty Gods ? 
Yet Caefar (hall go forth : for thefe predictions 
Are to the world in general, as to Cxfar. 

Ctf/.When beggars die there are no comets feen; 
The heavens themfelves blaze forth the death of 
prince*. 

Againjl the Tears cf Death. 
Cowards die many times before their deaths ; 
The valiant never taf.e of death but once". 
Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 
It feems tome moft ftrange,that men fhould fear; 
Seeing that death, a neceflary end, 
Will come, when it will come. 

Danger. 
Danger knows full well, 
TTiat Caefar is more dangerous than he. 
We are two lions litter'd in one day, 
And I the eider and more terrible. 

Envy. 

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of emulation. 

Antony to the Corpfe of Cgrfar. 

0 mighty Caefar ! doft thou lie fo low ? 
Are all thy conquefts, glories, triumphs, fpoils, 
Shrunk to this little meafure ? fare thee well. 

His Addrefs to the Confpirators. 

1 know not, gentlemen, what you intend, 
Who elfe muft be let blood, who elfe is rank ; 
If I myfelf, there is no hour fo fit 

As Caefar's death's hour ; nor no inftrument 
Of half that worth,as thofe your fwords,made rich 
With the moft noble blood of all this world. 

1 do befeech ye, if you bear me hard, [fmoke, 
Now, whilft your purpled hands do reek and 
Fulfil your.plcafure. Live a thoufand years, 

I mall not find myfelf fo apt to die : 
No place will pleafe me fo, no mean of death, 
As here by Caefar, and by you cut oif, 
The .choice andmafcer fpirits uf this age. 
Revenge, 

CaeCu^ fpirit, ranging for revenge, 
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With Ate by his fide, come hot from hell, 
Shall in thefe confines, with a monarch's voice, 
Cry, " Havoc !" and let flip the dogs of war. 

Antony 4 '/ Funeral Oration. 
Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your 
ears; 

I am come to buiy Caefar, not to praife him ! 

The evil, that men do, iives after them ; 

The good is oft interred with their bones ; 

So let it be with Caefar! The noble Brutus 

Hath told you Caefar was ambitious : 

It it were fo, it was a grievous fault ; 

And grievoufly hath Caefar anfwerM it. 

Here, under leave of Brutus and the reft, 

(For Brutus is an honourable nun ; 

So are they all, all honourable men) 

Come I to fpeak in Caefar's funeral. 

He was my {cknd, faithful and juft to me ; ' 

5;it Brutus lays, he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

,He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 

Whofe ranloms did the general coffers fill: 

Did this in Caefar feern ambitious ? 

Whenthatthe poOrhave cried,Ccefarhath wept;. 

Ambition mould be made of fterner Jtuif : 

Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

You all did fee, that, on the Lupercal, 

I thrice prefented him a kingly crown, 

Which he did thrice refufe. Was this ambitious ? 

Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious ; 

And, fure, he is an honourable man. 

I fpeak not to difprove what Brutus fpoke, 

But here I am to fpeak what I do, know. 

You all did love him once, not without can fc ; 

What caufe with-holds you then to mourn for 

O judgment,thouartnedto brutiftibeafts, [him? 

And men have loft their reufon !— Bear with me; 

My heart is in the coffin there with Caelar, 

And I muft paufe till it come back to me. 



But yefterday the word of Caefar might 
Have ftood againlt the worid : now lies he there, 
And none fo poor to do him reverence. 

0 mifters ! if I were difpos'd to ftir 

Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, ? 

1 mould do Brutus wrong, and Caflius wrong, 
Who, you all know, are honourable men : 

I will not do them wrong ; I rather chufe 
To wrong the dead, to wrong myfelf and you, 
Than I will wrong fuch honourable men. 
But here 's a parchment with the feal of Caefar ; 
I found it in his clofet, 'tis his will $ 
Let but the commons hear this teftament 
(Whieh, pardon me, I do not mean to read), 
AndtheywouldgoandkifsdeadCaefar'swounds, 
And dip their napkins in his facred blood > 
Yea, beg a hair of him, for memory, 
And, dying, mention it within their wills, 
Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy, 
Unto their lJftie. 

4 Fleb. We'll he.tr the will : read it, Mark 
Antony. [will, 

All. rhevvill,the will ; w® will hear Cxi* ? 

A?it. 
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Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I must not 
read it ; 

It is not meet you know how Caefar lov'd you. 
You are not wood, you are not ftones, but men ; 
And, being men, hearing the will of Caefar, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad. 
*Tis good you know not that you are his heirs ; 
For if you mould — 0, what would come of it ! 

4. Plcb. Read the will ; we will hear it, Antony : 
You ihall read us the will; Caefar's will. 

A;:t. Will you be patient ? will you stay awhile ? 
I have o'erfhot myfelf, to tell you of it. 
I fear, I wrong the honourable men 
Whole daggers have stabb'ir Crcfar — I do fear it. 

4 Pleb. They were traitors: — honourable men ! 

AIL The will ! the testament I 

Ant. You will compel me then to read the will ? 
Then make a ring about the corpfe of Caclar, 
And let me Ihew you him that made the will* 
Shall I defcend ? and will you give me leave ? 

All Comedown. 

% Fib. Dcicend. 

[He comes down from the pulpit. 

Ant, If you have tears, prepare to (bed them 
now. 

You all do know this mantle : I remember 
The first time ever Caefar put it on ; 
'Twas on a rummer* s evening, in his tent, 
That day he overcame the Nervii 
Look! in tins place ran Camus* dagger through: — 
See what a rent the envious Cafca made \ — 
Through this, the well-beloved Brutus stabb'd ; 
And, as he pluck'd his curfed steel away, 
Mark how the blood of Caefar follow'd it; 
As rufhing out of doors, to be refolv'd 
Jf Brutus fb unkindly knock'd, or no; 
For Brutus, as you know, was Caefar's angel : 
Judge, O you Gods , how dearly Caefar lovM him ! 
This_ was the most unkindest cut of all : 
For, "when the noble Caefar faw him stab, 
Ingratitude, more strong than traitors' arms, 
Quite vanquifiVd him : then burst his mighty 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face, [heart; 
Fven at the bafe of Pompey's statue, 
Which all the while ran blood, great Caefar fell. 
O, what a fall was there, my countrymen ! 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 
Whilst bloody treafon flouriuYd over us, 
O, now you weep; and, I perceive, you feel 
The dint of pity ; thefe are gracious drops. 
Kind fouls ! what, weep you when you but behold 
Our Cacfar's vesture wounded ? look you here ! 
Here is himfelf, marr'd, as you fee, with traitors. 
I Pleb. O piteous fpetfacle ! 
i Pleb. We will be reveng'd : revenge \ 
About — feek — bum— fne— kill—flay ! let not 

a traitor live. 
Ant. Good friends, fweet friends, let me not 

stir vou up 
To fuch a fudden ilood of mutiny. 
They that have done this deed are honourable ; 
What private griefs they have, alas 1 1 know not, 
That made them do it : they are wife, and ho-, 

nourble, 

And will, no doubt, with rcafons anfwer you, 



I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts} 
I am no orator, as Brutus is : 
But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 
That love my friend ; and that. they know full 
That give me public leave to fpeak of him. [well 
For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action, or utterance, nor the power of fpeech, 
To stir men's blood ; I only fpeak right on ; ^ 
I tell you that which you yourielves do know ; 
Shew you fweet Caefar's wounds, poor, poor 

dumb mouths ! / 
And bid them fpeak forme: But were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your fpirits, and put a tongue 
In ev'ry wound of Caefar, that fhould move 
The stones, of Rome to rife and mutiny. 
Ceremony infinccre. 
-Ever note, Lucilius, 



When love begins to ficken and decay, 
It ufeth an enforced ceremony. 
There are no tricks in plain and fimplo faith 2 
But hollow men, like horfes hot at hand, 
Make gallant mow and promife of their mettle ; 
But when they mould endure the bloody fpur, 
They fall their crests, and, like deceitful jades, 
Sink in the trial. 

Brutus and CaffiuS. 
Caf That you have wrong'd me, doth appear" 
in this : 

You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella, 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 
Wherein my letters praying on his lide, 
Becaufe I knew the man, were flighted of. [cafe; 

Bru. You wrong'd yourfelf, to write in fuch a 

Caf. In fuch a time as this, it is not meet 
That every nice offence mould bear his comment* 

Bru. Let me tell you, Camus, you yourfelf 
Are much condemned to have an itching palm j 
To fell and mart your offices for gold 
To undefervers. 

Caf I an itching palm ? 
You know that you are Brutus that fpeak this, 
Or, by the Gods, this fpeech were elfe your last* 

Bru. The name of Calfius honours this cor- 
ruption, 

And chastifement doth therefore hide his head* 
Caf Chastifement ! 

Bru. Remember March, the ides of March 
remember ! 

Did not great Jub'us bleed for justice' fake ? 
What villain touched his body, that did stab, 
And not for justice ? What I ihall one of us, 
That struck the foremost man of all this world, 
But for fupportingr robbers ; fhall wc now 
Contaminate our angers with bafe bribes f 
And fell the mighty ipace of our large honours, 
For fo much tram as may be grafped thus \ 
I had rather be a dog, and bay the mooii| 
Than fuch a Roman ! 

Caf. Brutus, bait not me, 
I 'II not endure it s you forget yourfelf, 
To hedge me in; I_am«a fofdier, I, 
Older in practice, abler than yourfelf 
To make conditions, 

tru 4 
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Bru. Go to ; you are not, Caflius. 
Caf I am. 

Bru. I fay, you are not. . >. 
Caf. Urge me no more, I mall forget myfelf ; 
Have mind upon your health — tempt me notar- 

Bru. Away, flight man ! [ther. 

Qf Is 't poflible ? , 

Bru. Hear me, for I will fpeak. 
Must 1 give way and room to your ram choler ? 
Shall I be frighted, when a madman stares ? 

Caf. O ye Gods ! ye Gods ! must I endure all 
this ? [heart break ; 

Bru. All this ! ay, more: fret, till your proud 
Go, (hew your Haves how choleric you are, 
And make your bondmen tremble.Must I budge? 
Must I oblerve you ? must I stand and crouch 
Under your testy humour ? By the Gods, 
You fhall digest the venom of your fpleen, 
Tho* it do fplit you : for, from this day forth, 
1 *11 ufe you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 
When you are wafpifti. 

Caf Is it come to this ? 

Sru. You fay you are a better foldier : 
Let it appear fo ; make your vaunting true, 
And it (hall pleafe me well: for mine own part, 
I (hall be glad to learn of noble men. 

Caf. You wrong me ev'ry way — you wrong 
me, Brutus ; 
I faid an elder foldier, not a better. 
Did I fay better ? — 

Bru. If you did, I care not. [movM me. 

Caf When Csefar liv'd he durst not thus have 

Bru. Peace, peace ; you durst not lb have 

Caf I durst not ? [tempted him. 

Bru. No. 

Caf. What ! durst not tempt him ? 

Bru. For your life you durst not. 

Caf. Do not prefume too much upon my love, 
I may do that Khali be forry for. [for. 

Bru. You have done that you mould be fprry 
There is no terror, Caflius, in your threats j 
For I am arm'd fo strong in honesty, 
That they pafs by me as the idle wind 
Which J refpecl not. I did fend to you 
For certain iums of gold, which you denied me j 
For I can raife no money by vile means : 
By Heaven, I had rather coin my hear^, 
And drop my blood fordrachmas, than to wring 
From the hard hands of peafants their vile tram, 
By any indirection. I did (end 
To you for gold to pay my legions, [Caflius 
Which you denied me : was that done like 
Should I have anfwefd Caius Caflius fo ? 
When Marcus Brutus grows fo covetous, 
To lock fuch rafcal counters from his friends, 
Be ready, Gods, with all your thunderbolt* 
Dam him to pieces ! 

Caf 1 denied you not. 

Bru. You did. 

Caf I did not \ — he was but a fool 
That brought my anfwer back. — Brutus hath 

riv'd my heart: 
A friend mould bear his- friends infirmities, 
But Brutus makes mine greater than they are, 

Bru, I do not, till you pra&ife them on me, 



Caf. Come, Antony, and young Oclavius, 
Revenge yourfelves alone on Caflius, [come> 
For Caflius is af-weary of the world : 
Hated by one he loves ; brav'd by his brother; 
Checked like a bondman; all his faults ob'ferv'd, 
Set in a note-book, learn'd, and conn'd by rote - v 
To cast into my teeth. G, I could weep 
My fpirit from mine eyes t — Therein my dagger, 
And here my naked breast j — within a heart 
Dearer than Plutus' mine, richer than gold: 
Tf that thou be'st a Roman, take it forth ; 
I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart 1 
Strike, as thou did^t at Caefar : for, I know, 
When thou didst hate him worst, thou IovMst 
Than ever thou lovVist Caflius [him better 

Bru. Sheath your dagger ; 
Be angry when you will, it mall have fcope 5. 
Do what you will, dilhonour mall be humour. 
O Cainus, you are yoked with a \:im\\ 
That, carries anger as the flint bears fire ; 
Who, muclientorced (hews a hasty lpark, 
And straight is cold again. 

Caf. Hath Caflius liv v d 
To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
When grief, and blood ill-temperVl, vexeth him > 
Bru. When I fpokethar,! was ili-temperM too, 
Caf Do you confefs fomuch? Give me your 
hand. 

Bru. And my heart too* [Embracing* 
Caf O Brutus ! 

Bru. What is the matter ? [me', 
Caf Have you not love enough to bear with 
When that ralh humour^ which my mother gave 
me, 

Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru. Yes, Caflius.; and from hence forth, 
When you are over-earnest .with your Brutus, 
He'll think your mother chides,and leave you fo^ 

Bru. O, Caflius, I am fick of many griefs. 
Caf Of your philofophy you make 110 life; 
If you give place to accidental evils. 
Bru. No man bears lbrrow better :-— Portia is 
Caf. Ha ! Portia ? [dead. 
Bru. She is dead. 

Caf How TcapM I killing, when I crofs'd you 
O, infupportable and touching lofs !.— (fo f 
Upon what ficknefs ? 

Bru. Impatient of my ah fence ; [tony 
And grief, that young O&avius with Mark An- 
Have made themfelves lb strong— for with her 
death 

That tidings came — with this fhe fell distradr, 
And, her attendants abfent, lwallow'd fire. 
Caf And died fo ? 
Bru. Even fo. 
Caf. O ye immortal Gods 1 

Enter Boy with Wine and T apers. 

Bru. Speak no more of her — Give me a bowl 

of* wine: 

In this I bury all unkindnefs, Caflius. [Drills. 

Caf My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge: — 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o'erfwell the cup - 
I cannot drink too much of Brutus' love. 

Opfor- 
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Opportunity to . be feized on all Affairs, 
There is a tide in the affairs of men, 
Which, taken at the Hood, leads on to fortune 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Is bound in (hallows, and in mifcries. 
On fuch a full fea are we now afloat ; 
And we muft take the current when it ferves, 
Or lofe our ventures. 

The Parting of Brutus and Cajjiut. 
Bru. No, Calfius, no ; think not, thou noble 
Roman, 

That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome; 
He bears too great a mind. But this fame day 
Muft end that work the ides of March began 
And whether we (half meet again, I know not 
Therefore our everlafting farewel take:— 
For ever, and for ever, farewel, Caffius ! 
If we do meet again, why, we (hall fmile ; 
If not, why then this parting was well made, 

Caf. For ever, and for ever, farewel, Brutus 
If we do meet again, we '11 fmile indeed ; 
If not, 'tis true, this parting was well made, 

Bru. Why then, lead on.— 0, that a ma; 
might know 
The end of this day's bufinefs ere it come ! 
But it fufEceth, that the day will end, 
And then the end is known. 

Melancholy the Parent of Error. 
O, hateful error, melancholy's child ! 
Why doft thou (hew to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not ? O ei ror, loon conceived 
Thou never com'ft unto a happy birth, 
But kiirft the mother that engender'd thee. 
Antony s Cbarafter cf Brutus. 
This was the nobleft* Roman of them all : 
All the confpirators, fave only he, 
Did, that they did, in envy of great Caefor 5 
He, only, in a general honeft thought, 
And common good to all, made one ofthem f 
His life was gentle; and the elements 
So mixt in him, that nature might Hand up, 
And fay to all the world, " This was a man 1" 



§ 28. KING LEAR. Shakspeare. 
An alienated Child. 

LET it be fo— thy truth then be thy dower 
For, by the facred radiance of the fun ; 
The myfteries of Hecate, and the night; 
Jfcy all the operations of the orbs 
From whom we do exift, and ceafe to be 5 
Here I difclaim all my paternal care, 
Propinquity and property of blood, 
And as a ft ranger to my heart and me 
Ho}d thee, from this, for ever. The barbVous 
Scythian, 

Or he that makes his generation meflcs 
To gorge his appetite, ihall to my bofbm 
Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and relieved, 
As thou, my lbmetime daughter. 

Bajlardy. 

Thou, Nature, art my goddefs ; to thy law 
My fervices are bound ) wherefore ihould I 



Stand in the plague of cuftom ; and permit 
The curiofiry of nations to deprive me, 
For thatl am fometwelve or fourteen moonfhinei 
Lag of a brother ? Why baftard ? Wherefore bafe? 
When my dimenfions are as well compacT, 
My mina as genVous, and rnV fhape as true, 
As honeft madam's ilfue ? why brand they u« 
With bafe ? with bafenefs \ baftardy ? bafe, bale > 
Who, in the lufty ftcalth of nature, take 
More compofition and fierce quality, 
Than dath within a dull, ftale, tired bed 
Go to creating a whole tribe of fops, 
Got 'tween afleep and wake f 

A Father curfing his Child. 
Hear, Nature, hear ; 
Dear goddefs, hear ! Sufpend thy purpofe, if 
Thpudidft intend to make this creature fruitful ! 
Into her wpmb convey fterility ! 
Dry up in her the Organs of increafe ;_ 
And from her derogate body never fpring 
A babe to honour her ! If me muft teem, 
Create her child of fpleen; that it may live, 
And be a thwart difnatur'd torment to her ! 
Let it ftamp wrinkles in her brow of youth ; 
With cadent tears fret channels in her checks ; 
Turn all her mother's pains, and benefits, 
To laughter and contempt; that ihe may feel 
How (harper than a ferpent's tooth it is 
To have a thanklefs, child ! 

Ingratitude in a Child. 
Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend, 
More hideous, when thou fhewjft thee in a child* 
Than the fea-monfter ! 



Flattering Sycophants. 
That fuch a (lave as this fhould wear a fword, 
Who wears nohonefty ! fuch (railing rogues as 
thefe, 

Like rats, oft bite the holy cords in twain 
Which are too intrince V unloofe : foothe cv'ry 
paflion, 

That in the nature of their lords rebels : 
Bring oil to fire, fnow to their colder moods: 
Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon bpaks 
With ev'ry gale and vary of their mailers; 
As knowing nought, like dogs, but following. 
Plain, blunt Men. 
% This is fome fellow, [affeft 
Who, having been prais'd for bluntnefs, doth 
A faucy roughnels; and conftrains the garb, 
Quite from his nature : He cannot flatter, he !— 
An honeft mind and plain— he muft fpcik truth, 
And they will take it fo ; if not, he 's plain. 
Thefe kind of knaves I know, which in this 
plainnefs 

Harbour more craft, and more corrupter end* 
Than twenty filly ducking oblervants, 
That ftretch their duties nicely. 

Defiription of Bedlam Beggars. 
While I may fcape, 
I will preferve myfelf : and am bethought 
To uki the bafeft and molt poordt ihape,' 

' That 
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That ever penury, in contempt of man, [filth ; 
Brought near to heart: my face I'll grime with 
Blanket my loins ; elf all my hair in knots ; 
And with prefented nakcdncls out-face 
The winds, and perllcutions of the iky. 
The countiy gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices, 
Strike in their numb'd and mortified bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, (prigs of rofemary* 
And with this horrible objecl, from low farms, 
Poor pelting villages, fheep-cotes, and mills, 
Sometime with lunatic bans, fometime with 
Inforce their chanty. [pray'rs, 
The Faults of Infirmity pardonable. 
Fiery ? the fiery duke ? teil the hot duke, that- 
No, but not yet: — may be, he is not well: 
Infirmity doth Hill neglect all office, [felves 
Whereto our health is bound ; we are not our- 
When nature, being opprcft, commands the 
To fuffer with the body t I'll forbear ; [mind 
And am fall'n out with my more headier will, 
To take the indifpos'd and fickly lit 
For the found man. 

Unhindnefs. 

Thy filer's naught: O Regan, fhe hath tied 
Sharp-tootlf d unkindnefs like a vulture, here. 

[Points to his heart. 
Offences mijlahen. 
All's not oftence, that mdifcretion finds, 
And dotage terms fo. 

Rijing PaJJion. 
I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad j 
I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell : 
We'll no more meet, no more fee one another. 
But yet thou art my flefh, my blood, my daugh- 
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( Wilful Men. 
O, Sir, to wilful men, 
The injuries that they themfelves procure 
Mull be their fchoolmafters. 
Defer ipt ion of Lear's Dijlrefs amidjl the Storm. 
Kent. Where's the king? 
Gent. Contending with the fretful element} 
Bids the wind blow the earth into the fea, 
Or fwell the curled waters 'bove the main, , 
That things might change, or ceafe : tears his 
white hair, 

Which the impetuous blafts, with eyelefs rage. 
Catch in their fuiy, and make nothing of: 
Strives in his little world of man to outfcom 
The to-and-fro conflicting wind and rain. 
This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would 
The lion, and the belly-pinched wolf [couch # 
Keep their fur diy, unbonneted he runs, 
And bids what will take all. 
Lear's paffionate Exclamations amidjl the Tempeff. 

Blow, wind ! and crack your cheeks ! rage 1 
You cataracts, and hurricanos, fpout [blow I 
Till you have drenched our fteeplcs, drown'd 
the cocks ! 

You fulphurous and thought-executing fires, 
Vaunt-couriers to oak-cleaving thunderbolts, 
Singe my white head ! And thpu, all-making 
thunder, 

Strike flat the thick rotundity 0' the world ! 
Crack nature's moulds, all germens fpill at once 
That make in grateful man ! 
Rumble thy belly-full ! 1 pit, fire ! fpout, rain ! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters; 
I tax not you, you elements, with unkindnefs, 
I never gave you kingdom, call d you children, 



Or, rather, a difeafe that's in my flefii, [ter, j You owe me no fubfeription 
Which I muft needs call mine ; thou ait a bile, 
A plague-fore, an imbolfed carbuncle, 
Iu my corrupted blood j but Til not chide thee; 
Let {name come when it will, I do 



► not call it j 
I do not bid the thunder-bearer moot, 
Nor ttil talcs of thee to high-judging Jove. 
"The Ntjctfaries of Life few. 
O, reafim not the deed : our bafert beggars 
Are in the pooreft things fuperfluous: 
Allow not nature more than nature needs, 
Man's life is cheap as heart's. 

Lear on the Iwrat'itude of his Daughters. 
You fee me here, you gods, a poor old man, 
As full of grief as age ; wretched in both ! 
If it he you that rtir thefe daughters' hearts 
Againft their father, fool me not lb much 
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger ! 

0 let not women's weapons, water-drops, 
Stain my mnns cheeks ! No, you unnatYal hags, 

1 will have fuch revenges on you both, 

That all the world ftall 1 will do fuch 

things — 

What they are, yet I know not ; but they (hall be 
The terrors of the earth. You think I'll weep ; 
No, 1 11 not weep : 

I have full caufe of weeping; but this heart 
Shall break into a hundred thoufand flaws, 
Of e'er I weep. O fool, I fhall go mad. 



Why then let fall 
Your horrible pleafure ; here I Hand your (lave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and defpis'd old man:— 
But yet I call you fervile minifters, 
That have with two pernicious daughters join'd 
Your high-engender'd battles, 'gaiurt a head 
So old and white as this. O ! O ! 'tis foul ! 



Kant. Alas, Sir, are you here ? Things that 
love night, 

Lcve not fuch nights as thefe ; the wrathful fkies 
Callow the veiy wanderers of the dark, [man, 
And make them keep their caves : fince I was a 
Such fhcets of fire, fuch burfts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard : man's nature cannot 
carry 

The afRicYion nor the fear. 

Lear. Let the great gods, 
That keep this dreadful pother o'er cur heads, 
Find out their enemies 'now. Tremble, thou 
wretch, 

That hall within theeundivulged crimes, [hand ; 
Unwhipp'd of juftice : -hide thee, thou bloody 
Thou perjur'd, and thou fimular man of virtue, 
That art inceftuous : caitiff, to pieces (hake 
That under covert and convenient fecming 
Halt praclis'd on man's life ! Clofepent-upguilts, 
Rive your concealing continents, and cry 

S 1 , Thefe 
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Thefe dreadful fummoners grace. I am a man 
More finn'd againft than finning. 

Kent, Alack, bare-headed ! 
Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 
:.<jme friendfhip will it lend you 'gain ft the 
tempeft. 

Liar. ThoU think'ft 'tis much, that this con- 
tentious ltonft 
\\ nit-? lis to the Jkin i fo 'tis to thee j 
Tult where the greater malady is fix'd, 
The Idler is fcarce felt. Thou'dft fhun a bear; 
Juit it- tlly flight lay toward the raging fea, 
Thou'dft meet the bear i' the month. When 

the mind's free, 
'The body's delicate ; the temped: in my mind 
JDirth from my fenles take all feeling el(e 
; : :ve what beats there*— -Filial ingratitude ! 
U it not as this mouth mould tear tin's hand! 
For lifting food to't ? — But I'll punilh. home. 
Mo, I will weep no more. — In fuch a night, 
To Unit me out '.—Pour on ; I will endure. 
In fuch a night as this ! — O Regan, Goneril ! 
Ywurold kind father, whofe frank heart gave 
all 

0< that way madnefs lies j let me fhun that ; 
.No more of that— - 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Pr'ythce, gtir in thyfelf ; feek thine own 
. eafe ; 

This tempeft will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more— ^but I'll go in: 
fn, boy; go firlt. You houfelefs poverty-* 
N n-, get thee in. I'll pray, and then I'll fleep*^ 
Votst naked wretches, wherefoe'er you are, 
i hat bide the pelting of this pitilefs ltorm, 
How mall your houfelefs heads, ahd unfed fides, 
Vour loop d andwindow'draggednefs,defendyou 

t)m fcafbns fuch as thefe ? — *0, I have ta'en 
1 < >o little care of this ! Take phylic, pomp ; 
7 '\pofe thyielf to feel what wretches feel ! 
That thou mayft (hake the fuperfluxto them, 
Aisd ihew the heavens more jull. 

Enter Edgar, difguifed like a Madman. 
Lear. Haft thou given all to thy two daiigh- 
A»td art thoti cohie to this f [ters ? 

, - - - Didft thou give them all > 
''Cow, all the plagues' that in the pendulous air 
tiang fated o'er men's faults, light on thy daugh- 
Kent. He hath no daughters, Sir. • [ters \ 
Death, traitor ! nothing could have iab- 
dued nature 
%} fuch a lownefs, but his unkind daughters. 
i< U the fafliion, that difcarded fathers 
Wottld have thus little mercy on their flefh ? 

jdlM plinimment! 'twas this flelh begot 
Thole pelican daughters. 

The Juftke of Providence* 
That I am wretc bed, 
\IaKr5 tliee the happier heavens, deal fb ftill ! 
! / 1 the fuperfluoUs and luft-dieted man, 
That ila'ves your ordinance, that will not fee 
l^icaufc he docs not f«el, fuel your powY 
quickly; 



EXTRACTS, Boo k lit 

So distribution mould undo excefs, 
And each man have enough. 

1 Patience and Sorrow. 
Patience and forrow ftr'ove 
Which fliuald exprefs her goodlieft. You have 
Sun-fhine and rain at once : her fmiles and tears 
Were like a better May: thofe happy fmiles, 
That play'd on her ripe lip, feenTd not to know 
What guefts were in her eyes! which parted 
thence, 

As pearls from diamonds dropped. — In brief, 
Sorrow would be a rarity rholt belov'd, if all 
Could fo become it. 

Defripthn of Lear difracled. 
Alack, 'tis he ! why, he was met even nov/ 
As mad as the vex'd fea ; finging aloud ; 
CrownM with rank fumiter, and furrow weed^ 
With harlocs, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo- flowers* 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
In our fuftaining corn. 

Defcript'wn of Dover Cliff. 
Come on, fir; here's the place : — ftand ftill — 
how fearful 

And dizzy 'tis, to caft one's eyes fo low ! [air, 
The crows, and choughs, that wing the midway 
Shew fcarce (o grofs as beetles: 4ialf-way down 
Hangs one that gathers famphire j dreadful trade! 
Metninks he feems no bigger than his head : 
The fifliermen, that Walk upon the beach, 
Appear like mice; and yon tall anchoring bark 
DimininVd to her cock j her cock, a buoy 
Almoil too fmall for light > the murmuring furge, 
That on th' unnumber'd idle pebble? chafes, 
Cannot be heard fo high : I'll look no more. 
Left my brain turn, and the deficient fight 
Topple down headlong. 

dldjlers Fainvcl to the World. 
O you mighty gods \ 
This world I do renounce; and, iri your uglitty 
Shake patiently my great affliction off : 
If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great oppofelefs wills, 
My muff, and loathed part of nature, mould 
Burn itielf out. If Edgar live, O blcfs him ! 

On the Abufe of Power. 
Thou rafcal beadle, hold thy bloody hand : 
Why doit thou lath that whore ? ftrip thine own 
back ; 

Thou hotly luft'ft to ufe her in that kind 
For Which thou whippit her. The ufurer hangJ 

the Cozener. 
Through tatter'd clothes fmall vices doappear; 
Robes and furr'd gowns hide all. Plate fin with 

gold, \ 

And the ftrong lance of juftice hurtlefs breaks : 
Arm it in rags', a pigmy's ftraw doth pierce it; 
Nona docs oilend, none, I fay,none ; I'll able % eni: 
Tike that of me, my friend, who have the powf 
To leal th' accufer's lips. . Get thee glafs eyes? 
And, like a fcurvy politician, feem 
To fee the things thou dolt aot. 

Cvrdcli* 
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Cordelia on the Ingratitude of her Sifters. 
O, my dear father ! Reitoration, bihg 
Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this kifo 
Repair thole violent hr.ms, that mv two lifters 
Have in thy reverence made ! 
Had you not been their fother, thefe white flakes 
Had challenged pity of them* Was this a face 
To be expos'd againlt the Warring winds ? 
To ltand againlt the deep> dread-bolted thunder ? 
In the molt terrible and nimble ltroke [perdu !) 
0f quick croft lightning? to watch (poor 
Within this thin helm ? Mine enemy's dog> 
Tho' he had bit me, mould have ftood that night 
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You fee, is citr'd in him i and yet "it is danger 
To make him. even o'er the time he has loll. 
Belire him to go in ; trouble him no more 
Till further fettling. 

Ccrd. Will't pleafe your Highnefs walk ? 

1 Lear. You mult bear with me. 
Pray yoil now, forget and forgive : I am eld anc^ 
* foolifh. 

Lear to Cordelia^ <when taken Prifoners. 
No, no, no, no ! come, let's away to prison : 
We two alone will fing like birds i' the cage! 
When thou doft alk me blelfmg, 111 kneel down* 



Againlt my lire; and waft thou fain, poor father, And alk of thee foigivenefs : lb well jive, 
To hovel thee with fwine, and rogues forlorn, | And pray, and ling, and tell old tales, and laugh 
In Ihort and multy It raw ? Alack! alack I 
'Tis wonder that thy life and wits at once 
Had not concluded all. 

Scene between Lear and Cordelia. 



At gilded butterflies, and hear poor regues 
Talk of court news ; and we'll taik with them 
too — 

Who lofes,arid who wins ; who's in> who's out-» 



Cord. How does my royal lord ? hovV fares! And take upon us the myltery of things, 



As if we were God's fpies : and we'll wear out, 
! In a wall'd prifon, packs and feels of great onea, 
That ebb and flow by the, moon* 
EJm. Take them away. 
Lear. Upon l'uch lucnfices, my Cordelia, 
The ^ods themielves throw incenfe* 



The Juftice of the Gods. 
The gods are juft, arid of our pleafant vices 



Make inftruinents to fcourge us. 



your majefty > 
Lear. Yon do me WTong to take me out o' 
the grave. 

Thou art a-*bul in blifs but I am bound 
Upon a wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do fcald like molten lead. 

Cord. Sir, do you know me ? 

Lear. You are a ipii'it, I know ; where did 
you die? 

Cord. Stilly ftill far wide ! 

Phyf. He's ffcarce awake ; let him alcne awhile. 0 
Lear. Where have I been? where am I MP®** 5 Ac ' 
Fair day-light ! [pity 
I am mightily abiis'd.-— I mould even die with I 
To fee another thus.— I will not fwear * I And, when 'tis told, O that my heart wowld 

Thefe are my hands. . ^""ft ! . . „ 

Cord. 0 look upon me, Sir, ' I The bloody proclamation to efcape, 

And hold your hands in benediftion o'er me 1 i That follow'd me fo near (O our lives fweetnefs! 
No, Sir, you muft not kneel. - \ That with the pain of death would hourly die, 

• ' Lear. Pray, do not mock me : Rather than die at once ! ), taught me to Ibift 

I am a very foolifh fond old man, . Into a madman** rags ; to aflume a femblance 

fourfcore and upward : and, to deal plainly, That very dogs difdain'd : and jn this habit 



ouni of his d'ifco'vering himfelf to his 
Father^ 
Lift a brief tale:— 



1 fear I am not in irty perfect mind 
Methinks I Ihould know you, and know this 
man ; 

Yet I am doubtful, for I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is; and all the (kill I have 
3*emembers not thefe garments ; nor I know not 
Where I did lodge laft night. Do not laughatme, 
For, as I am a man, I think this lady 
TTo be my chiid Cordelia. 

Cord. And fo I am, I am. 

Lear. Be your tears wet r Yes, 'faith. I pray 
weep not : 

If you have poifon fof me, I will drink it. 
I know you do not love me ; for your lifters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong : 
You have fome caufe, they have not. 

Cord. No caufe, no caule. 

Lear. "Am I in France ? 

Gent. In your own kingdom, Sir, 

Lear. Do not abufe me. 

Gent. Be comforted, good madam \ the great 
rage, 



Met I my father, with his bleeding rings, 
Their precious ftones new loft; became his guide, 
Led him, begg'd for him, fav'd him from de- 
foair; 

Never (O fault !) reveal'd myfelf unto him, 
Until fome half-hour paft, when I was arm'd. 
Not fure, tho' hoping, of his good fuccefs, 
.1 alk'd his blefling, and, from hrft to laft 
Told him my pilgrimage : but his flaw'd heartj 
(Alack, too weak the conflict to fupport !) 
'Twixt two extremes of pallion, joy and grief, 
Burft fmilingly. 

Bafi. This fpeech of yours hath m^v'd me, 
And lhall, perchance, do good: but fpeakyouonj 
You look as you had fomething more to fay. 

Alb. If there' be more, more woful, hold it in \ 
For I am almoft ready to dilfolvej 
Hearing of this. 

Idg. This would havefecm'da period 
To luch as love not forrow ; buc anotiicr, 
To amplify too much, would make much im ?, 
And top extremity. 

Sf2 Whilfc 



6z3 



Whilft I was big in clamour, came there in a 
Who having feen me in my worft eltate, [man, 
Shunn'd my abhorr'd fociety ; Out, then, finding 
Who 'twas that fo endur'd, witfi his ltrong arms 
He fattened on my neck, and bellow'd out 
As he'd burft heaven; threw him on my father: 
Told the mod piteous- tale of Lear and him 
Tlut ever ear received j which, in recounting, 
His grjef grew pfuiflant, and the firings of life 
BegaiJ to crack s — twice then the trumpet found- 
And there I left him frane'd. 

Lear on the Death of Cordelia* 
Howl, howl, howl, howl ! O you are men of 
ftones ; 

had I your tongues and eyes, I 'd ufe them fo 
That heaven's vault mould cracks— O, fhe is 

gone for ever : 
I know when one is dead, and when one lives \ 
She n s dead as earth : lend me a looking-glafs; 
If that her breath will mill or ftain the Hone, 
Why, then (lie lives. 
This feather ltirs ; (he lives ! If it be fo, 
It is a chance which does redeem all forrows, 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent, O, my good mailer ! 

Lear. Pfythee away.— 
A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all ! 
I ipigfvt havefav'd herjbut Ihe v s gone forever! — 
Cordelia ! Cordelia f iby a little. Ha! 
What isi thou fay 'it ?— *-Her voice was ever foft, 
Qentle, and low. 

Lear djing* 

And my poor fool is hang'd ! No, no, no life; 
Why mould a dog, a horfe, a rat have life, 
And thou no breath at all ? O thou wilt come 

no moie, 
Never, never, never, never, never I 
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, Witches defcribed. 
Aat are thefe, 



So wlther'd, and fo wild in their attire } 
That look not like the inhabitants b* the earth, 
Andyetareon *t ?-pLiveyou ? or arc you ought 
That man may queition f You'fecm to* under- 

. ft'and me> 
By each at once her choppy finger laying 
Upon her»(kirmy lips :— Yott ihould be women j 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret 
That you are fo. 

Macbeth": Temper. 

Yet do I fear thy nature j 
It is too full o' the milk of human kindnefs, 
To catch the nearelt way : thou wouldft be 
Art not without ambition, but without [great ; 
The ill nefs mould attend it. What thouwouldlt 
highly, 

That would thou holily ; wouldft not play falle, 
And yet wouldit wrongly win. 



The raven himfelf is hoarle, 
That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
Under my battlements. • Come,- you ip 1 "* 
That tend on morttl thoughts-, unfex me here. 
And fill me, from the crown to' the toe, top-lull 
Of direlt cruelty ! make thick my blood, 
Stop up th 1 accefs and pailkge to remorie ; 
That no compunftious vilitings or natuie 
Shake my fell purpofe, nor keep peace between 
TheeftecT: audit ! Come to my woman s breaits, 
And take my milk for gall, you muid ring mr- 

niiters, ' . 

Wherever in your fightlefs fubftances [night, 
You wait on nature's mifchief! Come, thick 
And pall thee in the dunneft fmoke of hell, 
That my keen knife lee not the wound it makes ; 
Nor Heaven peep thro 1 the blanket of the dark* 

To cry, " Hold ! hold r 

Macbeth" s Irrefolution. 
If it were done when 'tis done, then t were 
It were done quickly : if the anamination [well 
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch. 
With his furceafe, fuccefs ; that but this blow 
Might be the be-all and the end-all here, 
But here, upon this bank and ifcoal of time, 
We 'd jump the life to come. But.inthefe cafes, 
We Hill have judgment here; that we but teach 
Bloody inflrucl ions, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inventor : th is eveli -handed juftice 
Commends the ingredients of our poifoif dchalics 
Toour own lips. He 's here in double truft : 
Firft, as I am his kinfman and his fubjecr, 
Strong both againll the deed ; then, as his holt, 
Wholhouldagainft his murderer fhut the door, 
Not bear the knife myfelf. Betides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties fo meek, hath been 
So clear in his great orlice, that his virtues 
Will plead like anvils, trumpet-tongucd, againft 
The deep damnation of his taking-otf : 
And pity, like a naked new-born babe, 
Striding the blait, or heaven's cherubin, hors'd 
Upon the fightlefs couriers of the air, 
.Shalt blow the horrid deed in ev'ry eye, 
That tears (hall drown the wind. — I have no fpur 
To prick the fides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which overleaps it felt, 
And falls on the other, 

True Fdrtitude. 
I dare do all that may become a man $ 
Who dares do more, is none. 

The murdering Scene. Macbeth alonth 



Is this a dagger, which I fee before me, 
The handle towYd my hand r Come, let m.d 

clutch thee— 
I have thee not \ and yet I fee thee ftill. 
Art thou n6t, fatal -vilion, fenfible 
To feeling, as to fight ? or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind j a falle creation, 
Proceeding from the heat-oppreifed brain ? 
I fee thee yet, in form as palpable 
As this which now I draw ■■ 

Thpif 
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Thou marfliairft me the way that I was going ; 
And fuch an inftrument I was to ufe. 
Mine eyes are made the fools o* the other fenfes, 
Or elfe worth all the reft I fee thee ftill ; 
And on thy blade, and dudgeon, gouts of blood, 
Which was not ib before—There 's no fuch thing: 
It is the bloody bufinefs, which informs 
Thus to mine eyes.— Now o'er the ojae half world 
Nature feems dead, and wicked dreams abufe 
The curtain'd lleep ; now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate's offerings; and withered murder, 
Alarum'd by his fentinel, the wolf, [pace. 
Whofe howl 's his watch, thus with his ftealthy 
WithTarquin'sravifhingfides.towVdshis defign 
Moves likeaghoft— Thou lure and firm-fet earth, I 
Hear not my Heps, which way they walk/6r fear 
Thy very rfoncs prate of my where-about, 
And take the p relent horror from the time, 
Which now fuits with it.— Whiles I threat, he 

lives — [A bell rings. 

I go, and it is done ; the bell invites me. 
Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell 
That fummons thee to heaven or to hell. [Exit. 
Enter Lady, 
Lady, That which hath made them drunk, hath 

made me bold : 
What hath quench" d them, hath'giv'nraefire: — 

Hark ! peace ! 
It was the owl that IhriekM, the fatal bell-man, 
Which gives the ftern'ft good night. — He is 

about it s — 
The doors are open ; and the furfcited grooms 
Do mock theircharge with liiores: I havedrugg'd 

their poflets; 
That death and nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live or die. 

Enter Macbeth. 
Macb. Who 's there ? — what, ho ! 
Lady. Alack ! I am afraid they have awak'd, 
And 'tis not done:— the attempted not the deed, 
Confounds us :-~hark ! — I laid their daggers 

ready, 

He could not mifs 'em. — Had he not refembled 

My father as he flept, I kid done 't. My 

hulband ? 

Macb. I have done the deed:'— didft thou not 

hear a noile ? 
Lady. I heard the owls fcream, and the crickets 
Did not you i'peak ? [ crv * 
Macb. When ? 
Lady. Now. 

Macb. As 1 defcended? 
lady. Ayt ) 

Macb. Hark ! who lies? the fecond chamber ? 

Lady. Dona) bain. 

Macb. This is a forry light ! 

[Looks on his hands. 
Lady. A foolilh thought ! to lay a lorry fight. 
Macb. There 's one did laugh in his lleep,and 
one cried " murder!" 
That they did wake each other! I flood and 

heard them : 
But they did lay their prayers,andad drefs'd them 
Again to fieep. 
Lady. There are tffQ lodged together. 



Macb. One cried, "God blefs us !" and 
*i Amen P* the other ; ' 
As they had feen me,with thefe hangman's hands* 
Liftening their fear. I could not lay, Amen, 
When they did lay, God blefs us. > 

Lady. Conlidcr it not fo deeply. [Amen ? 

Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce 
I had moll: need of blelHng, and Amen 
Stuck in my throat. 

Lady. Thefe deeds mult not be thought 
After thefe ways; fo, it will make us mad. 

Macb. Methought I heard a voice cry, " Sleep. 
" no more ! 

" Macbeth doth murder fleep, the innocent fleep ; 
<; Sleep, that knits up the ravell'd lleeye of care, 
" The death of each day's life, fore labour's bath, 
" Balm of hurt minds, great nature's fecond 
" Chief nourilher in life's feaft." [ 4< courfe r 
L#dy. What do, you mean? [houfe : 

Macb. Still it cried, "Sleep no more!" toallthe 
" Glamis hath murder'd ileep ; and therefore 
<f Cawdor [more V 

" Shall lleep no more, Macbeth (hall lleep no 
Lady. Who was it, that thus cried ? Why, 
worthy Thane, 
You do unbend your noble ftrength, to think 
So brain-lickly of things: go, get fome water, 
And waih this filthy witnefs from your hand, 
Why did you bring thefe daggers from the place? 
They mult lie there 1 go, carry them; and linear. 
The Ueepy grooms with biood. 

Macb. I il go no more 1 
I am afraid to think what I have done ; 
Look on 't again, I dare not. 

Lady. Infirm of purpofe ! 
Give me the daggers : the lleeping, and the dead, 
Are but as pictures: 'tis the eye of childhood, 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
I 'II gild the faces of the grooms withal, 
For it mult feem their guilt, [Exit* 
Knocking within. 
Macb. Whence is that knocking ) [Starting. 
How is 't with me, when ev'ry noile appals me ? 
Whathands are here ? Ha I they pluck out min$ 
eyes ! 

Will all great Neptune'socean walh this blood 
Clean from my hand ? No; this my hand will ra- 
Thy multitudinous feas inCarnardine [ther 

Making the green one red 

Re-enter Lady.' 
LaJy. My hands are of your colour j but I 
lhame ^ [Knock. 

To wear a heart fo white. I hear a knocking 
At the fou th entry. Reti re we to our chambi r 1 
A little water clears us of this deed : 
How eafy is it then ! Your conftancy 
Hath left you unattended — hark I more knock- 
ing: [Knoik, 
Get on your night-gown, left occafion call us, 
And lhew us to be watchers : be not loft 
So poorly in your thoughts. [ myfelf. 

Macb. To knowmy deed— 'twere belt not know 
Wake, Duncan, with thi* knocking! I would 
thou couldll! 
g f ^ Macbeth'? 
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kiacbetfrj guilty Confaence, a?id Fears of Banqm 
Enter Macbeth to his Lady, 



B p o k IIL 



Lady. How now, my lord ? why do you keep 

alone, 

pf forrieft fancies yonr companions making ? 
IJiing thofe thoughts which ihouid intjeedhave 

died 1 • 
With them they think on ? Things without all 

remedy 

Should be without regard i what's dene, is done. 

Mach.Vic have fcotchM the fnakc, not kjll'dit^ 
Shell clofe, and be berfeif, whillt our poorma- 
j\errains in danger of her former tooth, [lice 
But let the frame of things disjoint, both the 

worlds fuller, 
Ere we will eat Our meal in fear, and deep 
In the affliction of thefe terrible drerms 
That (hake us nightly. Better be witTi the dead, 
Whom we, to gain our place, hnve fent to peace, 
Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
In reftlef ecftafy.— Duncan is in his grave 5 
After life's fitful fever, he fleeps well ; 
^Treafon has done his worft : nor fteel, nor poi- 
Malide domcftic, foreign levy j nothing [fon, 
C an toixh him farther ! 

0, full of fcorpions is my mind, dear wife ! 
Thou know'ft that Ban quo and his Fleancc lives. 
Lady. But in them nature's copy's not eterne. 
Mach.Th ore's comfort yet, they are available j 
^Then be thou jocund : ere the bat hath flown 
His cloifter'd flight ; ere, to black Hecate's 
fummons, 

The {hard-borne beetle, with his drowfy hums, 
Hath rung night's yawning peal, there ihall be 
A deed of dreadful note. [done 

Lady. What's to be done ? 

Mach, Be innocent of the knowledge, deareft 
chuck, - [nigiit, 
Till thou applaud the deed. Come, feeling 
Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day 5 - 
And, with thy bloody and invifiblc hand, 
Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond 
Which ktcps me pale ! Light thickens; and the 
Makes wing to the rockv wood: [crow 
Good things of day begin to droop and drowfe ; 
WMe night's l>lack. agents to their preys do 
rouie, 



Banquet prepared. 
Leuox } Lords, and 



Scene a Room of State, 

Macbeth, Lady % Rofe, 

Attendant^ 

Lady. My royal lord, 
Vou do hot give the cheer : the feaft is fold, 
Trnt is not often youch'd, while 'tis a making, 
'Tis given with welcome ; to feed, were belt at 
homfc ; 

F om thence, the fauce to meaf is ceremony; 
Meeting were bare without it. 

' " PT&f Qltofi *f Banquo vifes, and fits in 
M^cbt(l)sflacc.\ 1 - ' 

JMacb. Sweet remembrancer !-- * 
Now, good dig&ft ion wait oh appetite, 
And i .faith oh both \' 
4 Len. May "It plenfe your higlmsfs fit \ . 



Mach, Here had we now our country's ho : 
nour roof 'd, 
Were the grae'd perfon of cur Banquo prefent ; 
Whom may I rather challenge for unkindnels. 
Than pity for milchance ! 

Rcffe. Hisabfence, Sir, 
Lays blame upon his promife, Pleafe it you 

< ' highnefs ' 
To grace us with your royal company ? 
Mach. The table 's full ! [Starting. 
Len. Here is a plage reierv'd, Sir, 
Mach. Where ? 
Len. Here, my good lord. 
What is 't that moves your highnefs ? 
' Mach. Which of you have done tbis ? 
Lords. What, my good lord ? 
Mach. Thou canft not fay, I did it \ never 
Thy gory locks at me. [ihake 
R(jfe. Gentlemen, rile; his highnefs is notwell. 
Lady. Sit, worthy friend : — my lord is often 
thus, 

And hath been from his youth : pray you, keep 
The tit is momentary i upon a thought [feat ; 
He will again be weU : if much you note him j 
You lhall of* cud him, aaid extend his paifion ; 
Feed, and regard him net. —Are you a man ? 

[fo Maci.afide. 

Mach. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on 
Which might appal the devil. [that 

Lady. O proper fluff ! 
This is the very painting of your fear ? [Afide. 
This is the air-drawn dagger, which, ^ou laid, 
Led you to iDuncan. O theft- flaws and itarts 
(Impollors to true fear) would well beconi* 
A woman's ltory at a winter's fire, 
Authoriz'd by her grandam. Shame itfelf ! 
Why do you make luch faces ? when all's done j 
You look but on a ItooJ, 

Mach. Pr'ythee fee there I 
Behold 1 look ! lo ! how lay you ? 

[Pointing to the Chofl. 
Why, what care I ? if thou canifc nod, fpeak too. 
If charnel-houfes and our graves mull lend 
Thofe, that we bury, back-— our monuments 
Shall bt the maws of kites. [ l 7 he G hofi vanijles. 

Lady. What! quite unmann'd in fully? 

Mach, If I ftand here, I law him. 

Lady. Fie, for ihame ! [oiden time, 

Mach, Blood hath been (bed ere now, i' the 
Ere human ftatute purg'd the genYal weal \ 
Ay, and mice too, murders have been performed 
Tc-o terrible for the ear j the times have been, 
That, when the brains were out, the man wou)4 
And there an end \ but now they rife again, [diej 
With twenty mortal murders on their crowns, 
And pufll us from our itools; this is more 1 
Than luch a murder is. - [It range 

Lady, My worthy lord, 
Your noble friends do Lck you. 

• Mcxb, I do forget: . 

Do not mufe at rae, my molt worthy friends j 
I have a ftrange infirmity, which is nothing 
To thofe that know me. Come, love and health 

to us all v ' * v 
Then I'il lit down \ give me form; W'ine, filj full . 

I drink 1 
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I drink to the general ioy of the whole table, 
And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we mils : 
Would he were here ! to all, and him, we thirft, 
And all to all. 

Lards. Our duties, and the pledge. 

[The Ghojl rifts again. 

Mach. Avail nt ! and quit my iigl^t ! Let the 
earth hide thee ! . 
Thy bones are marrowlefs, thy blood is cold ; 
i Thou halt no fpeculation \\\ thole eyes, 
Which thou doll glare with ! 

Lady. Think of this, good peers, 
But as a thing of cullom r Tis no other ; 
Only it fpoils the plcafure of the time. 

Mach. What man dare, I dare ; 
Approach thou like the rugged Ruffian bear, 
The arnrd rhinoceros, or tlie Hyrcan tiger ; 
Take any dupe but that, and my firm nerves 
Shall never tremble 1 or, be alive again, 
And dare me to the defert with thy fword ; 
If trembling I inhibit thee, protelt me 
The baby of a girl, J^ence, horrible Ihadow ! 
Unreal mockery, hence ! Why, ib — being gone, 
[The Ghojl vanifoes. 
I am a man again.— Pray you, lit Itili. 

[The Lords rife. 

Lady. You have difplac'd the mirth, broke 
the good meeting 
With molt admir'd diibrder. 

Mqify. Can fuch tilings lie, 
And overcome us like a fummer's cloud, 
Without our facial wonder ? You. make me 
Even to the difpclition that I owe, [ftrange 
When now I think you can behold fuch lights, 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 
When mine are blanch'd wifh fear. 

RoJJ'e. What fights, my lord ? 

Lady. I pray you, fpeak not ; he grows worfe 
and v/orle; 

Queftion eniages him • at once, good night: 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 
3 nt go at once. 

hen. Good n%hr, and better health 
Attend his majeity ! 

Lady. A kind good night to all ! [Exeunt LcrJs. 

Mat h. It will have blood, they fay 5 blood will 
have blood ; [fpeak ; 

Stones have been known to move, and trees to 
Augurs, and underltood relations, have 
By magpies, and choughs, and rooks, brought 
The iecret'it man of blood. [forth | 

Witches, their Pqiver, 
I conjure you, by that which you profefs, j 
(Howe'er you come tjo know it) anlwer me : | 
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight : 
Againft the churches ; though the yefty waves J 
Confoiii\d and fwallow navigation up ; [down ; 1 
Though bladed corn be lodged, and trees blown] 
Though caftles topple on their warders' heads ; 
Though palaces, and pyramids, do (lope 
-Their heads to their foundations; though the j 
Of nature's germins tumble altogether, [treasure 
Even till dehVuction fkken, anlv. cv me 
To what I alk you. 



Malcolm's Character of bimfelf. 

Mai. But I have none; the king-becoming 
graces, 

As juftice, verity, temperance, ftablenefs, 
Bounty, perfeverance, mercy, lowlinefs, 
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 
I have no relilh of them; but abound' 
In the diviiion of each feveral crime, 
Acting it many ways. Nay, had I powV, I mould 
Pour the fweet milk of concord into hell, 
Uproar the univerlal peace, contoured 
All unity on earth. 

Macd. O Scotland ! Scotland ! 

Mai. If fuch a one be fit to govern, fpeak j 
I am as I have ipoken. 

Macd. Fit to govern ! 
No, not to live. — O nation miferable, 
With an untitled tyrant, bloody-fceptred, 
When lhalt-thou fee thy wholelbme days again * 
Since that the ti*ueftillue of thy throne 
By his, own interdiction (lands aceurft, 
And does blafphcme his breed ? Thy royal father 
Wasa moll fainted king; the queen, that bo'.r 
Oft'ner upon her knees than on her feet, Jthet , 
Died\ev*ry day Ihe liv'd. Fare thee well! 
Theie evils thou repeatMt noon thyfelf, 
Have banifh'd me from Scotland. 1 'O my breaft, 
Thy hope ends here ! 

Mai. Macduff, t|iis noble paffion, 
Child of integrity, hath from my lbul 
Wip'dtheblack Icruples/econciTd my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. DevililhMacbetl , 
By many of theie trains hath fought to win me 
Into his pow'r; and modelt wiidom plucks me 
From over-credulous halle : but God above 
Deal between thee and me ! for eyen now 
I put mylelf to thy direction, and 
Unfpeak mine own detraction; here abjure 
The taints and blames 1 laid upon mylelf, 
For grangers to my nature, lam yet 
Unknown to woman ; never was fori worn ; 
Scarcely have coveted what was mine own ; 
At no time broke my faith ; would not betray 
The devil to his fellow ; and delight 
No lei's in truth than life ; my firltlalle-fpeakin^ 
Was this upon myfelf. What I am truly, 
Is thine, and my poor country's, to command. 

An opprejjed; Country. 
Alas, poor country ; 1 
Almoll afraid to know itfelf ! Il cannot 
Be call'd pur mother, but our grave : where no- 

thin S> 

But who knows nothing, is once feen to fmile; 
Where fighs, and groans, and Ihrieks that rent; > 

{he air, [leems 
Are made, not mark'd; where violent forrovv 
A modern ecllaly ; the dead man's knell 
Is there Icarce alk\l, for who ; and good men's 
Eraire before the flowers in their caps, [Uvea 
Dying or ere thty licken. 

Macduff y on the Murder of hi; Wife and Children^ 

Hojje. Would I could anfwer 
This comfort with the like I but I have word*, 
S J"4 Thai; 
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Defpifed Old Age. 
I have liv'd long enough s my way of lite 
Is faSl'n into the fear, the yellow leaf: 
And that which mould accompany old age. 
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 
I muft not look to have : but in their itead, 
Curfes,notloud,butdeep,mouth-honour, breath, 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, and dart 
not. 

Difeafes of the Mind incurable. 
Canft thou not minilter to a mind difeas'd j 
Pluck from the memory a rooted for row ; 
Raze out the written troubles of the brain ; 
And, with fome fweet oblivious antidote, 
Cleanfe the itufPd boibm of that perilous ftuff t 
Which weighs upon the heart ? 

Rcfiecliors on Life. 
To-morrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow, 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 
To the laft fyllable of recorded time \ 
grief that does not fpeak, I ^ a11 our yellerdays have lighted tools 
Whifpers the o'er-fraught heart, and bids it The way to dufty death Out, out, brief candle ! 
Macd. My children too ? [break.! life's but a walking fhadow ; a poor player, 

Me. Wife, children, iervants, all that could I That ftruts and frets his hour upon the itage, 



That would be howFd out in the defert air, 
Where hearing mould not latch them. 

Macd. What. concern they? 
The general cauie ? or is it a fee-grief, 
Due to fome fingle breaft ? 

RoJJe. No mind that 's honeft 
But in it mares fome woe; tho' the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

Macd. If it be mine, 
Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 

Rrje. Let not your ears defpile my tongue for 
ever, 

Which mail poflefs them with the heavieft found, 

That ever yet they heard 

Macd. Humph ! I guefs at it. [babes 
Rojfe. Your caftle is furpris d \ your wife and 
/ Savagely flaughter'd 5 to relate the manner, 

Were, on the quarry of thefe murder'd deer, 

To add the death of you. 
Mai, Merciful Heaven !— 

What,man ! ne'er pull your hat upon yourbrowsi 

Give forrow words : the 



be found, 

Macd. And I muft be from thence ! my wife 

Rcjfe. I have dud. [kiird too ? 

Mali Be comforted i 
Let *s make us med'eines of our great revenge, 
To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd. He has no children ! — All my pretty 
ones ? 

Did you fay all ? what, all ? O hell-kite ! all ? 
What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 
At one fell fwoop ? 

Mai. Difoute it like a man. 
Macd. I ihall d> fo; 
But I mull: alfo feel it as a man : 
I cannot but remember fuch things were, 
That were moll precious to me. "Did Heaven 
look on, 



And then is heard no more : it is a tale, 
Told by an ideot, full of found and fury, 
Signifymg nothing. 



§ 30. OTHELLO. Shakspeahe, 

Preferment. 
*rpis the curfe of fervice ; 

**• Preferment goes by letter and affection, 
Not by the old gradation, where. each fecond 
Stood heir to the firft. 

In difpraiC of Uonffiy. 
We cannot al !bc malters,*nor all matters 
Cannot be truly followed. You (hall mark 
Many a duteous and knee -Crooking knave, 
That, doating on hisownobfequfous bondage, 
Wears out his time, much like his mailer's afs, 



And would not tike their pp.rt ? Sinful Macduff, For nought but provender ; and, when he is old, 



They were all ftruck forthee ! Naught that lam, 
Not for their own demerits, but for mine, 
Fell (laughter on their fouls: heaven reft them 
now ! 



caihier'd : 

Whip mc fuch honeft knaves. Others there arc, 
Who, trimm'd in forms and viiages of duty, 
Keep vet their hearts attending on themlelves; 



Mai. Be this the whetftone of your fword j let 1 And,throwingbutlhowsofferviceon their lords,, 



grief 

Convert to anger; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 



Do well thrive by them j and, when they have 
lin'd their coats, 

Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine! Do themlelves homage: thefe fellows have fome 



eyes, [Heaven, 
And braggart with my tongue ! But, gentle 
Cut thort all intermiffion ; front to front 
Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myfelf j 
Within my (word's length let him \ if he 'icape, 
Heaven forgive him too ! 

Mai, This tune goes manly. 
Come, go we to the king j our pow'r is ready 5 
Our lack is nothing but our leave ; Macbeth 
Is ripe for making, and the powers above 
Put on l heir inftruments. Receive what cheer 
you may j 

The night is long that never finds the day. 

[£ f xcnnt. 



foul, 

And fuch a one do I profefs myfelf. 
For, Sir, 

It is as lure as you are Roderigo, 
Were I the Moor, I would not be Iago j 
In following him, I follow but myfelf; 
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty, 
But leeming lb, for my peculiar end: 
For when my outward aclion doth demonftratf 
The native aft and figure of my heart 
In compliment extern, 'tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my fleeve, 
For doves to peck "at ; I am not what I feern. 

Love 
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Love the file Motive of Othello's marrying. 

For I know, Tago, 
But that I love the gentle Deldemona, 
I would not my unhouled free condition 
Put into circumfcription and confine, 
For the lea 's worth. 
Othello's Relation of his Courtfhip to the Senate. 
Moll potent, grave, and reverend figniors, 
My very noble and approved good matters — 
That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter, 
it is moil true \ true, I have married her ; 
The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am 1 in my 
fpeech, 

And little bled with the fet phrafe of peace ; 
For iince thefearmsof mine had feven years pith, 
Tiil now, fome nine moons walled, they have us'd 
Their deareft action in the tented field \ 
And little of this great world can I fpeak, 
More than pertains to feats of broil and battle j 
And therefore little (hall I grace my caufe, 
In fpeaking for myielf : Yet by your gracious 
patience, 

I will a round unvarninYd tale deliver, 
Of my whole courle of love ; what drugs, what 
charms, 

What conjuration, and what mighty magic, 
(For fueh proceeding I am charg'd withal) 
I won his daughter with. - - - 
Her father 

Lov'd me ; oft invited me; Hill queftion'dme 
The llory of my life, from year to year ; 
The battles, fieges, fortunes, that I have pafs'd. 
I ran it through, even from my boyifh days, 
To the very mcment that he bade me tell it, 
Wherein I ipake of moftdifaftrous chances, 
Of moving accidents by flood and field ; 
Of hair-breadth Tcapes i' the imminent deadly 
breach ; 

Of being taken by the infolent foe, 
And ibid toflavery } of my redemption thence j 
And portance in my travel's hiftory. 

Thefe things to hear 
Would Defdemona ferioufly incline : 
But flill the houfe affairs would draw her thence; 
Which ever as fhe could with hafte diiparch, 
She 'd come again, and with a greedy ear 
Devour up my drlcourfe : which I observing, 
Tookoncea pliant hour; and found good means 
To drav.' from her a prayer of earncft heart, 1 
That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 
Whereof by parcels fhe had fbmething heard, 
But not intentively : I did confeht j 
And often did beguile her of her tears, 
When I did fpeak of fome diftrefsful ftroke, 
That my youth fuffer'd, My llory being done, 
She gave me for my pains a world of fighs : 
She Iwore — in faith, 'twas ft range, 'twas palling 
ftrange ; 

'Twas pitiful, 'twas wondrous pitiful — 
She wilh'd fhe had not heard it ; yet fhe wiflfd 
That Heaven had made her fudi a man : — ihe 
thank'd me 5 



And bade me, if I had a friend that lov'd her, 
I fhouldbut teach him how to tell my llory, 
And that would woo her. Upon this hint I Ipake; 
She lov'd me for the dangers I had pafs'd j 
And I lov'd her, that fhe did pity them. 

Perfecl Content. 
O my lours joy ! 
If after ev'ry tempeft come fueh calms, 
May the winds blowtill they have waken 'd death, 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of feas 
Olympus high ; and duck again as low 
As hell's from heaven ! If I were now to die, 
Tweie now to be' m oft happy ; for, I fear, 
My foul hath her content lb abfolute, 
That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

A Lover's Exclamation. 
Excellent wretch ! perdition catch my foul* 
Dut I do love thee I and when I love thee not t 
Chaos is come again. 

Othello's firft Sufpicion. 
Think, my lord ! by Heaven he echoes me, 
As, if there were fome monller in his thought 
Too hideous to be fhewn. — Thou doll mean, 
lbmething ; 

I heard thee lay but now—thou lik'ft not that— 
When Callio left my wife j what didft not like ? 
And when I told thee-i-he was of my counfel, 
In my .whole eourfe of wooing: thou criedft 
"Indeed!" 

And didft contract and purfe thy brow together. 
As if thou then hadlt Unit up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit : if thou doft love me, 
Shew me thy 'bought. 
lag. My lord, you know Hove you. 
Oth. I think thou doft ; . 
And for I know thou Ytfufl oflove and honefty, 
And weigh'll thy words before thou giv'ft them 
breath— [ more - 

Therefore, thefe Hops of thine fright me the* 
For fueh things in a lalle, difloyal knave 
Are tricks 6f cuflom; but, in a man that *s juft, 
They are clofe denotements working from the 
That paflion cannot rule. [heart. 
Reputation. 

Good name, in man and woman, dear my lord, 
Is the immediate jewel of their fouls : 
Who lteals my purfe fteals trafli j 'tisfomethinr, 
nothing j 

'Twas mine, lis his, and has been Have to thou- 
lands ; 

But he that filches from me my good name, 
Robs me of that which not enriches him, 
And makes me poor indeed. 

Qlhd\o"s Soliloquy after having been worked up 
to fealoufy ly lagp. 
This fellow 's of exceeding honefty, 
And knows all qualities, with a learned fpirit, 
Of human dealings: if I prove her haggard, 
Thoughthatherjelfeswere my dearheartftrings, 
I 'd whiftle her off, and let her down the wind 
To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black ; 

And 
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And have not thofe foft parts of converfation 
That chambcrers have : or, for I am declin'd 
Jnto the vale of years ; yet that *s not much-~ 
She *s gone j J am abused ; and my relief 
Muft be— rto loath her. O curfe of marriage ! 
That we can call thele delicate creatures ours, 
And not their appetites! f had rather be a tqad, 
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 
Than keep a corner in the Jhing I love 
For others ufes, 

Jealoufy. 

Trifles light as air 
Are, to the jealous, confirmations ftrong 
A* proofs of holy writ. 

Tie Textures of Jealoufy. 

Enter Othello. 
Jago. Look where he comes | not poppy ■ nor 
mandragora, 
Nor all the drowfy fyrups of the world, 
Shall ever medicine thee \o that fvveet fiee-p 
Which thou owMir yeiterday. 

Oth. Ha ! ha ! falle to me ? to me ? [that. 
%ago. Why, how now, general r no more of 
0th. Avaunt! begone I thou, ha(t fet me on 
the rack : 

1 fwear 'tis better to be much abi^s/d, 
Than but to know 't a little, 

lago. How now, my lord > [lull ? 

Oik. What fenfe had I of her ftolen hours of 
I few it not, thought it not, it hajm'd' not me : 
J ilept the next night wejl, was free and merry \ 
I found not CamVs kifles on her lips : 
He that is robb'd, not wanting what is ftolen, 
J-et him not know it, and he s not robb'd at all. 

logo. I am ibrry to hear this. 

Oth. I had been happy, if the general camp, 
Pioneers and all, hacl taftf d her fweet body, 
$o I had nothing known l O now, for ever, 
farewel the tranquil mind ! Farewel content ! 
Farewel the pjum.ed troop, and the big wars, 
That make ambition virtue ! O farewel J 
Farewel the neighing fteed, and the fli rill trump, 
The fpirit-ftirringdrurn, the ear-piercing fife, 
The royal banner \ and all quality, 
^rWe, pomp, and circumftance of' glorious war 1 
And, O you mortal engines," whole rude throats 
Trf immortal Jove's drearf clamours counterfeit, 
Farewel ! Qthello'* occupation 's gone I 

lag*. Is *t poflible, my lord I 

Qib. Villain, be Aire thou, praye my love a 
whore j • • ' 
$e Aire, of it j give me the ocular proofs 

[Catching bqld w him 
Or by the worth of mine, eternal foul, 
Thou hadil better have been, born, a dog* 
Than anlwer my wak'd wrath, 

lag*. Is it come to this > [prove it, 

Qth. Make mc to fe* it } or, at the. leaft, fo 
That the protafaon bear no hiuge, nor loop, 
Tphang a doubt on : or, woii iwon thy life y 

la&>* My. noble V»'d«7« 

Vtb. If gtytityl ttoft {lander her, arvdtortu/e me, 

Kfevcfcprcry more-, abandon 4\ i^norfe* ' s * ' J 

* " • • > 1 • ♦ • i. . . ... — i 



On horror's head horrors accumulate : 
Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz'd, 
For nothing canll thou to damnation add, 
Greater than that. 

logo. O grace I O Heaven defend mc ! 
Are you a man ? have you a foul, or ienle.? 
God be wi'you • take mine office.— Q wretched 
That liv'ft to make thine honelty a yice ! [fool, 
Omonftrous world! take note,take note, O world, 
To be direel and honelt, is not lafe. 
I thank you for this profit \ and, from hence, 
I '11 love no friend, lince love greeds luch offence, 

Oth. Nay, ftay :— ^ thou fhouldlt be honeft, 

lago. I ihould be wife ; for honefty's a fool, 
And lofes that it works tor ? 

Oih. By the world, 
( think my wife be honeft, and I think (he is not j 
I think that thou art juft, and think thou art not $ 
I '11 have lbme proof. My name, that was as frelh, 
As Dian's vifage, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine own face. If there be cords, or fcnives^ 
Poilbn, or fire, or futfocatiner. Itreams \- , 
I "11 not endure it.— Would I were latisfied | 

Olbtlfos Story of the HarJksrch 'vf 
That handkerchief 
Did an Egyptian to my mother giye j 
She was. a charmer, and could almuit read 
The thoughts of people: (he to^d l\er, while (hQ 

kept it, 

Twould make her amiable, and fubdue my fa-, 
Entirely to her love ■> but if fhe loll it^ [thcr 
Or made a gift of it, my father's eye 
Should hold her loathly, and his fpirits lhouldhunt 
After Jiew fancier She, dying, gave it me ; 
And bid me, when my (late would have me yriv'd. 
To give it her. I did fo; and take heed of \ 
Make it a darling, like your precious eye; 
To lofe 't or give *t away, were fuch perdition^ 
As nothing file could match.-rjj— 

-—-There *s magic iu the web»of it j 
A Sibyl, that had numbered in the world 
The iun to make two hundred compalfes^ 
In her prophetic fury fe.wM the work s 
The worms were'hallbw'd that did breed the filkj 
And it w^s ciyed in mummy, which th^ lkilrul 3 
Conlerv'd of maidens* hearts. 

A Lover's ComfutatiAn of Tims. 

What ! keep a week away I feven days andj 
nights? 

Eight-fcorc eight hours ? and lovers abfent hour% 
More tedious than the dial eight-icore times I 

0 weary reckoning ! 

Others Speech, after having received the Man- 
date -when confnned in his Sufficions. 
j Ay; you did willi that I would make herturn^ 
Sir, (he can turn, and turn, and yet go < n, 
And tui : n asSfti) arid (he can weep, Sir, weep % 
And (hi 's obedient, asycni lay— ol^c client— 
Very (>bedient-rxProceed you in your tors. 
Canctrni^g ^his. Sir— 0 well pa;nted paHion ! 

1 am commanded hon>e:^rget you a\v;\y ; 

I Ml fend for you anon.— Sir, I obey the mandate. 
And will return to Venice— hence, avaunt ! 

[Fx. DA 
Cahlel 
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Ciifllo {hall have my place. And — Sir, to-night, 
I do entreat that we may fup together. 
You are welcome, Sir, to Cyprus — - 
Gjatsand monkies i [$xit Othello. 

His pathetic Upbraiding of his Wife. 
Def. Upon my knees, what doth your fpecch 
I nnderftand a fury in ycur words, [import? 
But not your words. 

Oth. Why, what art thou ? 
Def. Your wife, my lord ; your true and loyal 
wife. 

Oth, Come, fwear it ; damn thyfelf ; 
Lelt, being like one 6f heaven, the devils them- 
ielves 

Should fear to feize thee : therefore be double- 
Swear thou art honeft. [cJaimVd : 

Def. Heaven doth truly know it. 

Otb. Heaven truly knows 
That thou art falfe as bell. 

Def To whom, my Lord ? 
Witli whom ? How am \ falfe ? 

Oti. O, Dcidemona, away I away ! aiyay ! 

Def Alas the heavy day ! why do you weep ? 
Am I the occafion of thefe tears, my lord ? 
If, haply, you my father do fuipeft 
An inurnment of this your caliing back, 
Lay not your blame on me j if you have loft him) 
Why, I have loft him too. 

0:h. Had it pleas'd Heaven 
To tiy me with affliction j had he rain'd 
All kind of fores, and ihames, on my bare head j 
Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips ; 
Given to captivity me and my utrooit hopes 5 
I mould have found in fome part of my foul 
A drop of patience. But, alas ! to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of fcom 
To point his How, unmoving finger at— 
P! O! 

Yet could I bear that too \ well, very well ; 
But there, where I havc'garner'd up my heart; 
Where either I mult live, or bear no life.: 
The fountain from the which my current runs, 
Or elfe dries up ; to be difcarded thence I 
Or keep it as a ciftern, for foul toads 
To knot and gender in ! Turn thy complexion 
there ! 

Patience, thou young and rofe-lipp'd cherubin ; 
Ay, there, look grim as hell ! 

Def I hope my my noble lord efteems me honeft. 

Oth. 0,ay ; as fummer-flies are in the (hamblcs, 
That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed, 
Who art fo lovely fair, and fmell'ft fo fweet. 
That the fenle akes at thee j woulcl thou hadft 
ne'er been born j [ted ? 

Def. Alas ! what ignorant fin have Icommit- 

Cth. Was tnis fair ^aper,thismoft goodly book, 
Made to write whore upon ? what committee} ! 
Committed ! O thou public commoner ! 
I mould make very forges of my cheeks 
That would to cinders burn up modefty, # 
Djj} I but fpeak thy dteds.-— -What committed 1 
Heaven flops the hole at it, andthtrnQon winH 
The bawdy wjnii, t#at kilfes all it meets, 
is liu.(h'd Within the hollow mine of earth* 
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And will not hear it : what committed \ 
Impudent ilrumpet ! 

Def By Heaven, you do me wrong ! 

Oth. Are not you a ftrumpet > 

Def No, as I am a Chriftian. 
If to preferve this vciiel for my lord* 
From ,any 01 her foul, u n lawful touchy 
Be not to be a ftrumpet, I am none* 

Otb. What, not a whore ? 

Def. No, as I fliull be faved* 

Oth. Is it potfible ? 

Def O Heaven forgive us ! 

Oth. I cry you mercy, then j 
I took ypu for that cunning whore of Venict^ 
Tha£ married with Othello. 

Pefciefhona's Faithfulnefs. 
O good I ago, 
What mail I do to win my lord again f [ve^ 
Good friend, go to him ; for, by this light of hea» 
1 know not how I left him. Here I kneels 

If e'er my will did trefpafs 'gainft his love, 
Either in difcourfe, or thought, or actual dee&$ 
Or that mine eyes, mine ears, o^any fenle* 
Delighted them in any other form, ; 
Or that I do not yet, and eyer did, 
And ever wiil—though he do (kake me otf 
To beggarly o'ivorcement— loye him dearly 
Comfort foriwear me! Unkindnefs maydomufc&f 
And his unkindnefs may defeat my life, \ 
But never taint my love. 

A Pcd-cbambcr: Defdemona is differed njlcfy 
in her Bed. 

Enter Othello, with a Light a?tdJ$ivorct> 
Oth. It is the caufe, it is the eaufe, my foul»*J 
Let me not name it to you, you chafte ftars \ 
It is the caule.— Yet I 'U not Ihed her blood* 
Nor fear that whiter Ikin of hers than fnow> 
And fmooth as monumental alabafter. 

[ Lays down the SiviirtL 
Yet ftie muft die, elfe me '11 betray more men-. 
Put out the light, and then put out the liglit! 
If I quench thee, thou flaming minifter, 
I can.' again thy former light reftore, 
Should I repent me ; but once put out thy Hgnfy 
Thou cunning'ft pattern of excelling nature* 
I know not where is that Promethean heat 
That can thy light relume. 

[Sets down the tape** 
When I have pluckM thy role, 
I cannot give it vital growth again j 
It needs' muft wither : I 11 fine 11 it oh the tree% 

[KiJJing heK 

0 balmy breath, thou doft aimoft perluade 
Juftice herfelf to break her fword \ One more. 
Be thus when tlwu art dead, and I will kill thee* 
And love thee after: one more, and this the laft$ 
So fweet was ne'er fo fatal. I muft weep> 

But they are cruel tears : thisfonoW *s hewnly. 
It ftril$es where it doth love, 

Othello's. Confufion rfter hanjinv murdered his Wife, 
Ves, 'tis Emilia :^~by and by— (he '-s dead* 

1 Tis like, (he comes to fpeak #f Cailiu death } 

4 " v ' Thi 
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The noife was high. Ha ! no more moving ? 
Still as thegrave. Shall Ihe come in ? were'tgood ? 
I think (he flirs again: — no.— What "s the beft ? 
If (he come in, Ihe Ml Aire fpeak to my wife :— 
My wife ! my wife 1 ! what wife ? I have no wife. 

0 infupportable ! O heavy hour ! 
.MethinKs, it mould be now a huge eclipfe 
Of fun and moon j and that the affrighted globe 
$hould yawn at alteration. 

His Love for hef. 

Had flie been true, 
If heaven would make me fuch another world, 
Of one entire and perfect chryfolitef 
I 'd not have fold her for it, 

His bitter Remorfe. 

Behold ! I have a weapon : 
A better never did JtfeM fuftain 
Upon a foldier's thigh s I *ve feen the da)', 
That, with this little arm, and this good fword, 

1 have made my way through more impediments 
Than twenty times your flop.— But,0 vain boail ! 
Who can controul his fate ? 'tis not fo now. 
Be not afraid, though.you do fee me weapon'd. 
Here is my journey's end, here is my butt, 
And very lea- mark of my utmoffc fail. 
Do you go back difmay M? 'tis a loft fear; 
Mali but a rum againft Othello's breaft, 
And he retires : where mould Othello go ? 
Now — how doft thou look now ? O ill-ftarr'd 

wench ! 

Pale as thy ftriockl when we mall meet at compt, 
This lock of thine will hurl my foul from heaven* 

And fiends will fnatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl ? ! By thinking on the frofty Caucafus 



§31. THE LIFE AND DEATH OF KING} 
RICHARD II. Shakspeare. 
Refutation. 

THE pureft treafure mortal' times afford, 
Is fpotlefs reputation ; that away, 
Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay. 
Cowardice, 

That which in mean men we intitle patience^ 
Is pale cold cowardice in noble breads. 
Bani/bmenf, Cortfolation under it. 
AH places that the eye of Heaven vifits, 
Are to a wife man ports and happy havens ; 
Teach thy neceffity to reafon thus 5 
There is no virtue like necefiity. 
Think not the king did banifh thee ; 
But thou the king: woe doth the heavier fi{ 
Where it perceives it is but faintly borne. 
Go, fay, I fent thee forth to purcSiafe honour, 
And not the king exiPd thee: — Or fuppofe, 
Devouring peftilence hangs in our air, 
And thou art flying to a frelher clime. 
Look, what thy foul holds dear, imagine it 
To lie that way thou go'ft, pot whence thou 
Suppofe the finging-birds muiicians ; [com 'it : 
The grafs whereon thou tread'ft, the prefence 
flrewM i 

The flow'rs, fair ladies j and thy fteps, no mora 
Than- a dclighful mealure or a dance : 
For gnarling ibrrow hath lefs power to bite 
The man that mocks at it, and fcts it light. 

Thoughts ineffectual to moderate Affiiclion 9 
O, who can hold a tire in his hand, 



E'en like thy chaliity. — 
O curled, curfed flave !— Whip me, ye devils, 
From the pofTelTion of this heavenly fighi ! 



Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 
By bare imagination of a fealt ? 
Or wallow naked in Dece.nber fnow, 



£!ow me about in winds ! roaft me in fulphur ! 1 By thinking on fantaftic fummer's heat P 



Warn me in lteep-down gulfs of liquid lire i 

0 Deidemona ! Defdemona ! dead ? • 
Dead ? O ! O ! O ! 

His left Speech. 

Soft you ; a word or two before you.go. (it 5 

1 have done the (rate fome ftrViccand they know 
No more of that.— I pray you, in yoar letters, 
When you flpll thefe unlucky deeds relate, 
Speak of me, as I am : nothing extenuate, 

Nor fet down aught in malice: then muii you 
Ipeak 

Of one that lov'd not wifely, hut too well ; 
Of one not ealily jealous, but, btinu; wrought, 
Perplex'd in the extreme; of one whole hand, 
Like the bafejudean, threw a pearl away 
Richer than all his tribe j of one whole lubdued 
eyes, 

Albeit unufed to the melting mood, 
Drop tears as fait as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinable gum. Set you down this : 
And fay, befides, that in Aleppo once, 
Where a malignant and a turban'd Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and tradue'd the ftate, 
I took by the throat the circumciiecl dog, 
And fmote him — thus. [$talu himflf. 



O, no ! the apprehenlion of the good 
Gives but the greater feeling to the worie: 
Fell forrow's tooth doth never rankle more 
Than when it bites, but lanceth not the fore. 

Popularity. 

Ourfclf, snd Bufliy, Bagot here, and Green, 
Obferv'd his ceurlihtp to the common people 1 
; How be did feem to drive into their hearts, 
With humble an/1 familiar cou^t? fy ; 
What reverence he did throw away on flaves; 
Wooing poorcraftfmen, with the craft of Indies, 
And patient under^beaiing of his fortune^ .Kvj 
As Y tv.ere to banilh their affects with him. 
Off goes his bonnet to an oylter- wench i 
A bnicr of drrtymen bid — Gcd fpeed him well, 
And had the tribute of his lupple knee: 
With — " Thanks, iny countrymen, my loving 
As wi re our England in reversion his, [fVieiidij!! 
And he our ftbjeCh 1 next degree in hope. 
England. 

This royal throne of kings, this fceptred ifle, 

This earth of majeliy, thislleat of Mars, 
This other Eden, demy-paradifc ; 
This fortrefs, built by nature for herfelfj 
Againit infection, ;ind the hand of war; 

Tkis 
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This happy breed of men, this little world; 
This precious (rone fet in the filver fea, 
Which lerves it in the office of a wall, 
Or as a moat defeniive to a houfe, 
Againll the envy of lei's happier lands. 
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England, bound in with the triumphant fea, 
Whole rocky (bore beats back the envious liege 
Of watery Neptune,isnow bound in with flume, 
With inky blots, and rotten parchment-bonds ; 
That England, that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath made a fliameful conquelt of itfelf. 
Grief. 

Each fubftance of a grief hath twenty fhadows, 
Which lhew like grief itfelf, but are not fo: 
For fbrrow's eye, glazed with blinding tears, 
Divides one thing entire to many obje&s ; 
Like perfpectives, which rightly gaz'd upon, 
Shew nothing but confufion ; eyed awiy, 
Diilinguifh form. 

Hope deceitful. 

I will defpair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope; he is a flattereri 
A parafite, a keeper back of death, 
Who gently would diflblve the bands of life^ 
Which falie hope lingers in extremity. 
The Progncftics of War, 

The bay trees in our country all are withered, 
And meteors fright the fixed liars of heaven ; ; 
The pale-fac'd moon looks bloody on the earth ; j 
And iean-look'dprophetswhiiper fearful change; j 
Rich men look lad, and ruffians dance and leap. 

Richard to England, on his Arrival. 
As a long-parted mother with her child [ing; 
Plays fondly with her tears, and fmiles in meet- 
So weeping, fmi ling, greet I thee, my earth, 
And do thee favour with my royal hands, 
feed not thy fovereign's foe, my gentle earth, 
Nor with thy fweets comfort his rav'nous fenfe : 
But let thy fpiders, that fuck up thy venom, 
And heavy gaited toads, lie in their way ; 
Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet 
. Which with ulurping fteps do trample thee. 
Yield flinging nettles to mine enemies: 
And when they from thy bolbm pluck aflow'r, 
Guard it, I pray thee, with a lurking adder; 
Whofe double tongue may with a mortal touch, 
Throw death upon thy Ibvereign's enemies. 
Mock not my fenfelefs conjuration, lords ; 
This earth mall have a feeling, and thefe Hone's 
Prove armed foldiers, ere her native kino; 
Shall falter under foul rebellious arms* 

The Sun rifing after -a dark Night, 

Know 'ft thou not, 

That, when the fcarchingeye of heaven is hid 
Behind the globe, and lights the lower, world, 
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unl'een, 
In murders, and in outrage, bloody here 5 
But when from under this terrcitrial ball 
He fires the proud tops of the eaftcrn pines, 
And darts his light through every guilty hole, 
Then murders, trcafons, and detailed fill, 



The cloak of night being plucked from off their 

backs, 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at themfelves f 
On the Vanity of Power, and Mifery of Kings. 
No matter where ; of comfort no man fpeak : 
Let's talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs g 
Make dud our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write forrow on the bofom of the earth. 
Let's chufe executors, and tdk of wills ; 
And yet not fo — for what can we bequeath, 
Save our depofed bodies to the ground ? 
Our lands, our lives, and ?11, are Bolingbroke's # 
And nothing can we call our own, but death j 
And that fmail model of the barren earth, 
Which ferves as pafte and cover to our bones* 
For heaven's fake, let us fit upon the ground, 
And tell fad ftories of the death of kings : 
How ibme have been depos'd, fome flain in war 5 
Some haunted by the ghoils they have deposed; 
Some poilbn'dby theimives, fome (le«pingkiirdj 
All murder'd :— For within the hollow crown 
That rounds the mortal temples of a king, 
Keeps Death his court : and tnere the antic fits. 
Scoffing his ftate, and grinning at his pomp j 
Allowing him a breath, a little fcene 
To monarchize, be fear'd, and kill with looks j 
Infufing him with felf and vain conceit ; 
As if this flefli, which walls about our life, 
Were brafs impregnable : and humour'd thus, 
Comes at the lad, and with a little pin 
Bores through his callle walls, and, farevvel king! 
Cover your heads, and mock not flefh and blood 
With lolemn revYence ; throw away refpeel, 
Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty. 
For you have but miftook me all this while: 
I live with bread like you, feel want, tafte grief. 
Need friends : fubjecled tjius, 
How can you fay to me — I am a king ? 

Melancholy Stories.. 
In winter's tedious nights, lit by the fire, 
With good eld foJ!;s,and let them tell thee tale* 
Of woeful ages long ago^betid: 
And, ere thou bid good night, to quit their 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me, [grief,. 
And fend the hearers weeping to their beds. . 

A Defcription of Bolinghroke" s and Richard's Entry 
into London. 

Then, as I faid, the duke, great Bolingbroke, 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery (teed, 
Which his aipiring rider feem'd to know — 
With flow, but ilately pace, kept on his courfe ; 
While all tongues cried, God fave thee,Boling- 
broke ! fpake, 
You would have thought the very windows 
So many greedy looks of young and old 
Thro' calements darted their defiring eyes 
Upon his vifage; and that all the walls, 
With painted imng'ry, had faid at once, 
Jeiu preferve thee ! welcome Bolingbroke \ 
Whillt he, from one fide to the other turning 
Bare-headed, lower than his proud fteed's neck, 
Befpoke'them thus— I thank you, countrymen : 
And thus itill dding, thus hepafs'd :t!rng. 
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Jtuth. Alas, poor Richard ! where rides he 
the while ? 

Y^rlt. As in a theatre the eyes of men, 
After a well-grac'd ac~ror leaves the ftage, 
Are idly bent on him that enters next, 
Tanking his prattle to be tedious : [eyes 
j$Ytn fo, or with miich more contempt, men's 
©yteowlonRichardmo man cried 3 God fave him ; 

Joyful tongue gave him his welcome home ; 
J$Ut dull was thrown upon his facred head ; 
Which with fueh gentle forrow he fhook off, 
His face Hill combating with tears and fmiles, 
/The badges of his grief and patience— - [lteel'd 
That had not God, for ibme itrong purpofe, 
The hearts of men, they mult perforce have 
Aftd fcarbarifm itfelf have pitied him. [melted, 

Motets. 

Who are the violets now, 
That ftrew the green lap of the new -come fpring? 

King Richard's Soliloquy in Prifon. 
\ have been itudying hqw I may compare 
TW* prifon, where I live, unto the world : 
And, for becaufe the world is populous, 
Aftd here is not a creature but myfelf, 
I eannot do it -yet Til hammer it out. 
My brain Til prove the female to my foul ; 
}Ay fovd, the father : and thefe two beget 
A generation of itill-brceding thoughts, 
And thefe fame thoughts people this little world; 
'In humours, like the people of this world, 
Fq? 'no thought is contented 

« r - - - - . „ 

Thoughts tending to content, flatter themfelves 
That they are not the hVft of fortune's Haves, 
Nor fliall not be the lait ; like filly beggars, 
Who, fitting in the flocks, refuge their flume — 
That many have, and others mull fit there : 
And in this thought they find a kind of eafe, 
Bearing their own misfortune on the back 
Of fuch as have before endur'd the like. 
Thus play I, in one prifon, many people, 
And none contented. ^Sometimes am I a king ; 
Then trcafon makes me wi/h myfelf a beggar; 
And fo I ani then cradling penury 
P^rfttades me I was better tlian when a kin<r ; 
Then am I king'd again : and, by and by, 
Think that iam unkingM by Eolingbroke, 
And ftrajght am uothing.--But, whatever I am, 
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is, 
With nothing ihall be pleased, till he be eas\l 
With being nothing. 



§ 32. THE LIFE AND DEATH OF KING 
RICHARD HI. Srakspeare. 
Richard, on his oivn Deformity. 

* v are our brows bound with vi&orious 
wreaths ; 

Our bruifed arms hqiig up for monuments ; 
Our ftern alarums changM to merry meetings: 
^Qr dreadful marches to delightful raeafures. 
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EXTRACTS, Book Ut 

Grim-vifag'd war hath fmooth'd his wrinkled 
front ; 

And now — instead of mounting barbed steeds 
To fright the fouls of fearful adverlaries— 
He capers nitnbly in a lady's chamber, 
To the lafcivious pleafmg of a lute. 
But I, that am not fhapM for fportive tricks, 
Nor made to court an am'rous looking-glafs ; 
I, that am rudely itamp'd, and want love's ma- 
To it.ru t before a wanton, ambling nymph; [jesty^ 
I, that am curtailM of this fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by diil'embling nature, 
Deform 'd, unfinihYd, fent before my time 
Into this breathing world, fcarce half made upj 
And that lb kauely and unfalhionable, 
That dogs bark at me as I halt by them— 
Why 1, in this meek piping time of peace, 
Have no delight to pais away the time, 
Unlefs to Ipy my lhadow in the fun, 
And defcant on my own deformity : 
And therefore— fince I cannot prove a lover, 
To entertain thefe fair, weJl-fpoken days— 
I am determined to prove a villain, 
And hate the idle pleafures of thefe days* 
Richard's Love for Laiy Anne. 
Thofe eyes of thine from mine have drawn 
lalt tears, 

Sham'd their affects with store of childifli drops; 
Thefe eyes, which never ihed remorfeful tear- 
Not, when my father York and Edward wept, 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made, 
When black-fac'd Clifford mook Ids fword at 
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, [him; 
Told the fad story of my father's death \ 
And twenty times made paufe, to fob, and weep, 
That all the standers-by baa 1 wet their cheeks, 
Like trees bedauVd with rain : in that fad time, 
My manly eyes did fcorn an humble tear j 
And what thefe ibrrdws co aid not thenceexhale, 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with 
I never fued to friend, nor enemy ; [weeping. 
My tongue could never learn fweet toothing 
But now thy beauty is proposed my fee, [words ; 
My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongud 
to fpeak. 

On his oivn Perfon, after his fucccfsful Addreffes. 

My dukedom to a beggarly denier, 
I do mistake my perfon all this while : 
Upon my life, Ihe finds, although I cannof, 
Myielf to be a marvellous proper man. 
I '11 be at charges for a looking-glafs ; 
And entertain a (core or two of taylors, 
To study fafhions to adorn my^body : 
Since I am crept in favour with myielf, 
I will maintain it with ibme little cost. 
Qieen Margaret's Execration. 
The worm of confeience still begnaw thy foul I 
Chy friends fufpeft for traitors while thou J iv'st. 
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends r 
No flecp dofe up that deadly eye of thine, 
Unlels it be when fomc tormenting d re am 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils ! ' 

Tho\* 
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Thou elvifh-mark \), abortive, rooting hog \ 
Thou that waft feal'd in thy nativity 
The flave of nature, and the ion of hell ! 
Thou flartder of thy heavy mother's womb ! 
Thou loathed ifllie of thy father's loins 1 
Thou rag of honour, thou detelled— 
. High Birth. 
I was bom fo high, 
Our aiery buildeth in the cedar's top, 
And daili«s with the wind, and fcoms the fun 
Richard's Hjfotrijfy. 
But then I ligh, and, with a piece of fcripture, 
Tell them that God bids us do q;ood for evil: 
And thus I clothe mV naked villany 
With old odd ends, ltolen forth of holy writ, 
And fecm a faint, when moll I play the devil » 
Clarence' 5 Dream, 
Erai. What was your dream, my lord ? I pray, 
you tell me. [Tower, 
Clar Methought, that I had broken from the 
And was embark'd to Crofs to Burgundv ; 
And, in my company, my brother Glo fterj 
Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches : thence we look'd toward 
England, 

And cited up a thoufand heavy tirr.es> 
During the wars of York and Lancafter* 
That had befallen Us. As we pae'd along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, [in£, 
Methought that Glo'ltcr Humbled; and, in fall- 
Struck me, that thought to Hay him, overboard, 
Into the tumbling billows of the main. 
O Lord ! methought, whr.t pain it was to drown! 
What dreadful noife of water in rriy ears ! 
What fights of ugly death within mine eyes ! 
Methought I faw a thouland fearful wrecks ; 
A thoufand men that fifhes gnaw'd upon ; 
Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 
Ineftimable Hones, unvalued jewels, 
All fcatter'd in the bottom of the fea. [holes, 



A (hadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood; and he fhriek'd out aloud--* 
" Clarence is come, fali'e, fleeting, perjur'd Gla- 
" rence-— 

" That ftabb\l me in the field by Tewkfburyj 
u Seize on hirri, furies, take him to your tor* 
" mentsl" 

With that, methollghtj a legion of foul fiend* 
Inviron'd me, and howled in mine ears . ; 
Such hideous cries, that, with the very noife f 
I trembling wak'd j and, for a feafon after* 
Could not believe but that I was in hell t 
Such-terrible impreflion made my dream* 

Brak. No marvel, lord, that it affrighted you ; 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 

Oar. O, Brakenbury, I have done thofe things 
That now give evidence againft my foul, 
For Edward's fake; and fee how he requites me! 
O God ! if my deep prayers cannot appeafe thee, 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my mifdeeds, 
Yet execute thy wrath on me alone : [dren \ 
O fpare my guiltkfs wife, and my poor chii* 
Sorrozu* 

Sorrow breaks feafons and repofmg hours, 
Makes the night morning,andthe noontide night* 
GreatnefSy its Cares. 
Princes hare but their titles for their glories, 
An outward honour for an inward toil ; 
And, for Unfelt imaginations. 
They often feel a world of reitlefs cares* 
So that, between their titles and low name. 
There's nothing differs but the outward fame* 
Duchcfs of^ork on the Misfortunes of her Family \ 

Accurled and unquiet wrangling days ! 
How many of you have mine" eyes beheld \ 
My hufband lolt his life to get the Crown, 
And often up and down my ions were tofs'dg 
Forme to joy and weep their gain and lofss 
And being leated, and domeftic broils 
Clean overblown, themfelves, the conquerors, 



Some lay in dead men's (kull Si and, in thofe | ? 1 • Tr u ^ rotl l er t0 b ^ othc - 
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were cr ept|,Bloodtoblood, elfagamftfeH^Oprepofterou, 
(As 'tweVe in fcorn of eyes) refleclin- gemsf And rant.c outrage! end thy damned fpleeUj 
That woo'd the flimy bottom of the dlep, [by. 0r let me die ' t0 ^ ™.; leath no morl 
And mock'd the dead bones that lay fcatterM 
Brak. Had yoii fuch ieiiure in the time of 
To ^aze upon theie fecrets of the deep ? death, 
Clar. Methought I had; and often did I ftrivc 
To yield the ghoft ; but Hill the envious flood 
ICept in my foul, and would not let it forth 
t To nnd the empty, vaft, and wand'ring air ; 
But fmother'd it within my panting bulk, 
Which almoft burll to belch it in the fea. 
Brak. AwakM you npt \vith this fore agony ? 
Clar. O no, my dream was lengthen'd after 
O, then began the tempeit to my foul ! [life ; 
I pafVd, methought, the melancholy flood, 
With that ^rim ferry-man which poets write of, 
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. 
The firft that there did greet my ftranger foul, 
"Was my great father-in-law,renowned Warwick; 
\V r ho cried aloud—" What fcourge for perjury 
Can this dark monarchy afford falie Clarence ?" 
And fo he vaiiifh 'd. Then came wand'ring by 



Deceit. 

Ah ! that deceit mould Ileal fuch gent! efhripesi 
And with a virtuous vizor hide deep vice ! 
Submiffion to Heaven, out Duty. 
Tn common worldly things, 'tis cairdungfafe- 
With.dull unwillingnefs to pay a debt, [ful, 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lentj 
Much more, to be thus oppofite with Heavenj 
For it requires the royal debt it Tent you* 
The Vanity of T nift in Man. 
O momentary grace of mortal meft, 
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God 
Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks^ 
Lives like a drunken faiJor on a malt ; 
Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep, 
Contemplation, 
When holy and devout religious meft 
Are at their beads,'tis hard to draw them theneff 
So fvveet is zealous contemplation. 

DiflriptiOfl 
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Defcription of the Murder of 'the two young Princes 
in the Tower. 
The tyrannous and bloody aft is done ; 
The mod arch-deed of piteous maflacre^ 
That ever yet this land was guilty of. 
t>ighton and Forreft, whom I did fuborn 
To do thjs piece of ruthlefs butchery, 
Albeit they were flefli'd villains, bloody, dogs, 
Melting with tendernefs and mild companion, 
Wept like two children, in their deaths fadltory. 
"Othus/ , quothDighton,"lay thegentlebabes! ,, 

Thus, thus/'quoth Forreft," girdlingone ano- 
•* Within their sjibafter innocent arms ; [ther 
** Their lips were four red rofesona ftalk, [thei. 
41 Which, in their fummer beauty, kifs'd each o- 
" A book of prayers on their pillow lay ; [mind; 
4i Whichonce/ 'q uothForreft^almoftchaag'dmy 
" But, O the devil i^— there the villain ltopp*d. 
When Dighton thus told on—" We fmothered 

The moft replenifhed fweet work of nature, 
*' That, from the primecreation, e"cr fheframM." 
Henceboth are gone with confeience andremorfe: 
They could not fpcak 5 and-fo I left them both 
To bear thefe tidings to the bloody king. 

Expedition. 

Come, I have learnM that fearful commenting 
Is leaden fervitor to dull delay ; 
Delay leads impotent and fnail-pac'd beggary: 
Then fiery expedition be my wing, 
Jove's Mercury, and herald for a king ! 

Queen Margaret* s Exprobration. 
I call'd thee then, poor fhadow, painted queen; 
One heav'd ahigh to be hurl'd down below : 
A mother only mock'd with two fair babes 5 
A dream of what thou wait ; a ganfn flag, 
To be the aim of ev'ry dangerous (hot j 
A lign of dignity, a breath, a bubble; 
A queen In jeft, only to fill the fcene. [thers ? 
Where is thy hufband now ? where be thy bro- 
Where be thy two ions ? wherein dolt thou joy ? 
Who fues, and kneels, and lays, God fave the 
queen ? 

Where be the bending peers that fiatter'd thee? 
Wherebethethrongingtroopsthatfollowed thee? 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art. 
For happy wife, a molt ciiftrclFed widow ; 
For joyful mother, one that wails the name ; 
For one being fued to, one that humbly fues ; 
For queen, a very caitiff crownM with can* ; 
For one that fcorn'd at me, now fcorn'd of me; 
For one being fear'd of all, now fearing one } 
For one commanding all, obeyM of none. 
Thus hath the courle of juftice wheel'd about, 
And left thee but a very prey to time : 
Having no more but thought of what thou wert, 
To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

His Mothers Char after of King Richard. 
Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy 5 
Thy fcbool-days frightful, defpVate, wild, and 
'furious 5 [turous; 
Thy prime of. manhood, daring, bold, and ven- 
Ti.yage coniinu , d,proud i fubtie.fly, and bloody . 



EXTRACTS, Book III. 

Hope. 

True hope is fwift, and' flies with fwallow'a 
wings 5 [kings* 
Kings it makes gods, and rrieaner creatures 
A fine E vening. 
The weary fun hath made a golden fet ; 
And, by the bright track of his' fiery car, 
Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow. 

Day -break. 
The fdent hours fteal on, 
And flaky darknefs breaks within the eaft. 
Richmond's Prayer. 
O thou ! whofe captain I account myfelf, 
Look on my forces with a gracious eye ; 
j Put in their hands thy bruiiing irons of wratlij 
That they^may crulh down with a heavy fall 
Tir ufurping helmets of our adverfaries ! 
Make us thy minifters of chaitifement, 
That we may praiie thee in thy victory ! 
To thee I do commend my watchful foul, 
Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes ; 
Sleeping, and waking, O defend me ftill ! 
Richard farting out of his Dream. 
Give me another horfe — bind up my woun Jsj 
Have mercy, Jcfu !---Soft, Pdid but dream. 

0 coward confeience, how dolt thou affiic~t me ! 
The lights burn blue— is it not dead midnight? 
Cold fearful drops itand on my trembling fle.'h, 
What do I fear ? myfelf? there's none elfe by § 

Confeience* 

Confeience is but a word that cowards ufe, 
Devis'd at firft to keep the ftrong in awe. 

Richard before the Eattle. 
^ A thoufand hearts are great within my bofom. 
Advance our ibndards, let upon our foe»j 
Our ancient word of courage, fair St. George, 
Infpire us with the fpleen of fiery dragons 1 
Upon them ! victory lits on our helms. 
Alarum. Enter King Richard. 
K. Richard. A horfe! ahorfe ! my kingdom 

for a horfe ! 
Caufb. Withdraw, my lord, I'll help you to 
a horfe. 

K. Richard. Slave, I have fet my life upon a 
And I will itand the hazard of the dye : [cuft, 

1 think there be fixRichmonds in the field; 
Five have I (lain to-day, initead of him. 

A horfe ! a horfe ! my kingdom for a horfe ! ' 

[Exemti 



§33. ROMEO AND JULIET. 

Shakspeare. 

< Love. 
T o ve is a fmoke raisM with the fume of fighs; 

, B ein & purg'd, afire fparklinrr i n lovers' eyes; 
Being vex'd, a fea nounnYd with lovers' tears » 
What is it ellc ? a madnefs moft difcrcet, 
A choakmg gall, and a preferving iweet. 
On Dreams. 

O then, I fee, queen Mab hath been with you. 
^he is the faiiic^ midwife* and ihe comes 
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In fhape no bigger than an agate ftone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman, 
Drawn with a team of little atomies, 
Athwart men's nofes as they lie afleep i 
Her waggon- (pokes made of long fpinners' legs ; 
The cover, of the winsp of grafshoppers ; 
The traces, of the fmalleft fpider's web ; 
The collars, of the moonfhme's wat'iy beams; 
Her whip, of cricket's bone ; the lafh, of film : 
Her waggoner, a iinall grey-coated gnat, 
Not half fo big as a round little worm, 
Prick/d from the lazy finger of a maid: 
Her chariot is an empt y hr/el-nut, 
Made by the joiner iquirrel, or old grub, 
Time out of mind the fairies 1 coach-makers. 
And in this (late me gallops night by night, 
Thro' lovers' brains,:md then they dream of lcve ; 
On courtiers' knees, that dream on curtfies 
ftraight ; 

O'er lawyers' fingers, who ftraight dream on fees ; 
O'er ladies' lips, who ftraight on kifles dream, 
Which oft the angry Mab with bliitcrs plagues, 
Becaufe thei r breaths with fweet meats tainted are. 
Sometimes (he gallops o'er a courtier's nofe, 
And then dreams he of rmelling out a fuit: 
And fometimes comes (he with a tythe-pig's tail, 
Tickling a parfon's nofe as a lies afleep, 
Then dreams he of another benefice : 
Sometimes me drivetB o*era foldier's neck, 
And then he dreams of cutting foreign throats, 
Or" breaches, ambufcadoes. Spanifh blades, 
Of healths five fathom detp ; and then anon 
Drums in his ear, at whi/.h he ftarts and wakes, 
And, being thus frighted,fwears a prayer or two, 
And fleeps again. "This is that very Mab 
That plats the manes of horfes-in the night, 
And b ikes the elf-locks in foul fluttn'h hairs, 
Which, once untangled, much misfortune bodes. 
This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs, 
That prefles them, and learns them firlt to bear, 
Making them women of good carriage. 

This is me 

Rom. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace 5 
Thou talk'ft cf nothing. 

Mer. True, I talk of dreams: 
Which are the children of an idle brain, 
Begot of nothing but Vain phantafyj' 
Which is as thin of fubitance as the air j 
And more inconftant than the wind, who woos 
Ev'n now the frozen bofom of the north, 
And, being anger'd, puifs away from thence, 
Turning his lace to the dew-dropping fouth. 
A Beauty defcribed. 
O, fhe doth teach the torches to burn bright ! 
It feems fhe hangs upon the cheek of night, 
Like a rich jewel in an yEthiop's ear ; 
Beauty too rich for ufe, for earth too dear ! 
So ihews a fnowy dove trooping with crows, 
As yonder lady o'er her fellows Ihews, 
The Courtjhip between' Romeo and Juliet in the 
Garden. 
E,iter Romeo. 
Rom. Hejeftsatfcarfi,that never feltawound— 
B'Jt,foft1 what light thro' yonder window breaks ? 



It is the eaft, and Juliet is the fun I 

[Juliet appears above at the Window. 
Arife, fair fun, and kill the'envious moon, 
Who is already fick and pale with grief, 
That. thou her maid art fir more fair than (lie. 
Be not her maid, fince me is envious 
Her veftal livery is but fick and green, 
And none but fbois do wear it; call it off—- 
She fpeaks, yet fhe lays nothing; what of that f 
Her eye dilcourfes, I will aniwer it. 
I am too bold, 'tis not to me me fpeaks: 
Two of the fairefli ftars in all the heaven, 
Having fome bulinefs, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle in their ipheres till they return. 
What if her eyes were there, they in fier head ? 
The brightneis of her cheek would mame theie 
itars, 

As day light doth a lamp; her eye, in heaven, 
Would thro* the airy region dream fo bright, 
That birds would ling, and think it were not 

night. J 
See, how flic* leans her cheek upon her hand I 
O, that I were a glove upon that hind, 
That I might touch that cheek I 

Jul. Ah me ! 

Rom. She fpeaks— 
O fpeak again, bright angel ! for thou art 
As glorious to this night, being o'er my head, 
As is a* winged meflenger of heaven 
Unto the white upturned wond'ring eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him, 
When he beltrides the lazy-pacing clouds, 
And fails upon the bofom of the air. 

Jul. O Romeo, Romeo !— ^wherefore ait thoU 
Romeo ? 

Deny thy father, and refufe thy name : 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but fworn my love, 
And I 1 I1 no longer be a Capulet. 

Rem. Shall I hear more, or fhall I fpeak at 
this ? [jffi/e. 

Jul. 'Tis but thy name that is my enemy— 



Whit "s in a name ? that which we call a rofe, 
By any other name would fmell as fweet : 
So Romto would, were he not Romeo call'd, 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes, 
Without that title. Borneo, doif thy name ; 
And for that name, which is no part of thee, 
Take all myfelf. 

' Rom. I take thee a< thy word : 
Call me but love, and I 'll be new baptiz'd ; 
Henceforth I neve * will be Romieo. 
Jul. What mahaft thou, that, thusbefcreenM 
x in night) 
So ftumbleft on my cpunfel,? 

Rom. By a name 
I know not how to tell thee who I am j 
My name, dear faint, is hateful to n.ylelf, 
Becaufe it is an enemy to thee; 
Flad I it written, I would tear the word. 
Jul. My ears have not yet drunk a hundred 
words V 
Of t hat tongue's utterance, yet I know the found ; 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague? 
Rem. Neither, fair faint, if either thee diflike. 
T t Jul. 
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Jul. How eam'll thou hither? tell me, and 

wherefore ? 

The orchard walls are high, and hard to climb ; 
And the place death, considering who thou art, 
It" any of my kinfmen lind thee here. 

Rom. With love's light wings did I o'er-perch 
thefe walls \ 
For ftony limits cannot hold love out i 
And what love can do, that dares love attempt ; 
Therefore thy kinfmen are no let to me. 

Jul* If they do fee thee,they will murder thee. 

Rom. Alack ! there lies more peril in thine eye, 
Than twenty of their lwords; look thou but 
And I am proof againft their enmity, [fweet, 

Jul. I would not for the world they faw thee 
here. 

Rom. I have night's cloak to hide me from 
their fight. 

And, but thou love me, let them find me here ; 
My life were better ended by their hate, 
Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 

Jul. By whofe direction found'llthou out this 
place? [quire; 

Rom. By love, that firft did prompt me to en- 
He lent me couniel, and I lent him eyes. 
Iam no pilot ; yet wert thou as far 
As that vail lhore waih'd with the fart heft fea, 
I would adventure for fuch merchandize. 

Jul. Thou knovv'lt, the maik of night is on 
my face ; ^ 
Elfe would a maiden blufh bepaint my cheek, 
Forthatwhich thou halt heard me (peak to-night. 
Fain would 1 dwell on form; fain, fain deny 
What I have fpoke; but farewel, compliment ! 
Dolt thou love me ? I know thou wilt fay Ay, 
And I will take thy wOrd : — yet, i f thou fwear'il, 
Thou mayft prove falfe; at lovers' perjuries, 
They fay, Jove laughs. O gentle Romeo, 
If thou doll love, pronounce it faithfully: 
Or, if thou think* ft I am too quickly Won, 
I '11 frown, and be perverfe, and fay thee nay, 
80 thou wilt woo ; but elie not for the world. 
In tt*uttl, fair Montague, I am too fond ; 
And therefore thou mayll think my 'haviourlight: 
But trull me, gentleman, I '11 prove more tine 
Than thofe thathavemorecunningtobe llrange. 
I mould have been more llrange, I mull confels, 
But that thou overheard 'it, ere I was 'ware, 
My true love's palfion : therefore pardon me ; 
And not impute this yielding to light love, 
Which the dark night hath io difcovered. 

Rom. Lady, by yonder blefled moon I vow, 
That tips with iilverall thefe fruit-tree tops 

Jul. O fwear not by the moon, th' inconllant 
moon, 

That monthly changes in her circled orb, 
Lelt that thv love prove jikewile variable. 

Rotn. What Ihall I fwear by > 
' 'Jul. Do not fwear at all— 
Or, if thou wilt, i^earby thy gracious felf, 
Which is the god of my idolatry, 
And I '11 believe thee. % 

Rom. If my heart's dear love— • 

Jul. Well, do not fwear: altho' I joy in thee, 
I have ny joy oi this contract to-night ; 
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It is too ram, too unadvis'd, too fudden ; 
Too like the lightning, which doth ceafe to be 
Ere one can fay, it lightens— fweet, good-night ! 
This bud of love, by lummer's ripening breath, 
May prove a beauteous flow 'r when next we meet. 
Good-night,good-night! — as fweet repofeandreft 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breaft ! 

Rom. O, wilt thou leave me lb unfatisfied ? 

Jul. What fatisfaclion canft thou have to- 
night ? 

Rom. The exchange of thy love's faithful vow 
for mine. 

Jul. I gave thee mine before thou didft requeft 
And yet I would it were to give again. [it : 

Rom, WouJdft thou withdraw it > For what 
purpofe love ? 

Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee agarn. 
And yet I wifli but for the thing I have : 
My bounty is as boundlefs as the fea, 
My love as deep y the more I give to thee 
The more I have, for both are infinite. 
I hear fome noile within: dear love, .adieu ! 

[Nurfe calls within. 
Anon, good nurfe ! — Sweet Montague, be true. 
Stay but a little, I will come again. [Exit* 

Rom. O blefled, blefled night ! I am afeard, 
All this is but a dream I hear and fee; 
Too flattering fweet to be fubltantial. 

Re-enter Juliet above. 

Jul. Three words, dear Romeo, and good': 
night indeed. 
If that thy bent of love be honourable, 
Thy purpofe marriage, fend me Word to-morrow, 
By one that I '11 procure to come to thee, 
Where,and what time,thou\\ ilt perform the rite ; 
And all my fortune's at thy foot I '11 lay, 
And follow thec,my lord,throughout the world. 

[If it bin : Madam!] 

I come anon But if thou mean'll not well, 

I do beieech thee — [Within : Madam !] By and 

by I come- 
To ceafe thy fuit, and leave me to my grief : 
To-morrow will I fend. 

Rom. So thrive my foul. 

Jul. A thouland times good-night ! [Exit. 

Rom. A thouland times the worle to want thy 
light. 

Enter Juliet again.' 
Jul. Hift ! Romeo! hilt! O, for a faulcoffer's 
voice, 

To lure this taflel-gentle back again 1 
Bondage is hoarie, and may not Tpeak aloud; 
Elle would I tear the cave where Echo lies. 
And make her airy tongue more hoarfe thanmine, 
With repetition of my Romeo's name. 

Ro;;:. It i:> my foul that calls upon my name : 
How fdver fweet found lover's tongues by night, 
Like fofteft muiic to attending ears ! 

Jul. Romeo ! 

Rom. Madam.— 

Jul. At what o'clock to-morrow 
Shall I lend to thee ? 

Rom. At the hour of nine. 

Jul* Iwill not fail ; 'tis twenty vears rill then. 
I have forgot why I did call thee' back. 

Rem 



BfcOK lit* 



DRAMATIC. 



Rom. Let me Hand here till thou remember it. 

Jul. I (hall forget, to have thee (till ltand there, 
Remembering how I love thy company. 

Rom. And I '11 ltill itay,to have thee 1U11 forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. [gone-: 

Jul. Tis almoft morning, I would have thee 
And yet no further than a wanton's bird j 
Who lets it hop a little from her hand, 
Like a poor pri loner in his twilled gyves, 
And with a filk thread plucks it back again, 
A So loving-jealous of his liberty,. 
/ \ Rom. I would I were thy bird. 
\ Jul. Sweet, fo would I ; 
let I mould kill thee with much c beriming, 
(^od-night, good night ! Parting is Idch fweet 

\ forrow, 
That I fliall lay good-night, till it be morrow. 

[Exit. 

Lo-ve^s Herahls. 
Lovers heralds Ibould be thoughts, 
Which ten times falter glide than the fun-beams, 
Driving back lhadows over lowering hilis t 
f Therefore do nimble-pinion*d doves draw Love, 
And therefore hath the wind-fwift Cupid wings. 

Violent Delights not lajling. 
Thcfe violent delights have violent ends, 
And in their triumph die ; like fire and powder, 
Which, as they kil's, confume. 

| Lovers light of Foot. 

O, fo light a foot 
will ne'er wear out the everlafting fiint t 
A lover may beftride the goflamers, 
That idle in the wanton (Uramer air, 
And yet not fall ; fo light is vanity. 

J A Lover's Impatience. 

I Gallop apace, you riery-tooted Heeds, 
/To Phoebus* manlion, fuch a waggoner 
' As Phaeton would whip you to the well, 
/ And bring in cloudy night immediately. 

Spread thy clofe curtain, love-performing night ! 
That run-awuys* eyes may wink ; and Romeo 
Leap to thefc arms, untalk'd of, and unieen ! 
Lovers can lee to do their am'rous rites 
By their own beauties: or, if love be blind, 
It belt agrees with night. 

Romeo, on his Banifiment. 

Rom. Ha ! baniihment ? be merciful,fay death ! 
for exile hath more terror in his look 
Than death, much more: do not lay bmifltment. 

frh Hence from Verona art thou banilhed : ' 
Be patient, for the world is broad and '.vide. 

Rom. There is no world without Verona walls, 
But purgatory, torture \ hell itleif. 
Hence banilhed, is banilh*d from the world, 
And world's exile is death} then banilhment 
Is death milterm'd: calling death banilhment, 
. Thou cutt'lt my head off with a golden axe. 
And fmil'lt upon theftroke that murders me. 

Pri. O deadiy fin ! O rude urithankfiilnefs ! 
■f by faultourlawcallsdeath; hut the kind prince, 
Takm<; thy part, hath rofll'd allele the law, 
And tuni'd that black word death to bajaiihmtnt : 
This is dear mercy, and thou fecit it not. 



Roml Tistorture,and not mercy: hcaVen ib here 
Where Juliet lives j and evfcry cat, and dog, 
And little moufe, every unworthy tiling, 
Live here in heaven, and may look on her, 
But Romeo may not. More validity, 
More honourable Hate, more courtlhip lives 
In carrion flies, than Romeo : the* may fei2e 
On the white wonder of dear Juiiet's hand, 
Andlteai immortal blelfing from her lips ; 
But Romeo may not, he is banilhed ! [knife. 
Hadlt thou no poilbrt mix'd, no (harp-ground 
No fudden mean of death, though ne*er fo mean* 
But—baniihed— *to kill mc; banilhed i 

0 friar, the damned ule that word m hell ; 
Howlings attend it: how halt thou the ntart, 
Being a divine, a tjboltly confellbr, 

A tiri-abfolvcr, and my friend pro felt, 
To mangle me with that word — -banilhmeht ? ' 
Fri. Thou fond madman, hear me but (peak a 
word. 

Rom. O, thou wilt fpeak again of banilhment! 

fri. V\\ give thee armour to keep otfthat wordj 
Adverlity's fweet milk, philofophy, 
To comfort thee, though thou art hanifhed. 

Rom. Yet banilhed ? hang Up philofophy. I 
Unlefs philofophy can make a Juliet, 
Dilplant a town, reverfe a prince's doom, 
It helps not, it prevails not 5 taik no more. 

Fri. O then I fee that madmen have no ears. 

Rom. How mould they, when that wife men 
have no eyes ? 

Fri. Let me dilpute with thee of thy elhte. 

Rom. Thou canit not Ipeakof what thou dol 
not feel : 

Wert thou as young as I, J.uliet thy loVe 4 
An hour but married, Tybalt murdered) 
Doting like me, and like me banilhed, 
Then might'it thou 4peak, then toigh fit thou 

tear thy hair$ 
And fall upon the ground, as I do now k ' 
Taking the meafure of an unmade grave. 

Juliet's Chamber , looking to the Garden. 
Enter Romeo, and Juliet above at a IVindiv) \ 4 
Lad ur of Ropes fet. 

Jul. Wilt thou be gout ? it is not yet near day 1 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark, 
That piercM the fearful hollow of thine ear; 
N'i'jhiiy Ihe lings on yon pv>megranate-tree 1 
Believe me> love, it was the nightingale* 

Rom. It was the lark, the herald of the morn, 
No nightingale: look, love, what envious (treaka 
Do lace the" levering clouds in yonder ealt; 
Night' > candles are burnt out, and jocuuJ day 
Stands tiptoe on the milty mountain tops j 

1 mutt be gone and live, or Hay and die. 

Jul. Yon light U not day-light, I know it; 
It is lome meteor that the fun exh ties,, # 
To be to thee this night a torch-bearer, 
And light thee on thy way to M tiitua; 
Therefore ltay yet, thou need'lt not to be gone. 

Rom* Lei me be ta'en, let me be put to death j 
I am contented thou wilt iiave it lb. * 
I 'il fay yon ^rey is not the morning's eye, 
Tis '?'\t the r^le reHex 01 CynthU** fct\>w ; 
T u ' Nor 
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Nor that is net the lark, whofe notes do beat 
The vaulty heaven To high above our heads, 
lhave more care to ftay, than will to go. 
Come death, and welcome ! Juliet wills it fa- 
llow is 't, my foul ? let 's talk, it is not day. 

Juliet's Refohtion. 
O bid me leap, rather than many Paris, 
from olf the battlements of yonder tower $ 
Or waik in thievifh Ways ; or bid me lurk 
Where ferpentsare ; chain me with roaring bears: 
Or fliut me nightly in a charnel-honfe ; 
O'crcover'd quite with dead men's rattljngboncs, 
With reeky fhanks and yellow ehaplefs fkulls ^ 
And hide me with a dead man in his lhroud — 
Things that to hear them told have made me 
And I will doit without fearordoubt, [tremble; 
To live an unftain'd wife to my fweet love* 

Juliet's Soliloquy on drinking the Potion, 
Farewel — Godknows,wlK?nwefhallmeet again! 
.1 have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins, 
That almoft freezes tip the heat of life ; 
I'll call them back again to comfort me.— 
Nurfe !— what ihould Ihe do here ? 
My difmal fcene I needs muft act. alone : 
Come, phial — what if this -mixture do not work 
at all ?, 

Muft 1 of force bemarriref to the County? 
No, no ! this (Kail forbid it—lie thou there. , 
£ Pointing to a dagger. 
What if it be a froifori, which the friar 
Subtly hath minilter'd, to have me dead ; 
lift in tht3 marriage' he fhoulrl be'diihonour'd, 
Becaule he married me before to P„omro ? 
" I fear it is ; and yet, methinks, it fhmild not, 
For he hath (lill been tried a holy man : 
i will not entertain fo bad a thought.— 
How if, whe*n I am laid into the comb, 
1 wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeem me t therms a fearful point ! 
Shall I not then be ftiflcd in the vault, [in, 
T.o whofe foul mouth no healthfome air breaths 
And there die li rang) eel ere my Romeo comes ? 
Or, if I live, is it not very like 
The horrible conceit of death and .night, 
Together with the terror of the place- 
As in a vault, an ancient receptacle, 
"vVhere, for thefemany hiltulced yea *s,the bones 
Of all my buried ancestors are packM; 
Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 
l^es I'crtYing in his lhroud ; where, as they lay, 
At fome h(wra in the nigbt fpirits re fort — 
Alack ! alack ! is it not like (hat I 
So ferjy waking— what withloathibme fmells ; 
And ih' ieks, like mandrakes torn out of the earth, 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad — 
0 ! if I Waie,, fhall I not be diftraught, 
Jnvironed with all thefe hideous fears ? 
And madly play with my forefathers' joints ? 
And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his fhroud ? 
And,in (his rage, with fome great k in fman> bone, 
As with a club, daih out my defp'rate brains ? 
<) look I methinks I fee my cou(inV.ghoft 
' .a.'tM^oKt l'omeo that did fpit hi/body 



Upon a rapier's point !— St ay, Tybalt, ftay ! 
Romeo, I come ! this do T drink to thee. 

[She throws herjtlf on the bed, 

Joy and Mirth turned to their Contraries. 

All things that we ordained feftival, 
Turn from their office to black funeral: 
Our inftruments, to melancholy bells ; 
Our wedding cheer, to a fad burial feait; 
Our folemn hymns to fullen dirges change : 
Our bridal flowVs fefve for a buried cone, 
And all things change them to the contrary. i 
Romeo's Defcriptkn of, and Dij'ccurfe nvkk, the} 
Apothecary. 

Well, Juliet, 1 will lie with thee to-night. 
Let 's fee formeans:— O mifchief \ thou art f.vift 
To enter in the thoughts of defperate men ? 
I do remembsr an apothecary — 
And hereabouts he dwells— whom late I noted 
In tatter'd weeds, with overwhelming brows, 
(Culling of fimples j meagre were his looks, 
Sharp mifery had worn him to the bones ; 
And in his needy fhop a tortoife hung, 
An alligator ihiff,and other Ikins 
Of ill-fhap'd fifties ;and about his (helves , ♦ 
A 1 eggarly account of empty boxes, 
Greeu earthen pots, bladders, and mufty feed:, 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roies, 
Were thinly icatter d to make up a Ihow. 
Noting this penury, to my felf I iaid— 
And if a man did need a poifon now, 
Whofe lale is prefent death in Mantua, 
Here lives a caitiff wretch would iell it him, 
O, this lame thought did but fore-run my needt; i 
And this fame needy man muft iell it me. t 
As as I remember, this Ihould be the houfe i [ 
Being hoj)*-day, the beggar's (hop is (hmy 
VVhat, ho 1 apothecary ! 

Enter Apothecary* 

Ap. Who calls fo loud ? 

Rom. Come hither, man. — I fee thntthouart 
Hold, there is forty ducats : let me have 
A dram of poifon; fttch foon-f pet cling geer, 
As will difperfe itfelf through all the veins, 
That the life- weary taker may fall dead; 
Anil that the trunk may be difcharg'd of breath 
As violently, ?.s hairy powder nVd 
Doth hurry from the fatal cannon's womb. 

Ap. Such mortal drugs I have; but Mantua*! 
Is death to any he that utters them. [law 

Rom. Art thoufo bare, and fuliof wretchednefs, 
And fear*ft to die ? famine is in thy cheeks ; 
Need andoppreflion ftarvcth in thy eyes; 
Upon thy back hangs ragged mifery ; 
The world is notthy friend, nor the world's law, 
The world affords no law to make thee rich; 
Then be, not poo»*, but break it, and take this. 

Ap. My poverty, but not my will, contents. 

Rom. I pay thy poverty, and not thy will. 

Ap. Put this in any liquid thing you will,' 
Ami drink it off; and, if you had the ftrength- 
Of twenty men, it would difpatch you ftraight. 

lUm. There is thy gold; worfe poifon to men's 
fouls, v 

Doing: 
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Doing more murders in this loath fome world 
Than thele poor compounds that thou may!! 
. not fell : 

I fell thee poilbn, thou hall fold me none — — 
Farevvelj buy food, and get thyielf in item. 

Ro?xeo and Paris. 
Par. Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vileMontague ; 
Can vengeance be purlued further than death ? 
Condemned villain ! I do apprehend thee : 
Obey, and go with me j for thou mult die. 
Rom. \ mult indeed ; and therefore came J 
hither. 

Good gentle youth, tempt not a defp'rate m m ; 
Fly hence and leave me— thinkupon thefegorte; 
Let them affright thee. I beleech thee, youths 
Heap not another fm upon my head, 
Py urging me to fury. O, begone ! 
By heaven, I Jove thee better than myfelf; 
For I come hither arni'd again ft myfelf ;• 

Par. I do defy thy conjurations, 
And do attach thee as a felon here. 
• Rom. Wilt thou provoke me ? then have at 
thee, boy. ' [They fight, Pmris falls. 

Par. O, I am fiain ! if thou be merciful, 
Open the tomb, iay me with Juliet. [Dies. 

Rom. In faith I will : — let me perufe this face, 
Mercutio's kinfman, noble County Paris: 
What faid my man, when my betoifed foul 
Did not attend him as we rode ? I think 
He told me, Paris mould have married Juliet : 
Said he not fo ? or did I dream it fo ? 
Or tm I mad', hearing him talk cf Juliet, 
To think it was fo ?— O, give me thy hand, 
One writ with me in four misfortune's book ! 

Romeo's la (1 Speech over Juliet in the Fault. 
O my love ! my wife ! 
Death, that hath fuek'd the honey of thy breath, 
Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty: 
Thou art not conquered; beauty's enfgnyet 
Is crimfbn in thy lips and in thy cheeks, 
And death's pah flag is not advanced there.— 
Tybalt, lielt thou there in thy bloody fhect ? 
O, what more favour can I do to thee, 
. Than with that hand thatcut t hy youth in twain, 
To f under his that was thine enemy ? 
Forgive me, coufin ! — Ah, dear Juliet! 
Why art thou yet fo fair J (hall I believe 
That unfubftantSal death is amorous; 
And that the lean/ abhorred rnonfter keeps 
Thee here in dark to be his paramour ? 
For fear of that, I will itill ltay with thee; 
And never from this palace of dim night 
Depart again ; here, here will I remain, 
With worms that are thy chambermaids — O, 
Will I fet up my everlaftirig reit j [here 
And (hake the yoke of inaufpicious ftars [laft! 
From this world-wearied flefh. Eyes, look your 
Anr*:, take your laft embrace ! and lips, O you 
The doors of breath, fe:d with a righteous kils 
A datelefs bargain to eng roiling death ! — 
Come, bitter conduct I come, unfav'ry guide! 
Thou dtfp'rate pilot, now at once run on 
The d*lhing rocks thy fea-fick, wear/ bark ! 



Here's to my love ! O true apothecary \ 

[Drinks the Poifin. 
Thy drugs are quick. — Thus with a kils [ die. 

[Dies. 



§ 54.. TIMON OF 



ATHENS- 

ShakspearE- 



Painting. 

npHE painting is nl molt the natural man j [turey 
For fince dilhonour traffics with man's na- 
He is but outlide: thefe pencil'd figures are 
Even fuch as they give out. 

77*? Grace if a Cynic Philof&pher. 
Immortal gods ! £ crave ho peJf ; 
I pray for no man but myfelf: 
Grant I may never prove fo fond 
To tr uft man on his oath or bond j 
Or a harlot, for her weeping j 
Or a dog, that feems a-ileepmgj 
Or a keeper, with my freedom ; 
Or my friends, if I Ihould need 'em. 

Amen! Amen ! fo fall t>'t, 
Rich men fin, and I e^t root. 

A faithful Steward. 
So. the gods blefs me, 
When all our offices have been oppreft ' [wept 
With riotous feeders ; when our vaults have 
Withdrunken£pilthof wine, when every room 
Hath blaz'd with lights, and bray'd with min- 
I have retir'd me to a waftefulcock, [lirelly r 
And fet mine eyes at flow. 

'The Ingratitude of Timon's Friends. 
Theyanivver, in a joint and corporate voice, 
That now they are at fail, want trea fure, cannot 
Do what they would j are lorry — you are ho- 
nourable— [not— w 
But yet they could have wifh'd— they know 
Something hath been amifs — a noble nature 
May catch a wrench — would all were well— 'tis 

' P i1; y— . 

Anil, fo, intending other ferious matters, T 
After diilnfteful looks, and thefe hard fractions/. , 
With certain half-caps, and cold-moving nods, 
They fr^ze me into lilence. 

Tim. You gods reward them !— 
Pr'ythco, mail, look cheer) y : thefe old fellows 
Have their ingratitude in them hereditary : 
Their blood is cak'd., 'tis cold, it leldom flows ; 
Tis lack of kindly warmth, f hey are not kind ; 
And nature, as it grows again toward earth, 
Is falhon'd for the journey, dull and heavy. 
Aiainjl Dueiting. 
Your words have took fuch pains, as if they 
labour'd [relling 
To bring manflaughter into form, and let quaff 
Open the head or valour \ which, indeed, 
Is valour milbegot, and cair^e into the w6rJd, . . 
When feels and f ictions were but newiy born. 
He's truly valiant, that can wileJy fufic'r 
The worit that man can breathe, and make his 
wrongs [carelessly j 

His outlides j to' wear them, like his raiment, 
T t 3 And 
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Anci ne'er prefer his injuries to his heart, 



To bring it into d inger. 

Without the Walk of Athens. 
Timons Execrations on the Athenians. 
Let me look Kick upon thee, O thou wall, 
That girdle!! in thofc wolves ! dive in the earth, 
And fence not Athens ! Matrons, turn incon- 
tinent i 

Obedience tail in children 1 Haves, and fools, 
Pi nek the graye wrinkled fenate from the bench, 
And miniiter \x\ their fteads ! to general filths 
Convert o' the mlhmt, green virginity ! [faft ; 
Po't in your parents' eyes ! Bankrupts, hold 
Rather thin render back, out with your knives, 
And cut your truiters' throats j Bound lervants, 
ileal ! 

J-arge -handed robbers your grave mailers are, 
And pill by law ! Maid, to thy matter's bed ; 
Thy miitreis is o' the brothel ! Son, of lixteen, 
Pluck the lin'd crutch from thv old limping lire, 
With it beat out his brains ! Piety and fear, 
Religion to the gods, peace, juitice, truth, 
Domeltic awe, night-reft, and neighbourhood, 
Inftruclion, manners, mylteries, and trades, 
Degrees, obfei vances, cultoms, and laws, 
Decline to your confounding contraries, 
And yet confulion live !— Plagues incident to 
Your potent and infectious fevers heap [men, 
On Athens, ripe for ftroke ! Thou cold iciatica, 
Cripple our Ienators, that their limhs may halt 
As lamely as their manners. Lull and liberty 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth ; 
That 'gainft the ltream of virtue they may ltrive, 
And drown themfelves in rigt j Itches, blains, 
Sow all til' Athenian, bolbrhs ; and their crop 
Be general leprofy ! breath infeft breath'; 
That their Ibciety, as their friendlhip, may 
Be merely poiicm ! frothing I'll bear from thee, 
But nakednels, thou detf [table town, ! 

A Friend firfaken.* 
As we do turn our backs 
From our companion thrown into his grave, 
So his familiars to his buried fortunes 
Slink all away ; leave their falle vows with him, 
Like empty purfes pick'd \ and his poor felt, 
A dedicated beggar to the air, 
Wjth his difeal? of all-lhunn'd poverty^ 
Walks, like contempt, alone. 

On Gold, 

What is here r [gods: 
Pol.d } yellow, glittering, precious gold ! t No, 
I am no idle votarilt. Root,s,you clear heavens ! 
Thus much of this will make black, white; foul, 
fair ; 

Wrcmg, right; bafe, noble ; old, young; coward, 
valiant. . 

Ha, you ^ods ! why this ? wbat this, you gods ? 

why this [fides; 
Will lug your priefts and fcrvants from your 
Pluck i to ut men's pillows from below their 
This yellow (lave [heads ; 

Willknitand break religions; blefstheaccurs'd; 
Make the hoar leprofy ^dor'tl ; place. thieves, 
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And give them title, knee, and approbation, 
With ienators on the bench : this is it 
That makes the wappen'd widow wed ag:iin ; 
She, whom the fpitalhouie and ulcerous lores 
Would call the gorge at, this embalms and fpices 
To the April day again. Come, damned earth, 
Thou commonwhoreof mankind^hatputt'it odd| 
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 
Do thy right nature. 

Timon to ALibiades. 
Go on-r-here's gold-r-go on ; 
Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 
Will o'er fome high-vie'd city hang his poifon 
In the fick air; let nqt thy fword (kip one : 
Pity not honour'd age for his white beard ; 
He is an ufurer. Strike me the counterfeit ma- 
lt is her habit only that is honeil, [tron j 
j Herfe-lfs a bawd. Let not the virgin's cheek 
Make foft thy trenchant fword ; for thole milk 
paps, 

That thro' the window-bars bore at men's eyes, 
Are not within the ieaf of pity writ ; 
But fet them down horrible traitors, Spare not 
the Lube, [mercy, 
Whofe dimpled fmiles from fools exhauft their 
Think it a ballard, whom the oracle' 
Hath doubtfully pronoune'd thy throat (hall cut^ 
And mince ^ fans remoiie. Swear agamlrobjectsj 
Put armour on thine ears and on thine eyes, 
Whofe proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor- 
babes, 

Nor light of priefts in. holy veltmeiits bleeding, 
Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy loldi- 
\lu|ce large con. fu lion ; and, thy fury (pent, [ers; 
Coiilgundcd be tbyfelf ! fpeak not, begone, 
tfi the Courtezans. 
Confumption low 
In hollow bones of man-; ftrike their fliarp Ihins., 
And mar men's fpurrirnj. Crack the lawyer's, 
That he may nevermore talfe title plead, [voice, 
Nor found his quillets flirillv : hoar the hamen, 
That fcolds againft the quality of flelh, 
And not believes himfelf : down with the nofe, 
Down with it flat ; tal^e the bridge quite away 
Of him that, his particular to forefee, 
Smells from the gen'raj weal : make cu/l'd-pate 

ruffians bald, 
And let the unlcarr'd braggarts of the war 
Derive fome pain from you. 

Timor: s Refieflions on the Earth. 
That nature, being lick of man's unkincjnefs. 
Should yet be hungry ! Common mother, thou, 
Whole womb unmeafurable, and infinite breali 
' ras, and feeds all ; w>ofe lei f- lame mettle 



Whereot thy proud child, arrogant man, is ptlffi 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 
The gilded newt, and eyelefs venomM worm, 
Withall the abhorrt^ births below crifp he; *r\\ 
Whereon Hyperion's quickening fire dorhfhine; 
Yield him, who all thy human ions doth hate, 
From forth thy plenicous bofom,one poor root! 
Enfear thy fertile and conlctptious womb ! 
Let it no more bring out iinjratefuj U ian i 
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DRAMATIC. 



Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears, 
Teem with new monfters, whom thy upward 
Hath to the marble man (ion all above [face 
Never prefented ! — 0, a root — dear thanks ! 
Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough torn leas, 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquorilhdraughts, 
And models uncluous, greafes his pure mind, 
That from it all con fi deration (lips ! 

Timon": Difcourfe with Apemantur. 
Apem. This is in thee a nature but afiedled: 
A poor unmanly melancholy, lprung 
From change of fortune. Why this ipade ? this 
place > 

This (lave-like habit ? and thefe looks of care ? 
Thy flatterers yet wear lilk, drink wine, lie (oft j 
Hug their difeasM perfumes, and have forgot 
That ever Timon was. Shame not thefe woods, 
By putting on the cunning of a carper, 
Be thou a flatt'rer now, and feek to thrive 
By that which hath undone thee :hinge thy knee, 
And let his very breath, whom thou'lt oblerve, 
Blow off thy cap ; praile his mod vicious drain, 
And call it excellent. Thou waft told thus ; 
Thou gavil thine" ears, like taplters, that bid 
welcome 

To knaves, and all npproachers : 'tis mod juft 
That thou turn rafcal; hadll thou wealth again, 
Rafcals mould have't. Do notallumemylikenefs, 

Tim. Were I like thee, I'd throw away my felt". 

Apem. Thou hall call away thyfeJf, being like 
thyielf, 

A madman fo long, now a fool ; what, thiuk'll 
That the bleak air, thy boiilerous chamberlain, 
Will put thy ihirt on warm? will thefe moid trees, 
That have outliv'd the eagle, page thy heels, 
And lkip when thou point'lt out ? — will the 

cold brook, 
Candied with ice, cawdle thy morning tafle, 
To cure thy o'er-nighfs forfeit ? Call the crea- 
tures 

Whofe naked natures live in all the fpite 
Of wreckful heaven; whole bare unhoufed 
To riie conflicting elements expos'd, [trunks 
Anfwer mere nature—bid them flatter thee; 

O ! thou malt find 

Tim. Thou art a Have, whom fortune's tender 
arm 

With favour never clasp'd ; but bred a dog/[ed 
Hadll thou, like us, from our firft fwath, proceed 
The fweet degrees that this brief world alfords 
To fuch as may the pafllve drugs of it 
Freely command,thou wouldft have plung'clthy- 
In general riot ; melted down thy youth [lelf 
In different beds of luft ; and never learn 'd 
The icy precepts of refpect, but followed 
The fugar'd game before thee. But myfelf, 
Who had theVorld as my confectionary, [men 
The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of 
At duty, more than I could frame employment ; 
That numberlefs upon me (luck, as leaves 
Do on the oak — have with one winter's brufli 
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare, 
For every llorm that blows : — I, to bear this, 
That never knew but better, is fome burthen. 
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fhy nature did commence in fufferance; time 
Hath made rtiee hard in 't. Why ihouidlt thou 
hate men ? 

They never flattcr'd thee. What hcjft thou given? 
If thou wilt curfe thy father, that poor rag 
Mult be thy fubjeft; who in fpite put Huff 
To fome lhe?beggar, and compounded thee 
Poor rogue hereditary. Hence ! begone. 
If thou hadll not been born the worit of men, 
Thou hadll been a knave, and flatterer. 



On Gold. 

O thou fweet king-killer, and dear divorce 
[Looking on the Gold. 
'Twixt natural fon and fire! thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen's purell bed ! thou Valiant Mars ! 
rhoueveryoung,frefli,lov'd,anddelicatewooer, 
Whofe blu/h doth thaw the conlecrated lhow 
That lies on Dian's lap ! thou vilible god, 
That folder'd clofe impotfibilities, 
And mak'il them kifs ! that ipeak'll with every 
tongue, 

To every purpofe ! O thou touch of hearts ! 
Think, thy Have man rebels : and by thy virtus 
Set them into confounding odds, that beaiU 
May have the world in empire. 

Timon to the Thie-ves. 
Why mould you want ! behold, the earth 
hath roots ! 

Within this mile break forth an hundred firings; 
The oaks bear malls, the brie/s fcarlet hips; 
The bounteous houicwife, nature, on each bufh 
Lays her full mels before you. Want! why want? 
j. Ib'uf. We cannot live on grais, on berne., 
water, 

As beads, and birds, and fiuics. 
Tim. Nor on the bealts themlelves, the birds, 
and riflies ; 

You muli eat men. Yet thanks I mud yon con, 
That you are thieves profelt ; that you work not 
In holier lhapes : for there is boundlels theft 
In limited profellions. Rafcal thieves, f grape, 
Here's gold : go, fuck the fubtle blood o'the 
Till the high fever feethe your blood to froth, 
And fo 'fcape hanging: truft not the phylician j 
His antidotes are poiion, and he flays 
More than you rob: take wealth and lives to- 
gether : 

Do villany; do, flnce you profefs to do't, 
Like workmen : Til example you with thievery: 
The fun's a thief, and with his great attraction 
Robs the vail fea ; the moon's an arrant thief, 
And her pale fire (he matches from the fun ; 
The lea's a thief, whofe liquid furge relblves 
The moon into ialt tears; the earth's a thief, 
That feeds and breeds by a compolture itolen 
From gen'ral excrement: each thing 's a thief; 
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough 
pow'r [aw ay ! 

lave uncheck'd theft. Love not yourfelves, 
Rob one another.There's more gold: cut throttsj 
All that you meet are thieves: to Athens, go, 
. I ; eak cpen (hops ; nothing can you Ileal, 
6ut ihkvcs do lole it. 

X t 4 On 
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C'n his honejl Steward. 
Forgive my gen'ral and exceptlefs rafhnefs, 
Vou perpetual-fober gods ! I do proclaim 
One honelt man^miltake me not— but one j 
No more, I pray- — nnd he is a Howard. 
How fain would I have hated nil mankind, 
And thou rcdecnVit thylelf : but all, lave thee, 
I fell with curfes, 

Ml thinks, thou art more honeft now than wile , 
For, by oppveiling and betraying me, 
Thou mights have fooner got another fervice: 
For many fo arrive at iecond matters, 
Uoon their firlt lord's neck. 

V/ rong and bifolcnce. 
Now breathlefs wrong 
Shall fit and pant in your great chairs of eafe^ 
And purfy infolence (hail break his wind 
With fear, and horrid night. 



§ 35. TITUS ANDRONICUS. 

Shaksphare. 

Mercy. 

^ITJTilt thou draw near the nature of the gods? 
vv Draw near tbem then in' being merciful : 
Sweet "mercy is nobility's true badge. 

'Thanks. 

Thanks, to men 
Of noble minds, is honourable meed. 

• An Invitation to Love. 

The birds chaunt melody on every bum ; 
The fnake lies rolled in the cheerful fun j 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind, 
And make a chequer'il Ihadow on the ground : 
Under their fweet -(hade, Aaron, let us fit j 
And whilfl the babblingechomocks the hounds, 
Keplyi.ne: (hritly to the well-timM horns, 
As if a aotuSTe hunt were heard atence — . 
Let us fit down, and murk their yelling noifei 
And 2fte^r conflict — fuch as was fuppos'd 
The ivand'ring prince and Dido once enjoy'd, 
When with a happy ftorm they were furpris'd 
1 \ n d c u rtai n d wit h a conn fe 1 - keep i i>g cave.— 
V/c may, each wreathed" in the other's arms, 
Our paitimes done, poffefs a golden flumber ! 
Whiles hounds, and horns, arid fweet melodious 
P>e unto us as is a nurfe's long [birds, 
Of lullaby, to oring her babe ajleep. 

VaU) a dark and melancholy one (kf.nbed* 

A barren detefted vale, you fee, it is - : 
The trees, tho' fummer, yet forlorn and lean, 
O'ercome with niofs, ard baleful miiktoe. 
Here never lhines the fun; here nothing breeds, 
Unlefs the nightly owl, or fatal raven, 
And, when they (hew'd me this abhorred pit, 
They told ine, here, at dead time of the night] 
A thoufand Mends, a thoufand hiding makes,' 
Ten thoufand fwelling toads, as many urchins. 
Wt)uld make fuch fearful and confuted cries 
As any mortal body,' hearing it, 
Should ftraight fail niad, or elii? die fuddenly. 



A Ring, iff a dark Pit. 

Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious 'ring, that lightens all the hole, 
Which, like a taper in loine monument, 
Poth mine upon the dead man's earthy cheeks, 
And mews the ragged entrails of this pit. 

A young Lady flaying on a Lutt and finding. 

Fail' Philomela, Hie but loft her tongue, 
And in a tedious (ampler lew'd her mind : 
But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee $ 
A craftier Tereus hail thou met withal, <x| A. 
And he hath cut thofe pretty ringers off, 
That coufd have better few'd than Philomel. 
O, had the monitor feen thofe iily hands 
Tremble,, like afpen leaves, upon a Lute, 
And make the lilkem itrings delight to kifs them; 
He would not then have touch'd them for hi£ 
Or had he heard the heavenly harmony [life ; 
Which that iu eet tongue hath made, L auee P> 
He would have dropp'd his knife, and fell 
As Cerberus at the Thracian poet's feet. 
A Ladys Tongue cut out. 

O, that delightful engine of her thoughts, 
That blabb'd them with fuch pleafingeloquence, 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage $ 
Where, like a fweet melodious bird, it lung 
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear ! 

A Per/on in Defpair compared to one on a Rocky (sfr. 

For now I Hand as one upon a rock, 
Environ'd with a wildernels of lea ; 
Who marks the waxen tide grow wave by wave, 
Expecting ever when fome envious furge 
Will in his brinifh bowels fwallow him. 

Tears eomjared to Deuu on a Lily. 
When I did nameher brothers, thenfrefh tears 
Stood on her cheeks \ as doth the honey-dew 
Upon a gather'd lily almolt wither'd. 

Pwflecliuns on killing a ply. 
Mar, Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly, 
T/>. But how,if that fly had a tatherandmorher? 
Hew would he hang his (lender, gilded wings, ' 
And buz lamenting doings in the air ! 
Poor harmlefs fly ! 

That, with his pretty buzzing melody, 
Came here to make us merry j and thou haft 
kill'd him I 

Revenge. 

Lo, by thy fide, where rape and murder flandsj 
Now give lome furance that thou art Kevenge, 
Stab them, or tear thejp on thy chariot wheels $ 
And then I'll come, arid be thy waggoner, 
And whirl along with thee about the globe, 
Provide thee two proper palfries, as black as jet, 
To hale thy vengeful waggon fwift away, 
And find out murderers in their guilty caves : 1 
And, when thy car is loaden with their heads, 
I will di (mount, and by the wa< gon wheel 
Trot, like a fervile footman, all day long j 
Even from Hyperion's riling in the eaft, 
Until his very downfal in the 

§ 36- 
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§ 36. TROILUS AND CKESSIDA. 

Shakspeare. 

Love in a brave young Soldier. 

p»ALL here my varlet, Til unarm again : 
^VVhy Ihould I war without the waffs of Troy, 
That find iuch cruel battle here within ? 
Each Trojan, that is mailer of his heart, 
Let him to field ; Troilus, alas ! hath none. 
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The Greeks are ftrong, and Ikilftfl to their 
ftrength, 

Fierce to their lkill, and to their fiercenefs vali- 
But I am weaker than a woman's tear, [ant ; 
Tamer than deep, fonder than ignorance ; 
Lei's valiant than the virgin in the night, 
And ikill-lefs as unpra&is'd infancy. 

O Pandarus ! I tell thee, Pandarus— 
When I do tell thee, there my hopes liedrown'd, 
Reply not in how many fathoms deep 
They lie indrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 
In Creflid's love : Thou anfwer'ft, (he is fair ; 
Pour'lt in the open ulcer of my heart [voice; 
Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her 
Handleftin thy difcourie — O, that her hand, 
In whofe companion all whites are ink, [ure 
Writing their own reproach; to whole foft feiz- 
The cygnet's down is harfh, and fpirit of lenle 
Hard as the palm of ploughman ! This thou 
teim me, 



Conducl in War fupcrior to Afilon. 

The itill and mental parts, 
That do contrive how many hands ihall itrikc 
When titnefs calls them cm; and know ,byroeafure 
Of their obfervant toil, the enemies' weight- 
Why, this hath not a finger's dignity ; 
They call this bed-work, mapp'ry, ciofet wan 
So that the ram, fhat batters down the wall, 
For the great Aving and rudenefs of his poize, 
They place before his hand that made the engine; 
Or thole, that with the finfenels of their fouls 
By reafon guide his execution. 

Adverfity the Trial of Man. 
——Why then, you princes, 
Do you with cheeks abafh'd behold our works., 
And thin k them lhames, which are indeed nought 
But the protraclive trials of great Jove, " [elfe 
To find perfiltive conftancy in men ? 
The finenefs of which metal is not found 
In fortune's love : for then the bold and coward, 
The wife and fool, the artill and unread, 
The hard and foft, feem all aflin'd rnd kin; 
But, in the wind and tempelt of her frown, 
Diftinction, with a broad and pow'rful fan, 
Putting r\t all, winnows the light away j 
And what hath mafs, or matter, by itfelfj 
Lies rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

Achilles defcribed by UtyJ'es. 
The great Achilles — whom opinion crowns 
The (inew and the fore -hand of our hoft— 



As true thou tell'ft me, when I fay I love her; Having his ear full of his airy fame, 



But, faying thus, inftead of oil and balm, 
Thou lay'lt in every galh that love hath given 
The knife that made it. [me 

Succe/s not equal to our Hopes. 

The ample proportion that hope makes 
In alLdeligns begun on earth below, 
Fails in the promis'd iargenefs: checks and dif- 
alters 

Grow in the veins of actions higheft rear'd ; 
As knots, by the conrlux of meeting Tap, 
Inl'ec\the lound pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant from his courle of growth. 

On Degree. 

Take but degree away, untune that firing, 
And,hark,whatdifcordfollows! each thing meets 
In mere oppugnancy. The bounded waters 
Should lift their bolomr, higher than the Ihores, 
And make a fop of all this loiid globe : 
Strength mould be lord of imbecillity, 
And the rude fon Ihould Itrike his father dead : 
Force mould be right; or, rather, right and wrong 
(Between whofe endlefs jar juftice reiides) [too. 
Should lofe their names, and fo Ihould juitice 
Then every thing includes itfelf in power, 
Power into will, will into appetite 5 
And appetite, an univerlal wolf, 
So doubly leconded with will and power, 
Mult make perforce au univerfal prey, 
And laileat up itfelf. 



Grows dainty of his worth, and in his tent 
Lies mocking our dei'igns : with himPatrodu*, 
Upon a lazy bed, the live-long day 
Breaks fcurril jeits ; 

And with ridiculous and awkward action 
(Which, iianderer ! "he imitation calls) 
He pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 
Thy toplefs deputation he puts on; 
And, like a ftrutting player — whole conceit 
Lies in his hamitring, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden dialogue and found 
'Tv'/ixt Ins fcretch'd' footing and the Jcaflbldage, 
Such to-be-pitied and o'ervvrelted feeming 
He acts thy greatnefs in ; and when he 1 peaks, 
'Tislikeachime a mending:vvithtermsurilquar'rl» 
Whichjfromthe tongue of roaringTyphondropt, 
Would feem hyperboles. At this fulty ftufr*, 
The large Achilles, on his preft bed lolling, 
From his deep chelt laughs out a loud applaufe ^ 
Cries—" Excellent ! 'tis Agamemnon juic ! 
Now pky me Neltor — hem, and itroke thy 
As he, being drelt to Ibme oration. 0 [beard, 
That's done — as near as the extremell ends 
Of parallels ; as like as Vuican and (lis wile ; 
Yet good Achilles ftill cries — " Excellent ! 
'Tis Neitor right ! Now play him me, Patroclus, 
Arming to aniwer in a night-alarm/' 
And then, forfooth, the Fairit defects of age 
Mult be the fcene of mirth ; to cough and fpit, 
And, with a palfy fumbling on his gorget, 
Shake in and out the rivet. — and at this Jport 

Sir 



6ca ELEGANT 

Sir Valour dies ; cnas — " O !enough,Patroclu9, 
Or give mt ribs of lletrl ! I (hall fplit all 
In pleafureof my fpleen." And, in this fafhion 
All our abilities, gifts, natures, fliapes, 
Severals and generals of grace exact, 
Achievements, plots, orders, preventions, 
Excitements to the Held, or fpeech for truce, 
Succefs or lols, what is or is not, ferves 
As ftutf for thefe two to make paradoxes. 

Rejpe&. 

I afk, th:it I might weaken reverence, 
And bid the cheek be ready with a bluih 
Modeft as morning, when flie coldly eyes 
The youthful Phcebus, 

Doubt. 

The wound of peace is furety, 
Smtty fecure ; but modeft doubt is call'd 
The beacon of the wife, the tent that fearches 
To the bottom of the worlt. 

Pkafure and Revenge* 
Pleafure, and revenge, 
Have ear6 more deaf than adders to the voice 
Of any true decifion. 

The Subtlety of Ulyjfes, and Stupidity of Ajax. 

Ajax. I do hate a proud man, as I hate the 
engendering of toads. 

Neft. Yet he loves himfelf : is it not ftrange I 

Ulyf. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow. 

Jga. What's his excufe ? 

Ulyf. He doth rely on none ; 
But carries on the ftream of his difpofe-, 
Without obfervance or refpeel of any 
In will peculiar, and in felf-admiflion, 

Aga. Why will he not, upon our fair requeft, 
Untent his perfon, and mare the air with us ? 

Uhfi Things fmall as nothing, for requeAVs 
fake only, 

He makes important: poflefl he is with greatnefsj 
And fpeaks not to himfelf, but with a pride 
That quarrels at felf-breath: imagined worth 
Holds in his blood inch fwoln and hot difcourfe, 
That, 'twixt his mental and his aclive parts, 
Kingdom'd Achilles in commotion rages, 
And batters down himfelf: what ihould I fay ? 
He is fo plaguy proud, that the death-tokens of 
Cry, u No recovery." [it 

Aga. Let Ajax go to him. — 
Dear lord, go you, and greet him in his tent: 
>Tis faid, he holds you welJj and will be led, 
At your requeft, a little from himfelf. 

Ulyf. O Againetnncn, let it not be fo ! 
We'll confecrate the iteps that Ajax makes, 
When they go from Achilles: thall theproud lord 
That baftcs his arrogance with his own feam, 
And never fu iters nutter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, fave fuch as do revolve 
And ruminate himfelf — (hall he be worihipp'd 
Ot that: we hold an idol more than he ? 
No, this thrice worthy and right valiant lord 
Muft not io Hale his palm, nobly acquired j 
Nor, by my will, ailubjugate his merit. [les • 
As amply titled as Achilles is, bygJing tjAchil- 
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That were to enlard his fat-already pride, 
And add more coals to Cancer, when he burn^ 
With entertaining great Hyperion. 
This lord go to him I Jupiter forbid ! 
And iky in tliundec " AchUles, go to him. 1 ' 
Nejl. 0, this is well j he rubs the vein of him. 

J [Afide. 
Dio. And how his filence drinks up tl is ap- 

plaufe ! [ ' 

Ajax. If I go to him with my armed flit 
Til path him o'er the face. J 
Aga. O no, you lhall not go., 
Ajax. An he be proud with me, Til pheefe his 

pride : let me go to him. 
Ulyf Not for the worth that hangs upon our 
quarrel. 

Ajax. A paltry, infolent feilow ! 

Nejl. How he defcribes liirafelf ! [Afide. 

Ajax. Can he not be lbciable ? 

Ulyf, The raven chides blacknefs, [Afide. 

Ajax. Til let his humours blood. 

Aga. He'll be the phyiician that mould be 
the patient. [Afide. 

Ajax. An all men were o' my mind — 

Ulyf Wit would be out of f am ion. [Afide. 

Ajax. He mould not bear it fbj 
He Ihould eat (words firft : lhall pride carry it > 

Nefi. An 't would, you'd carry half. [Afide. 

Ulyf He would have ten mares. [Afje. 

Ajax. I wilfknead him, Til make him fupple. 

Nejl. He is not yet through warm ; forte lum 
With praxies ; pour U) j his ambition's diy. 

[Afide. 

Uhf. My lord,you feed too much on this dillike. 
Nejl. Our noble general, do not do ib. 
Dio. You mult prepare to fight without 
Achilles. 

Ulyf. Why, 'tis this naming of him does him 
Here is a man— rbut tis before nis face — [harm, 
I will be lilent. 

Nejl. Wherefore ihould you fo ? 
He is not emulous, as Achilles is. 

Ulyf. Know the whole world, he is as valiant, 

Ajax. A whorefon dog ! that thall paulter 
thus with us t * 
Would he were a Trojan 1 

Nejl. What a vice were it in Ajax now— 

Ulyf If he were proud ? 

Dio. Or covetous of praife ? 

Ulyf Ay, or furly borne I 

Dio. Or ltrange, or felf-atTefted > 

Ulyf Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of 
fweet compofure : 
Praife him that got thee, (he that gave thee fuck; 
FamM be thy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice fam'd beyond, beyond all erudition \ 
But he that difciplin'd thy arms to fight, 
Let Mars divide eternity in twain, 
And give him half: and for thy vigour, 
Bull-bearing Mild his addition yield 
Co finewy Ajax. i will not praiie thy wifdom» 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a Ihore, confines 
Thy fpacious and dilated parts: here s Ntttor, 
iiiittucted by the antiquary times — 
.ie mult, JUc is, he cannot but be wife j 

But 
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JBut pardon, father Neftor; were your days 
As green as Ajax, and your brain fo tempered, 
Y w Ihould not have the eminence of him, 
But be as Ajax. 

Ajax.. Shall I call you father ? 

Llyf. Ay, my good ion. 

Dio. Be rul'd by him, lord Ajax. [Achilles 

Ulyf. There is no tarrying here; the hart 
Keeps thicket : pleafe it our great general 
To call together all his flate of war ; [friends 
Frefh kings are come to Troy s to-morrow. 
We rriuft with all our main ofpow'r Hand fait, 
And here's a lord ; come knights from ealttowelt, 
And cull their flow'r, Ajax ihall cope the belt. 

Aga. Go we to council. Let Achilles ileep i 
Light boats fail fwift, tho' greater hulks draw 
deep. [Exeunt 

An exfcclhrg Lover. 
No, Pandarus : I ltalk about her door, 
Like a it range foul upon the Stygian banks 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon, 
And give me fwift tranfportance to thole fields. 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds 
Propos'd for the deferver ! O gentle Pandarus 



From Cupid's moulders pluck hispaintedwings.j p)j e - m t j ie gjj 



Upbraip! my falfehood! when they have faid — as 
As air, as water, wind, or fandy earth, [falle 
As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer's calf, 
Pard to the hind, orltep-dame to her ion — 
Yea, let them fay, to itick the heart of falichood, 
As fafe as Creflid\ 

Pride cures Pride. 
Pride hath no other glafs 
To (hew itfelf, but pride : for iupple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man's fees« 

Greatnefs contemptible whtn it declines, 
'Tis certain, greatneis, once fallen «ut with 
fortune, [i , 

Mud fall out with men too : what the declin'd 
He ihall as loon read in the eyes of others, 
As feel in his own falls for mer, like butterflies, 
Shew not their mealy wings but to the I'uramer: 
And not a man, for being limply man, [nour* 
Hath any honour \ but honour for thole ho- 
That are without him, as place, riches, and fa- 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit \ , [vour, 
Which, when they fall,asbeingilipperyitanders, 
The love that lean'don them as llippery too, 
Do one pluck down another, and together 



fi\\A tiy with me to Creflid 
I am giddy; expectation whirls me round. 
The imaginary relifh is fo fvveet 
That it enchants myfenfe ; what will it be, 
When that the wat'ry palate taites indeed 
Love's thrice reputed nectar ? Death, I fear me.; 
Swooning definition ; or fome joy too fine, 
Too fubtlerpotent, and too iharp in fweetnefs, 
For the capacity of my ruder powers ; 
J fear it much \ and I do fear betides 
That 1 (hall lofe diftinclion in my joys j 
As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemj* flying. ... 
My heart beats thicker than a fev'rous pulfe ; 
And all my powers do their beftowing lofe, 
J-ike vairalage at unawares encount'ring 
The eye of majefty. 

Conftancy ia Lctve trot eft ed, 
^roitus. True fwains in Love mall in the world 
to come [rhimes, 
Approve their truths by Troilus ; when their 
full of proteit, of oath, and big compare, 
Want limiles : truth tried with iteration— 
As true as iteel, as plantage to the moon, 
As fun to day, as turtle to her mate, 
As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre- 
Yet, after all comparifons of truth, 
As truth's authentic author to be cited, 
As true as Troilus, ihall crown up the vcrfe, 
And fanclify the numbers. 

Crcf. Prophet may you be ! 
If I be falle, or fwerve a hair from truth, 
When time is old and hath forgot itfelf, 
\Vhen water-drops have worn the (tones of Troy, 
And blind oblivion fvvallow'd cities up, 
And mighty ftates characlerlei's are grated 
To duity nothing j yet let memory, 
From falle-to falle, among faiie maids in love, j 



Honour : continued A els necejfary to prefer -je its 
Lullre* 

Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back, 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 
A great fiz'd monlter of ingratitudes : [Vour'd 
Thofe fcraps arc* good deeds paft; which arede- 
As fait as they are made, forgot as foon 
As done: perieverance, dear my lord, 
Keeps honour bright \ to have done, is to hang 
Quite out of faihion, like a rulty mail, + 
In monumental mockery. Take the initantway, 
For honour travels in a itraight ib narrow, 
Where one but goes abrealh keep then thepathj 
For emulation hath a thoufand ions, 
That one by one purfue 5 if you give way, 
Or hedge alide from the direct forthright, 
Like to an enter'd tide they all rulh by, 
And leave you hindmoft — 
Or, like a gallant jhorfe fail'n in firft' rank, 
Lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 
O'er-run and trampled on : then wliat they do 
in prefer t, 

Tho' lefs than yours in paft, mult o'crtop yours, 
For time is like a fafhionable holt, [hand : 
That Uightly ihakeshis parting guefl by the 
And with his arms outitretch'd,as hewouid ily, 
Grafps in the comer s welcome ever iiniles, [fcek 
And farewel goes out iighiniy. O, let not virtue 
Remuneration fbr the thing it was ; for beauty. 
High birth, vigor ofbone,deiert in iervice, [wit, 
Love, friendlhip, charity, are fubjc£ts all 
To envious and caluminating time. [kin- 
One touch of nature makes the whole world 
That all with one conient prailenew-borngawds 
Tho' they are made and moulded of things pait $ 
And give to duft, that is a little gilt, 
More laud than gilt o'er-duited. 
The prefent eye prailes the prelent obje<St. 

Love 
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Love Jbook off by a Soldier, 
Sweet, roufe yourfelf ; and the weak, wanton 

Cupid 

Shall from your neck unloofe his amYous fold, 
And, like a dew-drop from the lion's mane, 
Be fhook to air. 

Lovers farting in the Morning. 

Troil. O Creflida ! but that the bufy day, 
WakM by the lark, his rousM the ribald crows, 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no 
I would not from thee. [longer, 

Cref. Night hath been too brief. , 

Troil. Befhrcw the witch I with venomous 
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To every tickliih reader! fet them down 
For fluttilh fpoils of opportunity, 
And daughters of the game. 

tbe Charatler of Troths. 
The youngeft fon of Priam, a true knight ; 
Not yet mature, yer matchlels ; firm of word ; 
Speaking in deeds, and deedleis in his tongue i 
Not focm provok'd, nor, being provoked, ioon 
calnVd : 

His heart and hand both open, and both free; 
For what he has, he gives j what think!;, he (hew3 j 
Yet gives he not till judgment guide his bounty, 
Nor dignifies an impure thought with breath I 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous 



a ♦ A™t i e i TV A;! *iL of W For i^aor, in his blaze of wrath, Jubfcribes 

As tedioully as hell , but the mlp s of^c ; b , h h rf a6lion> 

Withwingsmoremomentaryfwiftthanthoughl. fa ^ thanj / alous i ove . 

Lovers Far en;: el. 



Injurious time now, with a robber's h:ifle, 
Crams his rich thievery up, he knows not how 
As many farewels as be (tars in heaven, 
With diftinct breath and confignM kiflfes to 
He fumbles up into a loofe adieu ; [them, 
And fcants us with a Tingle famifiVd kifs, 
Pinafted with the fait of broken tears. 

7'roilus's Charatler of the Grecian Youths. 

The Grecian youths are full of quality, 
They're' loving, well compos'd, with gifts of 

nature flowing, 
And fwelling o'er with arts and exercife; 
How novelty may move, and ;xtrts with perfon, 
Alas 1 a kind of godly jealoufy 
(Which, I befeech you, call a virtuous fin) 
Makes me afeard, 

A Trumpeter. 

Now crack thy lungs, and fplit thy brazen 
Blow, villain, till thy fphcred bias cheek [pipe ; 
Outfwell the cholic of puft Aquilou : [blood ; 
Come, itretch thy chert, and let thy eyes pour 
TIiqu blow'it for Hector. 

Diomedtfs Marine* of Walking. 
Tis he, I ken the manner of his gait ; 
He riles on the toe : that fpirit of his 
In afpiration lifts fiim from the earth. 

Defeription oj Crcjftda. 
^ There's languageinhcreye,hcr cheek,her lip, 
JJajvher foot Ipeaks ; her wanton fpirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her body. 
i) theft tnounterers, fo glib of tongue, 
ThaJ give acoauing welcome ere it comes, 
And wide undafp the tables of their thoughts 



Heclor in Battle. 
I have, thou gallant Trojan, feen thee oft, 
Labouring for deftiny, make cruel way 
Thro' ranks of Greekifh youths: and I have, 
feen thee, 

hot as Perfeus, fpur thy Phrygian freed, 
D'efpifir.g many forfeits and fubduements, 
When thdu hast hung thyadvanced fword i' the 
Not letting it decline on the declined ; [air, 
That I have faid to fome my standers-by, 
t: Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life L\ 
And I have feen thee paufe,and t;ike thy breath, 
When that a ring of Greeks have hemnVd thee 
LiKe an Olympian wrestling. [in, 
Achilles furveymg Heclor. , 
Tell me,you heavens, in which part of his body 
Shall I destroy him ? whether there, there, therej 
That I may give the local wound a riamaj 
And make distinct the very breach, whereout 
Hector's great fpirit flew. Anfwer me, heavens ! 

„ Honour more dear than Life. 
Mine honour keeps the weather of my fate ; 
Life every man holds dear j but the brave mm 
Holds honour far more precious-dear than h\e. 
Pity to he difcarded in IV ar. 
For the love of all the gods 
Let's leave the hermit Pity with our mother ; 
And when we have our armours buckled on, 
The venom'd vengeance ride upon our i words ! 
Rafi Vovus. 

The gods are deaf to hot and peevifh vowsj 
They are polluted offerings more abhon 'd 
Than fpotted livers in the facrihee. 
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§ 37. Scbajlian and Lor ax. Drydhn. 

Re-enter Dorax y having taken off bis Turban, 
and put on an European Habit. 

Dor. VTOW do you know me ? 

■ ^ Seb. Thou fhouldft be Alonzo. 

Dor. So you (hould be Sebaftian ; 
But when Sebeftian ceas'd to be himfelf 
1 cens'd to be Alonzo. 

Seb, As in a dream 
I fee thee here, and fcarce believe mine eyes. 

Dor. Is it lb ft range to find me where my wrongs, 
And your inhuman tyranny, have ient me? 
Think not you dream : or, if you did, my injuries 
Shall call fb loud, that lethargy mould wake ; 
And death mould give you back to anfwer me. 
A thou fond nights have brunYdtheirbalmy wings 
Over thefe eyes ; but ever, when they clos'd, 
Your tyrant image forced them ope again, 
And dried the dews they brought. 
The long-expecled hour is come at length, 
By manly vengeance to redeem my fame : 
And, that onceclcar'd, eternal fleep is welcome. 

Seb. I have not yet forgot I am a king, 
Whofe royal office is redrefs of wrongs : 
If I have wrong'd thee, charge me face to face; 
I have not yet forgot I am a foldier. [mej 

Dor. 'Tis the firft juftice thou haft ever clone 
Then,tho' I loath this woman's war of tongue, 
Yet ihall my caule of vengeance firft be clear : 
And, Honour, be thou judge. 

Seb. Honour befriend us both. 
Beware ! I warn thee yet to tell thy griefs 
In terms becoming majefty to hear : 
1 warn thee thus, becaufe I know thy temper 
Is infolent and haughty to fuperiors : 
How often haft thou brav'd my peaceful court, 
Fiil'd it with noify brawls, and windy bosftsj 
And with paft fervice, naufeoufly repeated, 
Reproach d even me, thy prince ! [ward, 

Dor. And well I might, when you forgot re- 
The part of Heaven in kings : for punifnment 
Is hangman's work, and drudgery for devils. 
T mult and wiil reproach thee with my fervice, 
Tyrant ! (it irks me lb call my prince) 
But juft refentment and hard ufage coin'd 
Tfc 1 unwilling; word ; and, grating as it is, 
Take it, for 'tis thy due. 
» Seb. How, tyrant ! 

Dor. Tyrant! [back: 

Seb. Traitor ! that name thou canft not echo 
That robe of infamy, that circumcifion 
111 hid beneath that robe, proclaim thee traitor: 
And, if a name 

More foul than traitor be, 'tis renegade, [rant, 
Dor. If I'm a traitor, think,and blulh, thou ty- 
Whofe injuries betray 'd me into trcafon, 
Eifac'd my loyalty, \mhing'd my faith, 



And hurried mc from hopes of heaven to hell. 
All thcie, and all my yet unfinifh'd crimes, 
When I mall rile to plead before the faints, 
I charge on thee, to make thy damning fure. 

Seb. Thy oldprefumptuous arrogance again, 
That bred my firft diflike, and then my loathing. 
Once more be warn 'd, and know me for thy king. 

Dor% Too well I know thee, but for king no 
This is not Lifbon, nor the circle this, [more : 
Where, like a ftatue, thou haft ftood befieg'd 
By fycophants and fools, the growth of courts ; 
Where thy gull'd eyes in all the gaudy round 
Met nothing but a Jic in every face ; 
And the grofs flattery of a gaping crowd, 
Envious who firft fhould catch and firft applaud 
The ftuft'or royal nonfenfe: when I fpoke, 
My honeft homely words were carp'd and cen- 
For want of courtly ftyle: related a£tions, [fur'd 
Though modeltly reported, pafs'd for boafts : 
Secure of merit, if I alk'd reward, [vaded, 
Thy hungry minions thought their rights in* 
And the bread fnatch'd from pimps and para- 
Henriqucz anfwered, with a ready lie, [fites. 
To fave his king's, the boon was begg'd before. 

Seb. What fay'ft thou of Henriqucz ? Now 
by Heaven 

Thou mov'ft ine more by barely naming him, 
Than all thy foul unmanner'd fcurril taunts. 
Dor. And therefore 'twas to gall thee, that I 
nanfd him, 

That thing, that nothing but a cringe and finite j 
That woman, but more daub'd ; or, if a man, 
.Corrupted to a woman \ thy man-miftrefs. 

Seb. All faife as hell, or thou. 

Dor. Yes j full as faife 
As that I ierv'd thee fifteen hard campaigns, 
And pitch'd thy ftandard in thole foreign fields : 
i>y me thy greatnels grew, thy years grew with it. 
hut thy ingratitude outgrew them both, [firft, 

Sep. I fee to what thou tend'ft j but tell me 
If thole great acts were done alone for me ; 
If love produced not fome, and pride the reft? 

Dor. Why, love does all that's noble here below. 
But all th' advantage of that love was thine ; 
For, coming fraughtcd back, in either han$i 
With palm and olive, victory and peace, 
I w:>s indeed prepared to alk my own 
(For Violante's vows were mine before) : 
Thy malice had prevention, ere I fpoke j 
And afle'd me Violante for Hcnriquez. 

Seb. I meant thee a reward of greater worth. 

Dor. Where juftice wanted, could reward be 
hop'd ? 

Could the robb'd paflenger cxpecl: a bounty 
Fro n thofe rapacious hands who ftripp'd him firft 

Seb. He had my promife, a t I knew thy love. 

Dor. My Cervices defer* 'd thou ihouldft re-r 
vok* it. 

Sib. 
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Seb. Thy infolence had cancelled all ihy fer- 
To violate my laws, even in my tourt, [vice ; 
Sacred to peace, and fafe from all affronts ; 
Even to my face, and done in my defpite, 
Under the wing of awful majefty, 
To ftrike the nun I lov'd ! 

Dor. Ev'n in the face of heaven, a place more 
facred, 

Would I have ftruck the man, who, prompt by 
1 pow'r, 

Would feize my right, and rob me of my love : 
But, for a blow provok'd by thy injuftice, 
The hafly product of a juft delpair, 
Whert he refusM to meet me in the field, [cwnl 
That thou Ihouldft make a coward's cauie thy 
Seb. He durft: nay, more, delir'd aiul bcgg'd 
With tears 

To meet thy challenge fairly: 'twas thy fault 
To make it public ; but my duty then 
To inter pofe, oh p:tin of my difpleafure, 
Betwixt your {'words. 

Dort On pain of infamy 
He mould have difobey'd. [me: 

Seb. The indignity thou didft was meant to 
Thy gl6omy eyes were caft on me with fcorn, 
As who Ihould fay, the blow was there intended ; 
But that thou didft not dare to lift thy hands 
Againft anointed power: fo was I forc'd 
To do a ibvereign juftice to my lei f, 
And fpurn thee from my prclence. 

Dor. Thou halt darM 
To tell me what I dufft not tell myfelf : 
I durft not think that I was fpurnM, and live \ 
And live to hear it boafted to my face ; 
All my long avarice of honour loft, 
HeapM up in youth, and hoarded n\) for age ; 
^Has Honour's fountain then ftickxl back the 
ft ream ? 

He has j and hooting boys may dryfliod pafs, 
And gather pebbles from the naked ford. 
Give me my love, my honour ; give them back : 
Give me revenge while I have breath toafk it. 

Seb. Now by this honoured order \n hich I wear, 
More gladly would I give than thou dar'it alk it: 
Nor ihall the (acred character of king 
Be urg'd to fhield me from thy bold appeal. 
If I have injured thee, that makes us equal: 
The wrong, if done, debas'd me down to thee. 
But thou haft charg'd me with ingratitude} 
Haft thou not churg'd me r Speak. 

Dor. Thou know'ft I have > 
If thou difown'ft that imputation, draw, i 
And prove my charge a he. 

Seb. No j todifproVe that lie I muft not draw: 
Be confeious to thy worth, and tell thv foul 
What thou haft done this day in my defence ; 
To fight thee after this, what were it elle 
Than owning that ingratitude thou Urgfft > 
. That iljthmus ftands between two milling leas j 
Which mounting view each other from afar, 
And ltrive in vain to meet. 

Dor. I *H cut thatifthmus: 
Thou know'ft I meant not to preferve thy life, 
But to reprieve it, for my own revenge. 
I iav'd thee out of honourable malic* s 
6 
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Now draw ; I fliould be loth to think thou dar'ft 
Beware of liich another vile excufe. 1 [not : 

Seb. O, patience, Heaven ! 

Dor. Beware of (patience too ; 
That *s a fufpicious word : it had been proper, 
Before thy foot had fpurn'd me; now 'tis bale : 
Yet, to difarm thee of thy laft defence, 
I have thy oath for my fecurity : 
The only boon I begg*d was this fair combat : 
Fight,or be perjured now; that 's all thy choice* 

Seb. Now can I thank thee as thou wouldft 
be thank'd \ [Drawing. 
Never was vow of honour better paid, 
If my true fword but hold, than this (hall be. 
The fprightly bridegroom on his wedding-night 
More gladly enters not the li/ts of love. 
Why 'tis enjoyment to be fummonM thus. 
Go ; bear my melfage to ^11^1^' ghoft, 
And lay his mailer and his frknd rcveng'd hirm 

Dor. His ghoft ! then is my hated rival dead I 

Seb. The queftion is hefitle our pre lent pur- 
Thou ieeft me ready; we delay too long. [pole. 

Dor. A minute is not much in either's life, 
When there % s but one betwixt us; throw it in, 
And give it him of us who is to fall. 

Seb. He 's dead : make hafte, and thou mayft 
yet overtake him. 

Dor. When I was halty,thoudelay , ftmelonger. 
I pr'ythee let me hedge one moment more 
Into thy promile : for thy life preiervM, 
Be kind: and tell me how that rival died, 
Whole death, next thine, I wifliM. 

Seb. If it would pleafe thee, thou fliouldft ne- 
ver know i 
But thou, likejealoufy,enquir'ft a truth, 
Which found,will torture thee : he died in fight} 
Fought next my perfon, as in concert fought ; 
Kept pace for pace, and blow for every blow ; 
Save when he heav'd his lhield in my defence, 
And on his naked lide receiv'd my wound: 
Then, when he cottld no more, he fell at once, 
But rolTd his falling body croft their way, 
And made a bulwark of it for his prince. 

Dor. I never can forgive him fucli a death ! 

Seb. I prophesied thy proud foul could not 
bear it. 

Now judge thyfclf who heft deferv'd my lovei 
I knew you both ; and (durft Hay?) as Heaven 
Foreknew among the fhining angel hoft 
Who Ihould ftand firm, who fall. 

Dor. Had he been tempted fo, lb had he fall'nj 
And fo, had I been favoured, had I ltood. 

Seb. What had been, is unknown ; what is,ap- 
Confeis he juftly was preferred to thee, [pears : 

Dcr. Had I been born with his indulgent ftars, 
My fortune had been his, and his been mine. 
O, worfe than hell ! what glory have I loft, 
And what has he acquir'd by fucli a death ! 
I mould have fallen by Sebaftian's lide, 
My corpfe had been the bulwark of my kings 
His glorious end was a patched work of fate, 
111 ibrted with a (oft elfuninate lift ; 
It touted better with my life than his 
So to have died : mine had been of a piece, 
I^Cttt in your iervice, dying at your feet. 
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a tyrant, not a king. 



Stb. The more effeminate and foft his life, 
The more his fame, to ltruggle to the field, 
And meet his glorious fate : confefs, proud fpirit, 
(For 1 will have it from thy very mouth) 
That better he dcieiVd my love than thou. 

Dor. O, whither wouldlt thou drive me ? I 
mult grant, 
Yes, I mud grant, but with a fwelling foul, 
flenricfuez had your love with more deleft : 
For you he fought and died ; I fought againftyou : 
Through aJi the mazes of the bloody field 
Hunted your facred life-, which that I mifs'd 
Was the propitious error of my fate, 
Not of my foul ; my foul *s a regicide. 

Self. Thou might'ft have given it a more gentle 
name : 
Thou mean'ft to kill 
Speak, didll thou not, Alonzo ? 

Dor. Gan I fpeak ? 
Alas, I cannot anfwer to Alonzo: 
No, Dorax cannot anfwer to Alonzo : 
Alonzo was too kind a name for me. farms, 
Then, when I fought and conquered with your 
In that blell age I was the man you namM : 
Till rage and pride debas'd' me into Dorax ; 
And loll, like Lucifer, my name above. 

Seb. Yet twice this day I ow'd my life to Dorax. 

Dor, I/av'dyoubuttokillyou: there's my grief. 

Scb. Nay, if thou canlt be griev'd, thou canil 
repent: 

Thou couldit not be a villain, tho" thou wouldlt : 
Thou own'lt too much in owning thou haft err'd : 
And I too little, who provok'd thy crime. 

Dor. 0,ftop this headlong torrent of your good- 
It-comes too fall upon a feeble foul, [nefs ; 
Half-drown'd in tears before ; fparemyconfufion, 
For pity fpare, and lay not, tirll you err'd. 
For yet I have not darM,through guilt and fhame, 
To throw myfelf beneath your royal feet. 
Now fpurn this rebel, this proud renegade; 
"*Tis juft you fhould, nor will I more complain. 

Sek Indeed thou fhouldft not a(k forgivenefs 
firft, 

But thou prevent'll me ftill in all that 's noble. 
Yes, I will raife thee up with better news : 
Thy Violante's heart was ever thine; 
Compel Td to wed, becaufc (he was my ward, 
Her lbul was abfent when me gave her hand : 
Nor co»:M my threats, or his nurfuing courtfhip, 
Etfect the confummation of his love : 
So itill indulging tears, fhe pines for thee, 
A widow and a maid. 

Dor. Have I been curfing Heaven, while Hea- 
ven blefs'd me ! 
I (hall run mad with ecftafy of joy: 
What, in one moment to be reconciled 
To Heaven, and to my king, and to my love: 
But pity is my friend, and ltops me Ihort, 
For my unhappy rival. Poor Heqr&quez ! 

Seb. Art thou fo generous too, to pity him ? 
Nay, then I was unjuft to love him better. 
Here let me ever hold thee in my arms ; 
And all our quarrels be but fuch as thefe, 
Who rtiall love belt, and clofeft fhall embrace : 
Be what Henriquez was — be u>y Alonzo. 



Dor. What, my Alonzo, faid you ? im/ Alonzo t 
Let my tears thank you, for I cannot fpeak ; 
And if I could, [mine. 
Words were not made to vent fuch thoughts as 
Sab. Thou canll not ipeak, and I can ne'er be 
filent. 

Some ftrange reverfe of fate muft fure attend 
This valt profuiion, this extravagance 
Of Heaven to blefs me thus* *Tis goldfo pure, 
I It cannot bear the ltamp without allay. 
Be kind, ye powers, and take but half away: 
With eale the gifts of fortune I relign; 
But let my love and friend be ever mine. 



§ 38. Antony and Vent Ui us. Dr. yd en. 
Ant. rp H EY tell me 'tis my birth-day 5 and I '11 
keep it 

With double pomp of fadnefs. 
'Tis what the day deferves which gave me breath*, 
Why was I rais\i the meteor of the world, 
Hung in the Ikies, and blazing as I traveled, 
Till all my fires were lpent, and then calt down- 
wards 

To be trod out by Caefar ? 

Vent. [Afide.] On my foul 
"Tis mournful, wond'rous mournful ! 

Ant. Count thy gains ; 
Now, Antony, wouldlt: thou be born for this ? 
Glutton of fortune, thy devouring youth 
Has ftarv'd thy wanting age. 

Vent. [Afide] How forrow makes him ! 
So now the tempeft tears him up by th' roots, 
And on the ground extends the noble ruin. 

Ant. {Having thrown him/elf down.] 
Lie there, thou ihadow of an emperor ; 
The place thou prellelt on thy mother eirth 
Is all thy empire now ; now it contains thee ; 
Some few days hence, and then 'twill be too large, 
When thou 'rt contracted in thy narrow urn, 
Shrunk to a few cold alhes: then Octkvia, 
(For Cleopatra will not live to fee it) 
Octavia then wilf have thee all her own, 
And bear thee in her widow \l hand to Caefar. 
Caviar will weep, the crocodile will weep, 
To iee his rival of the univerfe [on.'t. 
Lie Hill and peaceful there. I '11 think no more 
Give me fome mufic j look that it- be lad; 
I '11 loothe my melancholy, till I fwell 

Andburit myfelf with fighing 

'Tis fomewhat to my humour. Stay, I fancy 
I 'm now turn'd wild, a commoner of nature 
Of all forfaken, and forfaiting all 5 
Live in a fliady foreft's fylvan feene ; 
Stretched at my length beneath lome blafted oak, 
I lean my head upon the molly bark, 
And look juft of a piece as I ^rew from it: 
My unconuYd locks, matted like miiletoe, 
Hang o'er my hoary face; a murm'ring brook 

i<uns at my foot 

Vent. Methtnks, I fancy 
Mylelf there too. 

Ant.Tht herd come jumping by me, 
And fearjefs quench their thirit while I look on, 
A.id taXe me for their fellow-citizen. 
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More of this irm^e, more ; it lulls my thoughts, 

Vent. I mutt difturb him 5 1 can hold no longer. 

[Stands before him. 

Ant. [Staring «/>.] Art thou Ventidius ? 

Vent. Are you Antony ? 
I 'm liker what I was, than you to him 
When that I left you laft. 

Ant. I 'm angry. 

l ent. So am I. 

Ant. I would be private : leave me.* 

Vent. Sir, I love you, 
And therefore will not leave you. 

Ant. Will not leave me ? [I ? 

Where have you learnt that anfwer ? Who am 

Vent. My emperor: the man I love next Hea- 
ven. 

If I faid more, I think 't were fcarce a fin : 
You 're all that's good and godlike. 

Ant. All that 's wretched. 
You will not leave me then ? 

Vent. *Twas too prefuming 
To fay I would not : but I dare not leave you ; 
And 'tis unkind in you to chide me hence 
So foon, when I fo far have come to fee you. 

Ant. Now thou haft feen me, art thou fatisfied ? 
For, if a friend, thou haft beheld enough 5 
And, if a foe, too much. 

Vent. Look, emperor, this is no common dew, 
I have not wept thefe forty years; but now 
My mother comes afrefh into my eyes ; 
I cannot help her foftnefs. 

Ant. By Heaven he weeps, poor good old man ! 
he weeps ! 

The big round drops courfe'one another dotfn 
The furrows of his cheeks. Stop 'em, Ventidius, 
Or mail I blufh to death; they Vet my ftiame, 
, That caus'd 'em, full before me. 

Vent. I "11 do my beft. [friends; 

Ant. Sure there 's contagion in the tears of 
Sec, I have caught it too. Believe me, 'tis not 
For my own griefs, but thine— nay, father — 

Vent. Emperor ! 

Ant. Emperor ! why that 's the ftyle of victory. 
The connu'ring foldier, red with unfelt wounds, 
Salutes his general fo: but nevermore 
Shall that found reach my cars. 

Vent. I warrant you. 

Ant. Aftium, Aclium ! O 

Vent. It fits too near you. 

Ant. Here, here it lies ; a lump of lead by day ; 
And in my Ihort, di drafted, nightly ilumbers, 
The hag mat rides my dreams. 

Vent. Out with it: give it vent. 

Ant. Urge not my ihame— 
I loft a battle. 

Vent. So has Julius done. [thou think'ft ; 

Ant. Thou fj vour'lt me, and fpeak'ft not half 
For Julius fought it out, and loft it fairly; 
But Antony 

Vent. Nay, flop not. 

Ant. Antonv — 
(Well, thou wilt have it) — like a coward fled, 
Fled while his foldiers fought ; fled fi rft,Ventidi us. 
Thou long'ft to curfe me, and I give thee leave, 
1 kno,v tnoucam'it prepared to rail. 

Ve/J. I du. 



Ant. I'll help thee— I have been a man, Venfi- 
Vent, Yes, and a brave one i but—— [dius* 
Ant. I know thy meaning. 
But I have loft my realbn, have difgrae'd 
The name of foldier, with inglorious eafe. 
In the full vintage of my flowing honours 
Sate ftill, and faw it preft by other hands. 
Fortune came lmilin '; to my you th, and wqo'd it f 
And purple greatnefs met my ripenM years. 
When firft I came to empire, I was borne 
On tides of people, crowding to my triumphs; 
The wilh or nations, and the willing world 
Receiv'd me as its pledge of future peace. 
I was fo great, fo happy, fo belov'd, 
Fate could not ruin me; till I took pains, 
And work Magainlt my fortune,chid her from me. 
And turned her loofe: yet ftill fhe came agaht. 
My carelefs days, and my luxurious nights 
At length have wearied her, and now fliers gone j 
Gone, gone, divore'd for ever ! Help me, foldier, 
To curfe this madman, this induftrious fool, 
Wholabour'dto be wretched. Pr'ythee curfeme. 
Vent. No. 
Ant. Why? 

Vent. You are too fentfblc already 
Of what you've done,tooconfcious of your fail- 
And like a fcorpion, whipt by others rirft 
To fury, fting yourlelf in tmd revenge. 
I would brin^ balm, and pour it in your wounds, 
Cure your diltemper'd mind, and heal your for- 
Ant. I know thou wouldft. [tunes. 
Vent. I will. . 
Ant. Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 
Vent. You lau^h. 
Ant. I do, to fVe officious love 
Give cordials to the dead. 

Vent. You would be loft then ? 
Ant. I am. 

Vent. I fay you arc not. Try your fortune. 
Ant. I have to th' utmoft. Dolt thou think 
me defperate 
Without juit caule ? No, when I found all loft 
Beyond repair, I hid me from the world, 
And learnt to icorn it here ; which now I do 
So heartily, I think it is not worth 
The coft of keeping. 

Vent. Cadar tninks not fo : 
He '11 thank you for the gift he could not take. 
You would be kill'd like Tully, would you? Da 
Hold out your throat to C.ufar, and die tamely. 
Ant. No, I can kill myfelfj and fo refolve. 
Vent. I can die with you too,when time (hall 
ferve : 

But fortune calls upon us now to live, 
To fight, to conquer. 

Ant. Sure thou dream'ft, Ventidius. [hour* 
Vent. No, 'tis you dream ; you deep away vour 
In deiperate Uoth, mifcall'd philofophy. [yotf. 
Up, up, for honour's lake; twelve legions wait 
And long to call you chief. By painful journies 
I led 'cm, patient both of heat and hunger, 
Down from the Parthian marches to the Nile. 
'Twill do you good to fee their fuh^burnt races, 
Their Icarr'd cheeks, and chopt handsj there 
virtue in "era : 

They'll • 
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They fell thofe mangled limbs at dearer rates 
Than yon trim bands on buy. 

Ant. Where left you them? 

Vent. I fay, in Lower Syria. 

Ant. Bring; 'em hither ; 
There may be life in there. 

Vent. They will not come. fmisM aids, 

An*. Why didit thou mock my hopes with pro- 
To double my defpair ? They 're mutinous. 

Vent. Moft firm and loynl. 

Ant. Yet they will not march 
To faccour me. O trifler ! 

Vent, They petition 
You would make hafte to head 'em. . 

Ant. I am beiieg'd. [I hither? 

V ent. There's but one way (hut up— how came 

dnt. I will not ftir. 

Vent. The - would perhaps defire 
A better realbn., 

Ant. I have never usM 
My ibldiers to demand a reft Ton of 
My anions. Why did they refufe to march ? 

Vent. They faid they would not figlit for Cic- 
opatra. 

Ant. What was *t they faid ? 
Vent. They faid they would not fight for Cle- 
opatra. 

Why mould they fight, indeed, to make her 
conquer, [doms, 
And make you more a flave ? to gain you king- 
Which for a k\fs, at your next midnight feaft, 
You'll fell to her ?-^Then (he new names her 
jewels, 

And calls this diamond fuch or fuch a tax ; 
Each pendant in her ear fhall be a province. 

Ant. Ventidius, I allow your tongue free li- 
On all my other fauks ; but, on your life, [cence 
jN T o word of Cleopatra ; (he deferve* 
More worlds than I can lofe. 

Vent. Behold, you powVs, 
To whom you have entriifted human kind ; 
See Europe, Afric, Afia put in balance ; 
And all weighM down by one light worthlcfs 
woman ! 

1 think the gods arc Antonies, and give, 
Like prodigals, this nether world away 
To none but wafteful hands. 

Ant. You grow prefumptiious. 

Vent. I take the privilege of plain love to fpeak. 

Ant. Plain love ! rMain arrogance, plain info- 
lence ! 

Thy men are cowards; thou, art envious traitor ) 
Who*, under feeming honefty, haft vented 
The burden of thy rank o'erflowing gall. 
O, that thou wcrt my equal ; great in arms 
As the firft Caefar was, that I might kill tlfte 
Without rrain to my honour ! 

Vent. You may kill me. 
You have done more already; call'd me traitor. 

Ant. Art thou not one ? 

Vent. For mewing you yourfclf, 
Which noneelfedurft have done. But had Ibeeii 
That name, which I difdain to fpeak ag-ain, 
I needed not have fought your abjeft fortunes, 
Cofcne to partake your fate, to die with yosu 



What h^nder'd met' have ledmy conqirrin^ea- 
To fiU Cc'ravius' bands? I could have been [glea 
A traitor then, a glorious, h ippy traitor j 
And not have been fo calPd. 

Ant. Forgive me, ibldier j 
I Ve been loo paflionate. 

Vent. You thought me falfe ) 
Thought my old u^e betrayed yon. Kill mc, Sirj 
Pray kill me ; yet you need not, your unkind- 
tlas left yoitr iivord no work* < - [nefc 

Ant. I did not think fo; 
I faid it in my rage : pr'ythee forgive me. 
Why didft thou tempt my anger/by difcovery 
Of what I would not hear > 

Vent. No prince but you 
Could merit that /incerity I us'd, 
Nor durft another man have ventur'd it: 
But you, Cre love milled your wandering ey«> 
Were fure the chief and belt of human i act, 
FrarriM in the very pride and boaft of nature. 

Ant. But Cleopatra 

Go on ; for I can bear it now. 

Vent. No more. 

Ant. Thou dar'ft not truft my paflion ; but 
thou mayft : 
Thou only lov'lt, the reft have fiatrerM me. 

Vent. Heaven's hleffing on your heart, for 
that kind word. 
Majr I believe you love me ? Speflk again; 

Ant. Indeed I do. Speak this, and this, and this. 
Thy praifes were unjuft; "but I'll deferve 'ern^ 
And yet mend all. Do with me what thou wiltj 
Lead me to victor}*, thod know'ft the way. 

Vent. And, will you leave tlm—=— i 

Ant. Pr'yrhee do not curie her, 
And I will leave her; tho' Heaven knows I love 
Beyond life, conoueYr, empire, all but honour* 
But I will leave her. 

Vent. That's my royal matter. 
And ihall we right ? 

Ant. I warrant thee, bldfoldier: 
Thou malt behold me once again in, iron ; 
And, at th^'head of our old troops that beat 
The Parthians, c y aloud, Come, follow me! 

Vent. O,now I hear my emperor! In that word 
Octavius fell. Gods, let me fee that day ; 
And, if I haye ten years behind, take a.* j 
I'll thank you for the exchange. 

Ant. O, Cleopatra \ 

Vent. Again ! 

Ant. I've done. In that laR figh mc went; 
Caeiar (haH know what 'tis to force a iover 
From all he holds molt 1 dear. 

Vent. Methink j yen breathe 
Another foul ; your looks ai'e more divine \ 
Vou fpeak a hero, and you move a god. 

Ant. O, thou haft fir'd me ! my ibuTs up in 
Andmanseachpartabout me.Once a^ain [arms* 
The noble eagernefs of fight has feiz'd rnej 
That eagernei*, with which T darted upvud 
To CaiHus' camp. In vain the fteepy hill 
Opposed my way ; in vain a war of fpears • 
Sung round my. head, and planted all my ihield | 
I won the trenches, while my foiemoft men 
Lagg'd on the plain bclcw. 

^ * ' Vtnt. 
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tfpiL Ye gods, ye gods, 
Fur inch another honour ! 

Ant. Come on, my (bldi^r; 
Our hearts and arms are ftill the fame. I long 
Once more to meet our foes; that thou and I, 
Like Time and Death, marching before our 

troops, ' x 
May tafte fate to 'em ; mow 'em out a pafTage, 
And, erirring where the utmcft fquadrons yield, 
Begin the .noble harveft of the field. 



§ 3c. TbeoJcfius and Marcian. Lee. 
Tbto. rj a ! what ram thing art thou, who 

171 fctrftfofmall 
A value on thy life, thus to prefume 
Agairjft th$ fatal orders I have given, 
Thus to entrench on Cscfar's folitude, 
And urge me to thy rujn ? 

Mar. Mighty Ciefar, 
I have tranfgrels'd j and for my pardon bow 
To thee, as to the gods, when I offend : 
Nor can I doubt your mercy, when you know 
The nature of my' crime. I am coinniillibird 
From all the earth tugive theethanks andpraifes, 
Thou darling of mankind ! whofe conqu'ring 
Already drown the glory of great Julius i[arms 
Whofe deeper reach inlaws and policy 
MakcswifeAugullus envy thee in heaven! [tne? 
What mean t£e Fates by fuch prodigious vhv 
. When fcarce the manly down yet (hades thy face, 
With conquefts thus to over-run the world, 
And make barbarian's tremble. O ye gods !' 
Should Deitiny'now end thee in the bloom, 
Methinks I fee thee mourn'd above the lofs 
Of lov'd Germanicusj thy 'funerals, 
Like his, are folemniz , d with tears and blood. 

T'heo. How, Marcian ! 

Mar. Yes, the raging multitude, 
» Like torrents, fet no bound to their mad grief ; 
Shave their wive's heads, and tear off their own 

. . hair : 

With wild defpair they bring their infants out, 
To brawl their parents 1 ibrrow in the ltreets 
Tmde i? no more, all courts of jullice ftopt $ 
With flones .they dam the windows of their 
temples,^ [godsj 
Full down their altaVs, break their houlehold 
And llill theuniverfal groan is this — 
" Conltantinopie's loll, our empire's ruin'd; 
Since be is gone, that father of his country, 
Since he is dead, 0 jife, where is thy pleafure ? 

0 Jiome,0 conquer'd world,whereis thy glory!" 
Hhep. I know thee vvelj, thy cultom and thy 

manners. 

Thou didft upbraid me ; but no more of this, 

Not for thy life 

Mar. What's life without my honour ? 1 
Could *>QU transform yourfelf into a Gorgon, 
Or make that beardlcls face like Jupiter's. 

1 would be' heard in 1 pite of aH your thunder : 
O vowV of guilt ! you fear to ltand the tell: 
Which virtue brings : like fores your vices 

(hake 

Before this Roman healer. But, by the gods, 



Before I %o, Ml rip the malady, 
And let the venom now before your eyes. 
This is a debt to the great Theodofius, 
The grandfather of yodr illflilrious blood: 
And then farewell for ever. 

Tbco. Prefuming Marcian] 
What canit thou urge againrt my innocence ? 
Thro' the whole courle of all my harmlds youth, 
Ev'n to this hour, I cannot call to mind • • 
One wicked aft which I have done to lhame me. 
Mar. This may be true : yet if you give the 
fway 

To other hands, and your poor fubjecls fufTer, 
Your negligence to them is as the caufe. 
O Theodolius, credit me, who know 
The world,and hear how lbldiers cenfure kings j 
In after times, if thus you fhould go on, ^ 
Your memory by warriors will be lcorn'd, 
As much as Nero or Caligula loath'd : 
They willdefpife your lloth, and backward eafe, 
More than they hate the other's cruelty. 
And what a thing, ye gods, is fcorn or pity ! 
Heap on n-e, Heaven, the hate of all mankind i 
Load me with malice, envy, debellation ; 
Let me be horrid to all apprehenfion, 
And the world flnm me, fb I 'fcap'e hut fcorn* 
Theo. Pr'ythee no more. , 
Mar. Nay, when the legions make compari- 
And lay, Thus cruel Nero once refolv d, [Ions, 
On Galbas infurre&ion, for revenge 
To give all France as plunder to the army j 
To poilbn the whole fenate at a fealt ; 
To burn the city, turn the wild beafls out, 
Bears, lions, tigers, on the multitude ; 
That,lb obftructing'thofethat quench\l the fire, 

He migiil at once deftroy rebellious Rome » 

Tbco.O cruelty! why tell'ft thou me of this I 
Am I of fuch a barb'rous bloody temper ? 
Mar. Yet fome wilUfay, This fhew'd he had 
a fpirit, 

However fierce, avenging, and pernicious, 
That (avour'd of 1 Roman : but for you, 
What can your partial fycophants invent, 
To make you room among; the emperors ? 
Whofe utmoft is the (mailed part of Nero ; 
A pretty player* one that can act a hero, 
And never be one. O ye immortal gods ! 
Is this the old Caefjirean majercy ? 
Now, in the name of our great RomuTus, 
Why fing yon not, and fiddle too, as he did ? 
Why have you not, like Nero,' a Phonafcus ? 
One to take care of your ccleltial voiced? * f ^3| 
Lie on your back', my lord, and on yourllomach 
Lay a thin plate of lead, abitain from frliitsf 
And when the bufinefs of the Hnge is done, 
Retire with your loofe friends to coftly banquets, 
While the lean army groans upon the ground. 
Theo. Leave me, I fay, lell I chailiie thee ; 

Hence, begone, I fay 

Mar. Not till jon have heard me out. 
Build too, like him, a palace lirv'd with gold^ 
As long and large as that of th' Efquiline : 
Inclofe a pool too in it, like the lea, 
And at the empire's colt let navies meet ; 

Adorn , 
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Adorn your ftarry chambers too with gems j 
Contrive the plated ceilings to turn 'round, 
Witti pipes to call ambroiian oilsaipon you: 
Conlume with this prodigious vanity, 
In mere perfumes and odorous diftillations, 
Of lellerces at once four hundred millions j 
Let naked virgins wait you at.your. table, 
And wanton Cupids dance and clap, their wings. 
No matter what becomes of the poon foldiers, 
So they perform the drudgery they are fit for ; 
Why, let 'em iiarve for want of their arrears, 
Drop as they go, and lie like dogs in ditches. 

Thee. Come, you are a traitor ! 

Mar. Go to, you are a boy— . 
Or by the gods 

Theo. If arrogance like this, 
And to the emperor's face, lhould Tcape unpu- 
nilhed, 

I'll write myiclf a coward ; die, then, villain, 
A death too glorious for fo bad a mail, 
By Theodofius' hand. 

Marcian difarms bim> but is wounded. 
. Mar. Now, Sir, where are you ? 
What, in the name of all our Roman fpirits, 
Now charms my hand.from giving thee thyfate ? 
Has he not cut me off from all my honours ? 
Torn my commiihons, fham'd me to the earth, 
BaninVd the court, a vagabond for ever ? 
Do not the foldiers hourly-afk it from me ? 
Sigh their own wrongs,, and beg me to revenge 
'em ? 

Whathinders now, but that I mount the throne,' 
Andmake, befides, thispurpleyouthmy footftool-? 
The armies court me: and. my country's caufe, 
The injuries of Rome and,Greece, perluadewe, 
Shew but this Roman blood which he has drawn, 
They'll makeme emperor w_hether I will or.no : 
Did not, for lefs than this, the latter Brutus, 
Becaufe he thought Rome wrong'd, in perfon 
Againfthis friend a black confpiracy, {head 
And Hat? the majefty-of all the worJd ? v . » 
T^.Aclrasyou pleafe : Iamwithin yourpow'r. 
.Mar. Did not the former Brutus, forthe^rime 
Qi'Sextus, diive_old Tarquin from his kingdom? 
And (hall this prince too, by permitting others 
To ac~r. their wicked wills, and lawlefs pleafures, 
Ravilh from the.empire its dear health, 
W*H- being, happinefs, and ancient glory ? 
Go on in this dishonourable reft ? 
Shalfhe, I lay, dream on, while the ftary'd troops 
Lie cold and waking in the winter camp 5 . 
And, like pin'd birds, for want of fuftenance, 
Feed on the haws and berries- of the fields.? 

0 temper, temper me,, ye gracious gods ! ( 
Give to my hand forbearance, to my heart 
Its conilant loyajty f I would but (hake him, 
Rpufe him a little from this death of honour, 
And lhew him what he mould be. 

.Tbeo. You accufe me, , ' 

As if I were fome monfter moft unheard of! . \ 
Fir ft, as the ruin of the army 5 then 
Of taking your commiffion : but by Heaven 

1 fwear, O Marcian ! this -I never did, 
Nor -ne'er intended it ; nor fay I this 
To alter thy iternufuge 3 for vyith what 



Thou'ft laid, and done, and brought to my re- 

. membrance, 
T grow already weary of my life. 1 » . • 
Mar. My lord, I take your word : youcjo'.hyt 
know Vili - J* ; • 

The wounds which rage within jour" country '* 

bowels ; • ' \ ' \ 

The horrid ufage of the fufFering foldier i 
But why will not our 'Theodofius know ? 
If you entruft the government to others ' 
Thataclthefecrimes,who but yourfelf's to blame? 
Be witnefs, O ye gods ! of my plain dealings. 
Of Marcian's honefty, howe'er degraded. * 
I thank you for my hanifhment: but, alas I 
My lofs is little to what foon will follow ! 
Refle<Sr. but on yourfelf and your own joys ; 
Let not this lethargy for ever hold you. 
'Twas rumour'd thro' the city, that you lov'd; 
That your, efpoufkls mould be folemniz'd ; 
When on a fudden here you fend your orders 
That this bright favourite, the lov'd Eudofia, 
Should lofe her head. 

Tbeo. O heaven and earth ! What fay'ft thou 
That I have feal'd the death of my Eudofia ! 
Mar. 'Tis your own hand ajid fignet : yet I 
, fwear, 

Tho" you have given to female hands your fway, 
And therefore I, as well as the. whole army, , 
For ever ought to curfe ali womankind ; 
Yet when the-virgin came, as fhe was doomM, 
And on the fcalfold, for that purpofe rais'd 
Without the walls, appear'd before the army— - 
Iheo. What ! on a fcaffold ! ha ! before the 

"army ? • 
Mar. How quickly was the tide of fury turn'd 
To foft Companion, and relenting tears ! 
But when the axe 

Severed the brighteft beauty of the earth 
From. that fair body — had you heard the groan, 
Which, like a peal of diftant thunder, ran 
Through all the, armed hoft*, you would have 
" thought, 

By the immediate darknefs that fell round us, 
Whole nature was concern'dat fuch a fuff'ring, 
* nd ajl the gods were angry. 

Then. O Pulcheria 1 
Cruel, ambitious filler ! this mull he , 
Thy doing. O, fupport me, noble Marcian ! 
Nowmow's* the tifne, if thou dar'ftftrrke: behold, 
I offer thee my bread ; with my lad breath, 
I'll thank thee too, if now thotidraw'ft myblood. 
Were I to live, thy counfel lhould direct me j 
But 'tis too late—- 

Mar. He faints ! What, hoa, there ! Lucius ! 
My lord the emperor ! Eudofia lives ; 
She's here, or will be in a minute, moment ! 
Quick as the thought, (he calls you to the temple. 
O, Lucius, help ! — I've gone too far ; but fee, 
He breathes again. — Euaofia has awak'd him, 
Tbeo. Did you not name Eudofia ? 
Mar. Yes, fhe lives : 
I did but feign the ftory of her death, 
To find how near you plac'd her to your heart: 
And may the gods rain all their plagues upon 
If ever I rebuke you thus again ! [me, 
Uuz Ycft 
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Vet 'tis mod certain that you fign'd her death, 
Not knowing what the wile Pulcheria offer'd, 
Who left it in my hand to ftartle you : 
But, by my life andYame, I did not think 
It iVouId ha^e touch'd your life. O pardon rhe, 
.Dear printe, rhy lord, my emperor, royal matter: 
Droop not becaufe I utterM fome falh words, 
And was a madman. By the immortal gods 
I love you as my foul i whatever I (aid, 
My thpughts were otherwife ; believe thefe tears, 
Wh»ch do not ufe to flow : all fliall be well. 
I fwearthat there are feeds in that fweet temper, 
T 1 atone for all 'the crimes in this bad age. 

Tkeo. t thank thee nYrt for my £udofia*3 life. 
Whatbutiny love conld have cail'dbackthatlife 
Which thou had made me hate? But, O, me- 
tb ought 

'Twas hard, dear Marcian, Very hard, from 
From him I ever reverene'd as my father, [thee, 
To hear fo harm a meiTage ! But no more ; 
We 're friends : thy hxnd. Nay, if thoti wilt 
not rife, 

And let me fold mf arms about thy neck, 
til not believe thy love : in this forgive me. 
Flrft let. me wed Eudofia, and we'll out; 
We will, my general, and make amends 
For all that's part: glory and arms, ye call, 
And Marcian leads me on ! 

Mar. Let her not reft, then $ 
Efpolite her ftraight i I'll /Irike you at a beat. 
May this great humour gc t large growth within 
you; 

And be encouraged by the emboldening gods ! 

0 what a nVht will this be to the foldier, 
Tcxfcc^e. Bring ydudrefs'd in mining armour, 
To head the (homing fquadrons ! O ye godS I 
Methinks I hear the echoing cries of joy, 
The founds of trumpets, and the beat of drums; 

1 Ice each ftarving foldier bound from earth, 
As if a god by miracle had rais'd him; 
And, with beholding you, grpw fat again! 
Nothing but gazjnr; eyes, and opening mouths, 
Cheeks red with joy, and lifted hands aboutyou; 
Some wiping the glad tears that trickle down 
With broken Io's, and with fobbing nipt u res ; 
Crying, Toarms ! he's come ;ouremperor'scome 
To win the world! Why, is not this far better 
Than lolling in a lady's lap, and Ueepinj?, 
Failing or praying > Come> come, you fliall be 
And for Eudofia, lhe is yours already : [merry: 
Marcian has.faid it, Sir ; (lie (hall be yours. 

T/yo. O Marciitn ! O my brother, father, all! 
Thou beft of friends! nioft faithful couhfellor! 
Til find a match for thee too, ere T reit. 
To make thee" love me. For, when thou art 
with me, 

I'm (bong and well ; but when thou'rt gone, 
I'm nothing. 



$ 40. Glofter aril Haflings kowfi. 

Gloft. \ *r lordj y' are well encountered; here 

has been 

A fair petitioner this morning with us j 



TRACTS, fiftoK lit. 

Relieve me, (lie has won mc much to pity her : 
Alas ! her gentle nature was not made 
To buffet with adveriity. I told her 
}lo\v worthily her caule you had befriended ; 
I low much for your good fake" we meant to do; 
That you had fpoke,and all thing^fhould be well. 
Haft. Your highneis binds me ever to yoHir 
feryke. 

Gloft. You know your friendmip is moll po- 
tent with us, 
And (hares our power. But of this enough, 
For we have other matter for your ear ; 
The (late is out of tune : diftracling fears, 
And jealous doubts, jar in oor public counfeh j 
Ainidft the wealthy city murmurs rife, 
Lewd railings, and reproach on thofe that rule* 
With open fcorn of government ; hence credit, 
And public tnift 'twrxt man and man, arebroke, 
The golden ftreams of commerce are withheld/ 
Which fe\l thewants of needy hinds andartifans, 
Who therefore curfe the great, and threat re- 
bellion. 

Haft. The relty knaves areover-nin with eafe # 
As plenty ever is the nurfe of faction ; 
If in good days, like thefe, the headitrong herd 
Grow madly wanton, and repine, it is 
Becaufe the reins of pow'r are held too flack* 
And reverend authority of late 
Has worn a face of mercy more than juftice. 

Glcft. Belhrew my heart! but you have well 
divin'd 

The fource of thefe diforders. Who can wonder' 
If riot and mifrula overturn the realm, 
When the crown fits upon a baby brow ? 
Plainly to fpeak — hence comes the general cry, 
And fum of all complaint : 'twill ne'er be well 
With England (thus they talk) while children 
govern. # [of that ? 

Haft. Tis true the king is young; but wh it 
We feel no want of Edward's riper years [do n 
While Glofter's valour and molt princely wi£ 
So well fupply our infant fovereign's~ placet 
Hi* youth's fupport,and guardi into his tin one. 

Gloft. The council (much I'm bound to'thank 
'cm for't) " 
Have placed a pageant fceptre in my hand, 
Barren of pow'r, andfubjec~r to controul j 
Scorn'd by my foes, and ufelefs to my friend** 

0 worthy lord ! were mine the rule indeed, 

1 think I mould not fuffer rank olfe'ace 
At large to lord it in the commonweal ; 

Nor would the realm be rent by difcord thus, 
Tims fear and doubt, betwixt diibnted titl» 

Haft. Of this I am to learn: as not fuppolina 
A doubt like this 1 3 

Gloft. Ay, marry, but there \* ; 
And tlb.t of much concern. Have you mt heard 
How, on a late occafion, Doctor Sha,v [nefs 
Has mov'd the people much ab jut the lawful" 
Of Edward's iifue ? by right grive authority 
Of learning and religion plainly proving 
A baftard fcion never fhould be grafted 
Upon a royal ftock ; from thene \ ;it full 
DilcourJing on my brother's for ner contract 
To Lady Elizabefli Lucy, long befort 

H11 
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His jolly match with that ft me buxom widow, 
The queen he left behind him— . 

Hajt. Ill befal < 
Such meddling priefts, who kindleupconfufion, 
And vex the quiet world with their vain icruples! 
By Heaven, 'tis done in perfect fpite to pence. 
Did net the king, 

Our royal mailer, Edward, in concurrence 
With his eitates afiembled, well determine 
What courle the fovereign rule mould take 

henceforward ? 
When fhalj the deadly hate of faction ceafe, 
When mall our long-divided land have relt, 
If every peevilh, moody malecontent 
ShaJI fet the ienielefs rabbie in an uproar, 
Fright them with dangers, and perplex their 

brains, 

Each day, with fome fantaftic giddy change ? 

Chii. What if lbme patriot, for the public good, 
Should vary from your fcheme, new-mould the 
ftate ? 

Ha/l. Curie on the innovating handattemptsit! 
Remember him, the villain, righteous Heaven,- 
In thy great day of vengeance ! Blalt the traitor, 
And his pernicious counfels, who for wealth, 
For pow'r, the pride of greatnefs, or revenge, 
Would plunge his native land in civil wars ! 

Gloft. You go too far, my lord. 

Haft. Your highnefs* pardon 
.Have we fo foon forgot thpfe days of ruin, 
WhenYorkand Lancafter drew forth the battles? 
When, like a matron butchered by her fons, 
And catt befide lbme common way, a fpeclacle 
Of horror and affright to paflers by, 
Our groaning countiy bled at ev'ry vein 
When murders, rapes, and maflacres prevaiPd j 
' When churches, palaces, and cities blaz'd ; 
When infolence and barbarifm triumphed, 
And fwept away diftinclion ; peafants trod 
Upon the necks of nobles : low were laid 
The reverend crofier and the holy mitre, 
And defolafion cover'd all the land ; 
Who can remember this, and not, like me, 
Here vow to (heath a dagger in his heart 
Whofe damn'd ambition would renew thofe 
horrors, 

Ar.d fet pnee more that fcene of blood before us? 

Gloft. How now ! ib hot ! 

Heft. So brave, and fo refolv'd. 

G.'vft. Is then our friend (hip of fjlittlemoment, 
That you could arm your hand againft my life ? 

Haft. I hope your highnefs does not think I 
meant it ; [fon 
No, Hkaven forefend that e'er your princely per- 
Should come within the fcope of my refen:- 
ment. 

Gloft. Q noble Haflings ! Nay, I muft embrace 
you \ 

By holy Paul, y' are a right honeft man ; 
The time is full of danger and diltrult, 
And warns us to be wary. Hold me not 
Too apt for jealoiify and light fu runic, 
If, when I mean to lodge you next my heart, 
I put your truth to trial. Keep your loyally, 
Axy.\ live, your king and country's l?eft fupport : 



For me, I a(k no more than honour gives, 
Tothinkmeyours,and rankme with your friends. 
Haft. Accept what thanks a grateful heart 
mould pa) r . 

0 princely Gloiter ! judge me net ungentle, 
Of manriers rude, and inlblent of (peech, 

If, when the public iafery is in cjueltion, 
My zeal flows warm and eager from my tongue. 
Gloft. Enough of this j to deal in wordy com- 
pliment 

is much againft the plainnefs of my natuie ; 

1 judge you by myfelf, a clear true Jpirit ; * 
And, as fuch, once more join you to my bofom. 
Farewel, and be my friend. 

Haft. I am not read, 
Nor Ikill'd and pna&is'd, in the arts of greatnefs, 
To kindle thus, and give a Icope to paftion. 
The duke is furely noble ; but he touched nve 
Ev'n on the tend'reft point, the mafter-ftring 
That makes moll harmony or dilcord to me. 
I own the glorious fubjeft fires my bread, 
And my foul's darling paifion ftands confefs'd ; 
Beyond or love's or iriendihip's lacred band, 
Beyond myfelf, I prize my native land: 
On this foundation would I build my fame, 
And emulate the Greek and Roman name ; 
Think England's peace bought cheaply with 
my" blood, 

And die with pleafure for my country's good. 



§ 41. Guftawus and Dalccarlians. Brooke. 

ift Dale. T et us all fee him \ 

2d Dale, Yes, and hear him too. 
$d Dale. Let us be lure 'tis he himielf, 
Aflh Dale. Our general. 
s th Dale. And we will fight while weapons 

can be found. 
6th Pale. Or hands to wield them. 
1th Dale. Get on the bank, Guftavus. 
Anderfon. Do, my lord. 
Giftavus. My countrymen !— — * 
ift Dale. Ho ! hear him I 
id Dale. Peace ! 
id Dale. Peace! 

4-th Dale. Peace I [hearts, 
Guf. Amazement I perceive hath fill'd your 
Andjov for that your lolt Guitavus, Mcap'd 
Thro 1 w^rnls imprifonments, and chains, and 
deaths, 

Thus fudden, thus unlook'd for, ftands before 
As one efcapM from cruel hands I come, [ye. 
From hearts that ne'er knew pity, dark and 

vengeful ; ' . 

Who quaff the tears of orphans, bathe m blood, 
And know no mulicbut the groans of Sweden. 
Yet, not for that my lifter's early innocence, 
And mother's age, now grind beneath captivity; 
Nor that one bloody, one remorfeleis hour 
Swept my great fire and. kindred from my fide; 
For them Guitavus weeps not j tho' my eyes 
Were far lefs dear, for them I will not weep. 
Butt O great parent, when I think on thee ! 
r/1 ynumlierlefsjthynLVXielel^ihiwuefid mlamies, 

v u 3 . " My 
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My wiclow'd country- \ Sweden 
Upon thy deiblation, fpite of rage^-t- 
And vengeance that' would choke them— ^tears 
will flow. 

And. O, they are villains, ev'ry Dane of them, 
Praclis'd to flab and fmile, to ftab the babe 
That fmiles upon them; ' <y 

Am: What accurfed hours 
Roll o'er thofe wretches who to fiends-like thefe, 
In their dear liberty, have bartered more 
Than worlds will rate for ! 

Guf. O Liberty, Heaven's choice prerogative! 
True bond of law, thou focial: foul of property, 
Thou breath of reafon, life of life itfeif IN 
For thee,the valiant bleed. O -lacred Liberty ! 
Wing'd from the fummer's fnare,.from fiatt'ring 
ruir., 

Like the bold ftorkyou feek the wintiy fhore, 
Leave courts, and pomps, and palaces to ftavcs. 
Cleave to the cold, and reft upon the ftorm. 
Upborne by thee, my foul difdain'd the terms 
Of empire, ofier'd at the hands of tyrants. * 
With thee I fought this fav'rite foil ; with thee 
Thefe fav'ritefons 1 fought: thy ions, O Liberty! 
For e'en amid the wilds of life you lead them, 
Lift their low- rafted cottage to the clouds, , 
Smile o'er their heaths, and from their moun- 
tain tops 
Eeam ^Jory to' the nations. 
All. Liberty ! Liberty ! 
Guf Are ye not mark'd, ye men of Dalecarlia, 
Are ye not mark'd by all the circling world 
As the great ftake, the laft eifort for liberty ? 
Say, is it not your wealth, the third, the food, 
The fcope and bright ambition of your fouls ? 
Why elfe have you, and your renowh'd forefa- 
thers, , [thrones 
From the proud fummit of their glitt'ring 
' Caft down the mightieft of your lawful kings, 
That dar'd'the bold infringement ? What but 
liberty* 

Thro' the fam'dcourfe of thirteen hundredyears, 
Aloof hath held invafion from your hills, [y 
And fan&ified their (hade ?— And will ye, will 
Shrink from the hopes of the expecting world j 
Bid your high honours ftoop to foreign infult j 
And in one hour give up to infamy 
The harveft of a thoufand years of dory ? 

17? Dale. No, 

zd Dale. Never, never. 
Dale. Perim all firft. 

Arth Dale. Die all ! 

Guft. Yes, die by piece-meal ! [uraph ! 
Leave not a limb o'er which a Dane may tri* 
, Now from my foul I joy, I joy, my friends, 
To fee ye fear'd ; to fee that e'en your foes 
Do juftice to your valours ! There they be, 
The pow'rs of kingdoms, fumm'd in yonder 
hoft, 

Yet kept aloof, yet trembling to aflail ye. 
And, O, when I look round and fee you here, 
Of number fliorr, but prevalent in virtue, [ter. 
My heart fwells high, and burns for the encoun- 
True courage but from oppoiition grows ; 
And wjiat are fifty,- what a thoufand iiaves, 



when I think I Match'd to the finew of a (Ingle arm - 

That ftrikes for liberty— that ltnkes to fave < 
His fields from fire, his infants from the fword, 
His couch from luft, his daughters f rom polluti- 
Andhis lar^e honours from eternahrttamyr [on, 
What,doubt sve then 5 Shallwe,mall weftand here, 
Till motives that mi^ht warm an a^ue's-froft, 
And nerve the coward's arm, mall poorly ferve 
To wake us to reiiftance ?— Let us op 1 
O yes, I read your lovely fierce impatience^ 
You lhall not be withheld $ we will rum on 

j:hcm , . 

This is indeed to triumph, where we hold 
Three kingdoms in cur toil ! is it not glorious, 
Thus to appal tbe bold, meet force with fury, 
And puih yon torrent back, till ev'ry wave 
Flee to its fountain ? 

3^ Dale. On, lead us on, Guftavus ; one word 
more 

Is but delay of conqueft. 

Guf. Take your with. { 
He who wants arms may grapple with the foe, 
And fobefurnilli'd. You, morfnoble Anderfon, 
Divide our pow'rs, and with the fam'd Olaus 
Take the left route— You, Eric, great inarms! 
With the renown'd Nederbi, hold the right, f 
A^d flcirt the forcft down : then wheel at once, 
Confefs'd to view, and clofe up all the vale i 
Myfelf, and my raoft valiant coufin here, 
Tfr invincible Arvida, gallant Sivard, 
Arnoldus, and thele hundred hardy vet'rans, 
Will pour directly on, and lead the onfet. 
Joy, joy, I fee confefs'd from ey'ry eye, 
Your limbs tread vigorous, and your breads 

.. beat high ! 
Thin the' our ranks, tho' fcanty be our bands, 
Bold are our hearts, and nervous are our hands. 
With us, truth, juftice, fame, and freedom clofe, 
Each finglv.equal to an hoft of foes : 
I feel, I fed them fill me out for fight ! ; 
They lift my .limbs as feather'd -Hermes light ! 
Or like the bird of glory, tow'rjng high, [eye ! 



Thunder within bis grafp, arid lightning in his 
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Guflavus and CriJIient* Brooke. 
Crift. T E l L me, Guftavus, tell me why Is 
this, ' ■ ■ i 

That, as a ftream diverted from the banks 
Of fmooth obedience, thou haft drawn thote 
Upon a dry unchannell'd enterprifc, ^ [men 
To turn their inundation ? Are the lives 
Of mv milguidcd people held fo light, [buke 
That'thus thoudMr pulh them on the keen re- 
Of guarded majeftv ; where'juftice waits, 
All awful and refiftlefs, to affert 
Th' impervious ri jrh'ts, the fanclitude of kings \ 
And blafl rebellion ? . 

Guf. Juftice, fanctitude, 
And rights! O, patience! Rights! what rights, 

thou tyrant ? 
Yes, if perdition be the rule of pow'r, Jchiet, 
If wrongs give right, O then, fupreme in mil- 
Thou wert the lord, the monarch of the world! 

Too 
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Too narrow for thy claim. But if thou think'ft 
That crowns are vilely propertied, like coin, 
To be the means, the fpeciality oflult, 
And ienfual attribution j if thou think'lt 
That empire is of titled birth or blood $ 
That nature, in the proud behalf of one, . 
Shall difenfranchjie all her lordly race, 
And bow her general ilfue to the yoke 
Of private domination ; then, thou proud one, 
Here know me for thy king, Howe'er, be told, 
Not claim hereditary, not the truft 
©f frank election, 

Not ev'n the high anointing hand of 'Heaven, 
Can authorile oppreilion, give a law 
Foi* lawlels pow'r, wed faith to violation, 
On realbn build milrule, or jultly bind 
Allegiance to injultice. Tyranny 
Ablblves all faith j and who invades our rights 
Howe'er his own commence*,' can never be 
But an ufurper. But for thee, for thee 
There is no name. Thou hail abjur'd mankind, 
DahYd iafety from thy blenk, un fecial fide, 
, And wagd wild war with unive. fal nature. 
Crif. Licentious traitor ! thou canlt talk it 
largely. 

Who made thee umpire of the rights of kings, 
And powV, prime attribute — as on thy tongue 
The poile of battle lay, and arms of force, 
To throw defiancejn the front of duty ? 
Look round, unruly boy ! thy battle comes , 
Like raw, disjointed munVring, feeble wrath, 
A war of waters, borne againit the rock 
Of our firm continent, to fume, and chafe, 
And ihiver in the toil. 

Guf. Miftaken man ! 
I come impower'dand ftrengthen'd in thy weak 
nefs j 

For tho' the ftrudture of a tyrant's throne 
Rife on the necks of half the Tuff "ring world, 
Fear trembles in the cement ; pfay'rs, and tears, 
And fecret curfes, fap its mould'ring bale, 
And Ileal the pillars of allegiance from it : 
Then let a iingle arm but dare the fway, 
Headlong it turns, and drives upon deltruclion. 

Trol. Profane, and alien to the love of heaven ! 
Art thou Itill harden'd to the wrath divine, 
That hangs o'er thy rebellion ? Know 'ft thou 
Thou art at enmity with grace, caft out, [not 
Made an anathema, a curie enrolled 
Among the faithful, thou and thy adherents 
Shorn from our holy church, and offered up 
As facred to damnation ? 

Guf. Yes, 1 know, 
When luch as thou, w ith facrilegious hand, 
Seize on the apoftolic key of heaver, 
It then becomes a tool for crafty knaves' 
'JLo (hut out virtue, and unfold thofe gates 
That Heaven itfclf had barr'd againll the lufts 
Of avarice and ambition. Soft and fweet, 
As looks of charhy, or voice of lambs 
That bleat upon the mountain, are the words 
Of Chriftian meek nefs ! million all divine ! 
Tiie law of love file mandate. But your gall, 
Ye Swedilh prelacy, your gall hath turn'd 
7 he words of fweet, but indigeited peace, 
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To wrath and bitternefs. Ye hallowM men, 
In whom vice fanclifies, whole precepts teach 
Zeal without truth, religion without virtue; 
Wlp ne'er preach Heaven but With a downward 
e ye, t»?°£ 
That turns your fouls to drofsl who, <hou'fiu£, 
The dogs of hell upon us. ' Thefts and rapes, 
Sacked towns, and midhight hovvlings thro* the 
- realm, 

Receive your'fan&ion. O, 'tis glorious mifchief! 
When vice turns holy; puts religion on, 
Ailumes the robe pontifical, 'the eye 
Of faintly elevation, blelleth fin, 
And makes the leal of fweet offended Heaven 
A fign of blood, a label for decrees. 
That Hell would fhrink to own. ' 

Ci'tft. No more of this \ ' . .. 
Gullavus, w'ouldft thou yet return to' grace* 
And hold thy motions, in the Iphere of duty, 
Acceptance might be found. 

GuJ. Imperial i'poiler ! 
Give me my father, give me back mv kindred* 
Give me the fathers of ten thouland orphans,' 
Give nie the Ions in whom thy rutl}lefs fword 
Has left our widows childlefs. Mine they were, 
Both mine,andev' rySwcde's, whole patriotbreaft 
Bleeds in his' country's woundiiigs. O, thou 
canlt hot ! [the.a 
Thou haft outfinn'd all reckoning ! Give, me 
My all that's left, my gentle mother there, ■ 
And fpare yon little trembler. 

Crijh Yes, on terms 
Of compact and fubmiflion. 

Guf. Ha ! with thee ? [country, 
Compact with thee ? and mean'ft thou i : or my 
For Sweden ? No, fo hold my heart but firm, 
Altho* it wring for 't, tho' blood drop for tears, 
And at the fight, my draining eyes ltart forth— 
They both (hall ptrifh firft. 



Lee. 



§43. Brutus and Titus. 

Brut. W/ell, Titus, fpeak j how is it with 
V* thee now ? 
I would attend awhile this mighty motion, 
Wait till thelempeft were quite overblown, 
That I may take thee in the calm of .nature, 
With all thy gentler virtues brooding on thee ' r 
So hulh'd a itillnefs, as if all the gods [ing ; 
Look'd down, and lillen'd to what we were lay- 
Speak then, and tell me, O my bell belov'd, 
My fon, my Titus, is all well again ? [thing ; 

fit. So well, that laying how mult make it no- 
So well, that I could wilh to die this moment, 
For fo my heart with powerful throbs perluades 
That were indeed to make you reparation, [me; 
That were, my lord, to thank you home, to die : 
And that for Titus too would be molt happy. 

Brut. How's that, my fon > Would death for 
thee be happy ? 

Tit. Mod certain, Sir; for in my grave I 'fcape 
All thole affronts which I in lite mult look for, 
All thole reproaches which the eyes, and fingers, 
And tongues of Rome will daily cart upon me ; 

Uu 4 Fro1 * 
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From whom, to a foul fo feniible as mine, [ins; : 
Each fingl? lcorn would he far worfe than dy- 
Behdes, Iicape theitings of my own conicience, 
Which will forever nick me with remembrance, 
Haunt me by day, and torture me by night, 
Cailin r my blotted honour in the way [me. 
Where'er my melancholy thoughts lhall guide 
Brut. But is not death a very dreadful thing ? 
Tit. Not to a niina 1 refolv'd. No. Sir, to me 
It feems as natural as to be born : 
Groans, and convulsions, anddifcolour'd faces, 
Frknds weeping round us,blacksajadobllquies, 
Make it a dreadful thing ; the pomp of death 
Is far more terrible {han death irJelf. 
Yes, Sir, I call the pow'rs of heaven to witnefs, 
Titus dares die, if lb you have decreed j 
{tfay, he (hall die with joy to honour Brutus, 
To make your juitice famous thro* the world, 
And fix the liberty of Rome for ever : 
Not but I mull confefs my weaknefs too ; 
' Yet it is great thus to refolve againil it, 
To have the frailty of a mortal man, 
But the llcurity of the immortal gods. 

Brut. O Titus! O thou abfoluie young man ! 
Thou Mattering mirror of thy father's image, 
Where I behold myfelf at fuch advantage ! 
Thou perfect glory of the Junian race I 
Let me endear thee once more to my bofom, 
Groan an eternal farewel to thy foul ; 
Tnftcad of tears, weep blood, if poiftble, 
Blood, the heart-blood of Brutus, on his child : 
For thou mult die, my Titus, die my fon j 
I fwear the gods have doom'd thee to the grave : 
The violated genius of thy country 
Rears his fad head, and pafles fentence on thee : 
This morning fun, that lights my forrows on- 
To the, tribunal of this horrid vengeance, 
Shrill never fee thee more. 

Tit. Alas, my lord ! 
Why are you mov'd thus? Why am I worth 
your forrow ? [me ? 

Why mould the godlike Brutus make to doom 
Why all thefe trappings for a traitor's hearfe ? 
The gods will -have it fo. 

Butt, They will, my Titus ; 
Nor heaven nor earth can have it otherwife. 
Nay, Titus, mark : the deeper that I fearch, 
My harafs'd foul returns the more confirnVd } 
Methink* I fee the very hand of Jove 
Moving the dreadful wheels of this affair, 
'I I at whirl tl.ee, like a m . chine, to thy fate. 
It items as if ih* gods h id prerordainM it, 
To fix the reeling fpirits of the people, 
A nd fettle the lo<xf* liberty of Rome. 
' I js fix'd i O therefore lei not fancy fond thee : 
So fix 'd thy death, that 'tis not in the pow'r 
Oi gods or men to lave thee from the axe. 
Tit. The axe ! O Heaven ! then mult I fall fo 
balely 

Whai, mall I perifli by the common hangman ? 
Brut. If thou deny me this, thou giv'il me 

not bin 7. 

Yes, Titu , hhce th- goJs have fo decreed 
That I inuft loft thee* I will take th' advantage 
Of thy important fate, cement Rome's Haws, 
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And heal her wounded freedom with thy blood: 
I will akend myfelf the lad tribunal, 
And fit upon my ions \ on thee, my Titus ; 
Behold thee luifer all the ihame of death, 
The lienor's lalhes, bited before the people ; 
Then with thy hopes, and all thy youth upon 
See thy head taken by the common axe, [thee, 
Without a groan, without one pitying tear, 
If that the gods can hold me to my purpole, 
To make my juitice quite trankend example. 
Tit. Scoured like a bondman L ah ! a beaten 
- (lave ! 
But I deferve it all \ yet here I fail I 
The image of This fulT ring quite unmans me j 



Nor caif I longer flop t]ie turning tears. 
O, Sir ! 0, Brutus ! muft I call you father, 
Yet have no token of your tendernefs ? 
No %n of mercy ? What, not bate me that J 
Can you refolve, O all tlf extremity 
Of cruel rigour ! to hehold me too ? 
To fit unmov'd, and lee^me whipt to death ! 
Where are your bowels now ? Is this a father ? 
Ah, Sir, why fhculd you make my heart fuiptct 
That all your late companion was dilltmblcd ? 
How can I think that you did ever love me ? 
Brut. Thiuk that I love thte by my prefent; 
palfion. 

By theie unmanly tears, thefe earthquakes here, 
Thefe lighs, that "twitch the very ltnngs of life j 
Think that no other caule on earth can move. 

To tremble thus, to fob, or fhed a tear, 
Nor make my folid virtue from her point, 
But Titus' death : O do not call it mameful, 
That thus mail fix the glory of the world. 
I own thy fufTrings ought t' unman me thus* 
To make me throw my body on the ground, 
To bellow like a bead, to gnaw the earth, 
Tb tear my hair, to curfe the cruel fates, 
That force a father thus to drag his bowels. 

Tit. O rife, thou violated majefty, 
Rife from the earth, or I (hall beg thofe fates 
Which you would curfe, to bolt me to the centre. 
I now fubmit to all your threatened vengeance : 
Come forth, you executioners of juitice, [men^ 
Nay, all you lienors, flaves, and common hang- 
Come, ltripme bare, unrobe me in his light, 
And lafli me till I bleed, whip me like furies; 
And when you've fcourg'd me till I foam and 
for want of fpirits grovelling in the dult, [fall. 
Then take my head, and give it his revenge j 
By all the gods, I greedily refign it ! 

Brut. No more — farewel, eternally farewel ! 
If there be gods, they will referve a room, 
A throne for thee in heaven. Onelaft embrr.ee I 
What is it makes thy eyes thus lwim again ? 

Tit. I had forgot-, be good to Terammta 
When I am in afhes. 

. Brut. Leave her to my care. {it. 
See her thou muft not, for thou canft not bear 
O for one more, this pull, this tug of heart- 

ftrings \ 
Farewel for ever \ 

Tit. O Brutus* O my father ! 
Brut. Cantt thou not lay farewel > 

Tit. 
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Tit. parewcl for ever ! 
Brut For ever then ! but O, ray tears ran o'er; 
Groans choak my words,andlcan fpeak no more. 
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§ 44. Lady Randolph y Lord Randolph, and young 
'Norval, 'not known at the time to be Lady 
Randolph's Son. Home. 

Lady Ran. now fares my Lord ? 
Lord Ran. *1 That it tares well, thanks to this 

gallant youth, 
Whofe valour iav'd me from a wretched death: 
As down the winding dale I walked alone, 
At the crofs way four armed men attacked me, 
Rovers I judge from the licentious camp, [low, 
Who would have quickly laid Lord Randolph 
Had not this brave and generous stranger come, 
Like my good angel, in the hour of fate, 
And, mocking danger, made my foes his own. 
They tum'd upon him : but his aclive arm 
Struck to the ground, from whence they rofe no 

more, 

The fiercest two } the others fled amain, 
And left him master of the bloody field. 
Speak, Lady Randolph ; upon beauty 's tongue 
Dwell accents pleating to the bravt and bold. 
Speak, noble dame, and thank him for thy Lord. 
Lady Ran. My Lord, I cannot fpeak what now 
I feel. 

My heart overflows with gratitude to Heaven, 
And to this noble youth, who, all unknown 
To you and yours, deliberated not, 
Nor paus'd at peril — but, humanely brave, 
Fought on your fide against fuch fearful odds. 
Have you yet learnt of him whom we mould thank, i 

"Whom call the faviour of Lord Randolph's life ? | Yea, as my mind predicts, with thine his own. 
Lord R/tn. I alk'd that question, and he an-'" 



For fafety, and for fuccour. I alone, 
With bended bow, and quiver full of arrows, 
Hover'd about the enemy, and *nark'd 
The road he took : then hasted to my friends j 
Wnom, with a troop of fifty chiofen men, 
I met advancing. The purfuit I led, 
Till we overtook the fpoil-encumber'd foe. 
We fought, and conquer'd. Ere a fword was 
drawn> 

An arrow from my bow had piere'd their chief, 
Who wore that day the arms which now 1 wear* 
Returning home in triumph, I diidain'd 
The lhepherd's flothful life; and having hear4 
That our good king had fummon'd his bold peers 
To lead their warriors to the Carron fide, 
I left my father's houfe, and took with me 
A chofen iervant to conduit my steps : 
Yon trembling coward, who foribok his master. 
Journeying with this intent,I pafsM theie tow'rs j 
And, heaven-direlted, came this day to do 
The happy deed that gilds my humble name. 
Lord Ran. He is as wife as brave; was ever 
tale 

With fuch a gallant modesty rehears'd ? 
My brave deliverer ! thou (halt enter now 
A nobler list j and, in a monarch's fight, 
Contend with princes for the prize of fame* 
I will pre fen t thee to our Scottim king, 
Whofe valiant fpirit ever valour lov'd. 
Ha ! my Matilda ! wherefore starts that tear ? 

Lady Ran. I cannot fay } for various affections, 
And strangely mingled, in my bofom fwell : 
Yet each of them may well command a tear. 
I joy that thou art fafe ; and I admire 
Him, and his fortunes, who hath wrought thy 
fafety j 



fwerd not : 
But I must know who my deliverer is 

[To the Stranger. 
Nor<v. A low-born man, of parentage obfeure, 
Who nought can boast but his deli re to be 
A foldier, and to gain a name in arms. 

Lord Ran. Whoe'er thou art, thy fpirit i$ en- 
nobled 

By the great King of Kings; thou art ordain'd 
And stamp d a hero by the lovereigu hand 
Of nature ! Bluih not, rlowY of modesty 
As well as valour, to declare thy birth. 

flow. My name is Norval ; on the Grampian 
Hills 

My father feeds his flocks ; a frugal fwain, 
Whofe constant c:\res were to increafe hid store, 
And keep his only ion, my'felf, at home. 
For I had heard ot battles s and I long'd 
^o follow to the field fome warlike lord ; 
And Heaven fbon granted what my lire denied. 



Obfcure and friendlefs, he the army fought} 
Bent upon peril, in the range of death 
Reiolv d to hunt for fame, and with his fword 
To gain distinction which his birth denied. 
In this attempt unknown he might have pe-f 
rinYd, 

And gain'd with 'all his valour but oblivion. 
Now, graced by thee, his virtue ferves no more 
Beneath defpair, The foldier now of hope, 
He ltands confpicuous ; fame and great renown 
Are brought within the compafs of his fword. 
On this my mind reflected, whilst you fpoke, 
And blefc'd the wonder-working hand of Hea- 
ven. 

Lord Ran. Pious and grateful ever are thy 
thoughts ! 

My deeds (hall follow where thou point'st the 
Next to myfelf, and equal to Glenalvon, [way, 
In honour and command (hall Norval be. 
Norv. I know not how to thank you ; rude I 
am 



Thjs moon, which ryie last night round as my ""In fpeech and manners ; never till this hour 



fliield, 

Had not yet fill'd her horns, when, by her light, 
A band of fierce barbarians from the hills 
RunYd like a torrent down upon the vale, 
(Sweeping our flocks and herds. The ihepherds 
lied 



btood I in fuch a prelence: yet, my lord, 
There 's iomcthing in my breast which makes 
me bold 

To fay, that Norval ne"*er will fhame thy favour. 
Lady Ran. I will be i worn ihv/u wilt not. Thou 
ihaU be 

My 
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My knight; and ever, as thou didst to-day, 
With happy-valour guard the- life of Randolph 
Lord Ran. Weil hast thou fpoke. Let me for 
bid reply. ' I ' .{.Jo Nerval. 
We are thy debtors still ; thy high defert 
O'ertops Our gratitude. I must proceed, 
As was at first intended, to the camp j 
Some of my train, I fee, are fpeeding hither, 
Impatient, doubtlefs, of their lord's delay. 
Go with me, Norval ; and thine eyes £hall fee 
The chofen warriors of thy native land, 
Who lahguhfli for the fight, aud beat the air 
With brandiftVd fwords. \ 
Norv. Let us be gone, my lord. ^ 

§ 4 J. Young Norval informs Lord Randolph 
by ivbat Means be acquired a Knowledge in the 
Art of War. Home. 

Beneath a mountain's brpw, the most remote 
And inacceffibte by mepherds trod, 
In a deep cave, dug by no mortal hand, 
A hernvt LVd \ a melancholy man, 
Who was the wonder of our wand'ring fwains. 
Austere and lonely, cruel to himfelf, 
Did they report him $ the cold earth his bed, 
Water his drink, his food the mepherds' alms. 
1 went to fee him ; and my heart was touch'd 
With reverence and with pity. Mild he (pake, 
And, ent'ring on difcourfe, fuch stories told, 
As made me oft revifit his fad cell. 
For he had been a foldier in his youth ; 
And fought in famous battles, when the peers 
Of 'Europe, by the bold Godfredo led, 
A gainst* th' ufurping Infidel difplay'd 
The crofs of Christ, and won the Holy Land. 
Pleas'd with my admiration, and the fire [make 
His fpcech struck from me, the old man would 
His years away, and aft his young^eneountens : 
Then, having ihew'd his wounds, he 'd fit him 
down, 

And all the live-long day difcourfe of war. 
To help my fancy, in the l'mooth green turf 
He cut bhe figures o( the marmall'd hosts \ 
Defci ib'd the motions, and explain\i the ufe 
Of the deep column, and the lengthen^ line; 
The fquarc, the crelcent,and the phalanx firm, 
For all that Saracen or Christian knew 
Of war's vast art, was to this hermit known. 
•Unhappy man 
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And oft each night forfakes h"^ fulle'n couch, 
To make fad onions for him he flew. V H"*» 



§ 4.6. Douglas's Soliloquy in the Wood, 'waiting' 
for Lady Randolph, ajter be was kntwn to be ^ 
btr Son. Home', 
hp his is the place, the centre of the grove. 
A Htre-standstheoak,the monarch of the woo(J, 
How fweet and iblemn is this midnight i'cene ! 
The filver moon, unclouded, holds her way 
Thro' Ikies, where I could count each little star, 
The fanning west- wind fcarcely stirs the leaves; 
The river, ruining o'er its pebbled bed, 
jlmpofes fjlence with a stilly found. 
I In fuch a place as this, at-luch an hour, 
I If ancestry can be in aught believ'd, 
■Defending fpirits have conversed with man 
And told the fecrets of the world unknown' 

Eventful day! how hast thouchang'd my state | 
Once on the cold aft d winter -maded fide 
Of a bleak hill mifchance had rooted me, 
Never to thrive, child of another foil : 
Tranlplanted now to the* gay funny vale, 
Like the green thorn of May, my fortune flow'rs. 
Yegloriousstarslhighheaven'srefplendenthu.tl 
1 o whom I oft have of my lot complain'd, 
Hear, and record, my foul's unalter'd wilh 1 
Dead or alive, let me but be renown'd ! 
May Heaven inlpire fome fierce gigantic Dane 
To give a bold defiance to our host ! 
Before he fpeaks it out, I will accept 
Like Douglas conquer, or like Douglas die, 



§ 47. C A T (jj Addison. 

Enter Pottius and Marcus. 



. Returning homewards by Meflina's porf, 
Loaded with wealth and honours bravely won, 
A rude and boisterous captain of the fea 
Fasten'd a quarrel on him. Fierce they fought j 
The stranger fell j and, with his dying breath, 
. Dfdnr'ct his lume and lineage. Mighty God ! 
The foldier cried, my brother ! O my brother ! 

They exchang'a forgivenefs : 

And happy, in my mind, was he that died j 
For many deaths has the" farvivor lurfer'd. 
In the wild defert on a rock he fits, 
Uj on f me namelefs stream's untrodden banks, 
And ru ninates all day his dreadful fate. 
At times, alas ! nor in his perfect mind, 
Holds dialogues with his lov'd brother's ghost j 
t 4 



Por. npa £ dawn is overcast, the morning low'rs, 
4 /• And heavily in clouds baings on the day: 
The/great, th' important-day, big with the fate 
Of Cato anc| of Rome— our father's death 
VV ould hi) up all the guilt of civil war, 
And dole the fcene -of blood. Already Cxfar 
Has ravag d more than half the globe, and Ices 
Mankind grown thin by his destructive 1 word : 
Should he go farther, numbers would he wanting 
To form new battles, and lupport hi^enmes. 
\ egods, what havoc does ambition make 
Among your works ! 

Marc Thy steady temper, Portius, 
Can look on guilt, rebellion, fraud, and Ca:far, 
In the calm lights of mild philo(bph v • 
I 'm tartur'd e'en to madnefs, when I think 
On the proud viclor : evYy time he *s an\'d 
Pharfalia riles to my view !— I i ee 
Th' infulting tyrant prancing o'er the fielc' 

^ flS5sr ,§ - citizem ' and s& - 

His horfefhoofs wet with patrician blood I , 
O Portius ! is there not fome cho.en cur^ ' 

Some 
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Scire hidden thunder in the ftores of Heaven, 
Red with uncommon wrath, to brail the man 
Who owes his greatnefs to his country's ruin? 
Por. Believe me, Marcus, 'Lis an impious great- 
nefs, 

And mix'd with too much hoYror to be envied, 
liov/ does the luftre of our father's actions, 
Through the dark, cloud of ills' that cover him, 
Break out, and burn with more triumphant 

brightnefs ! • 
His fuff 'rings lhine, and fpread a glory- round 
Greatly unfortunate, he fights the caijfe [him j 
Of honour, virtue, liberty, and Rome. 
His fword ne'er fell but on the guilty head j 
Opprelfion, tyranny, and pow'r ufurp'd, 
Draw all the vengeance of his arm upon 'em. 

Marc. Who knows not this ? But what can 
\ " Cato do 
Againft a world, a bafe degen'rate world, 
That courts the yoke, and bows the neck to Cae- 
Fcnt up in Utica, he vainly forms £far ? 

A poor epitome of Roman greatnefs ; 
And, cover'd with Numidian guards, directs 
A feeble army, and an empty fenate, 
Remnants of mighty battles fought in vain. 
By Heaven, fuch virtues.join'd with fuch fuccefs, 
Diftra<5r. my very foul : our father's fortune 
Would almoli tempt us to renounce his precepts. 

Per. Remember what our fatheroft has told us: 
The ways of Heaven are dark and intricate $ 
Puzzled in raszesT, and perplex'd with errors, 
Our underftanding traces them in vain, 
Loft and bewilder' d in Hie fruitlefs fearch ; 
ICor fees with how much art the windings run, 
Nor where the regular confufion ends. 

Marc. Thefe are fuggeftions of a mind at eafe : 

0 Fortius, didft thou tafte but half the griefs. 
That wrii^g my foul, thou couldft not talk thus 

Pafllon un pitied, and fuccefsleft love, 
Plant daggers in my heart, and aggravate J 
• My other griefs. Were but my Lucia kind-r- 
Por. Thou feeft not that thy brother is thy 
rivals 

But I mufthideit,forl know thy temper. [Afide. 

■ Now, Marcus, now thy virtue 's on the proof: 
Put forth thy utmoft ftrength, work ev'ry nerve, 
And call up all thy father in thy foul. 
To quell the tyrant love, and guard thy heart 
On this weak fide, where mod our nature fails, 
Would be a conqucft worthy.Cato's fon. 

Marc. Portius,the counfel which I cannot take, 
Inftead of healing, but upbnids my weaknefs. 
Bid me for honour plunge into a war 
Of thickeft foes, and rum on certain death, 
Then malt thou fee that Marcus is not flow 
To follow glory, and con fefs his father. 
Love is not to be reafon'd down, or loft 
In liigh ambition, or a third of greatnefs: 

. 'Tis iecond life, it grows into the foul, 
Warms ev'ry vein, and beats in ev'ry pulfe ; 

1 feel it here 1 my refolution melts. 

Por. Behold young Juba,the Numidian prince, 
With how much care he forms himfelf to glory, 
And breaks the fiercenefs of his native temper, 
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To copy out our father's bright example. 

He loves our finer Marcia, greatly loves her: 
His eyes, his looks, his acTions, all be tray it ; 
But ftillthe fmotherM fondnefsburnswithin hirrc 
When moft it (wells, and labours for a vent, 
The fenfe of honour and defire of fame 
Drive the big pallion back into Jus heart. 
What ! matt an African, (hall Juba's heir, 
Reproach great Cato's fon, and fhew the world 
A virtue wanting in a Roman foul ? \ 

Marc. Fortius, no more ! your words leave 
ftings behind 'em. 
Whene'er did Juba, or did Portius, mew 
A virtue that has caft me at a diftance, 
And thrown me out in the purfuits of honour? 

Por. Marcusjlknow thy generous temper welJ; 
Fling but th' appearance of difhonour on it, 
It ftraight takes fire, and mounts into a blaze. 

'Marc. A brother's fuff'rings claim abrotlur'* 

. P il y- ^ . r . 1 

Por. Heaven knows I pity thee. Beholdmy 

eyes 

Ev'n whilit I fpeak — do they not fwim in tears ? 
Were but my heart as naked to thy view, 
Marcus would fee it bleed in his behalf. 

Marc. Why then doft treat me with rebukes, 
inftead" 

Of kind condoling cares/and friendly forrow ? 

Por. O Marcus ! did I know the way to ^afe 
Thy troubled heart, and mitigate thy pains, 
Marcus^ believe me, I could die to do it. 

Marc. Thou beft of brothers, and thoubeftof 
friends ! 

Pardon a weak, diftemper'd foul, that fwells 
With fudden gufts, and finks as foon in calms, 
The (port of pafiTions. But Sempronius comes 
He mult not find this foftnefs hanging on me. 

[Ex. Marc. 

Enter Sempronius. 
Sem. Confpiracies no fooner mould be form'd 
Than executed. What means Portius here ? 
I like not that cold youth. I muft di(Temb!e f 
And fpeak a language foreign to my heart. 

[Afule. 

Good-morrow r , Portius ; let us once embrace, 
Once more embrace, while yet we both are free. 
To-morrow, fhouldwe thus exprefs our friend- 
Each might receive a flave into his arms, [fliip, 
This fun, perhaps, this morning's fun, *s thelaft 
That e'er mall rife on Roman liberty. 
■ Por. My father has this morningcali'd together 
To this poor hall his little Roman fenate, 
The leavings of Pharfalia, to confult 
If yet he can oppofe the mighty torrent [it, 
That bears down Rome, and all her gods before 
Or muft at length give up the world to Csefar. 

Sem. Not all, the pbmp and majefty of Rome 
Can raife her fenate, more than Cato's prelence. 
His virtues render our affembly awful, 
They ftrike with fomething like religious fear, 
And make e'en Carfar tremble at the head 
Of armies flufii'd with conqueft. Omy Portius, 
Could I but call that wondrous man my father, 
1 Would but thy fifter Marcia be propitious 
1 To thy friend's vows, I might be bleft indeed * 
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' For. Alas, Sempronius ! wouldft thou talk of 

love 

To Marcia, whilft her father's life 's in danger ? 
Thou might'ft as well court the pale trembling 
veital, 

When ihe beholds the holy flame expiring, 

Sem. The more I fee the wonders of thy race, 
The more I hn charm'd. Thou muft take heed, 

my Portius ; 
The world has all its eyes on Cato's fon; 
Thy father's merit fets theemp to view, 
And (hews thee in the faireft point of light, 
To make thy virtues or thy faults confpicuous 
for. Welldofl tjiou feem to check my lingering 
here 

On this important hour-^-I Ml ftraight away; 
And while the fathers of the fcnate meet 
In clofe debate, to weigh tir events of war, 
I Ml animate the foldiers' drooping courage 
With love of freedom, and contempt of life ; 
I Ml thunder in their ears their country's caufe, 
And try to roule up all that 's Roman in 'em. 
'Tis not in mortals to command iuccefs, 
But we Ml do more, Sempronius, we Ml dcfcrve it. 

[Exit. 

Sem. Curfe on the (tripling ! how he apes his 
^mbitioully fentenlious! — But I wonder [lire, 
©Id Syphax comes not: his Numidian genius . 
Is well difpos'd to milchief, were he prompt 
And eager on it-, but he muft be fpurr'd, 
And evYy moment quicken'd to the courfc. 
Cato has usd me ill : he has refus'd 
His daughter Marcia to my ardent vows. 
Befides, his balfled arms, and ruin'd caulc, 
Are bars to my ambition. Csefa-'s favour, 
Thatfliow'rs down greatnefs on his friends, will 
raife me 

To Rome's nrft honours. If I give up Cato, 
I claim, in my reward, his captive daughter, 
put Syphax comes 

Enter Syphax. 

Sy. Sempronius, all is ready. 
J 'ye founded my Numidians, man by man, 
And find th*m~ ripe for a revolt : they all 
Complain aloud of Cato's difcipline, matter. 
And wait but the command to change their 

Sem, Believe me, Syphax, there's no time to 
wafte; 

F.v'n wlulft we fpeak, our conqueror comes on, 
And gathers ground upon us ev'fy moment. 
Alas ! tlicu know'ft n6t Csdar's aftive foul, 
With uT.at a dreadful .courfe he nifties on 
From wr.r to war. In vain has nature form'd 
Mountains and oceans to oppofe his paflage; 
He bounds o'er ajl ; victorious in his march, 
The Airs ant Pyreneans fink before him; 
Thro' wir^i; and waves, and ftorn.-s, he vyor^shis 
way, 

Impatient for the batik ; one day more 
Will let the yrcTor thund'ring at our gatr s. 
But tell me, haft thou yet nVawn o'er voune 
. Juba? J " 

That iVi^A would recommend thee more t;o C^efitr, 
And cl alienee better t$rms» 



Sy. Alas, he *i loft ! 
He 's loft, Sempronius ! all his thoughts are full 
Of Cato's virtues. — But I Ml try once more 
(For ev'ry inftant I expect- him here) - 
If yetrican fubdue thole ftubborn principle* 
Of faith and honour, and I know not what, 
That have corrupted his Numidian temper, 
And ftruck th* infection into all his foul. 

Sem. Be lure to prefs upon him ev'ry motive, 
Juba's furrender, fince his father's death, 
Would give up Af Vic into Caefar's hands, 
And make him lord of half the burning zone, 

Sy. But is it true, Sempronius, that your ie^ 
nate 

Iscall'd together? Gods! thou muft be cautious; 
Cato lias piercing eyes, and will difcern [art. 
Our frauds, unlels they 're cover'd thick with, 
Sem, Let me alone, good Syphax; I Ml conceal 
My thoughts in paflion ('tis the lure ft way) ; 
I 11 bellow ouf for Rome and for my country, 
And mouth at Cacfar, till I ih'ake the lenate. 
Your cold hypocriiy 's a ftale device, 
A worn-out trick ; wouldft thou be thought in 
earneft, 

Clothe thy fcign'd zeal in rage, in fire, in fury* 
Sy, In troth.thouJrtable to inftrucl grey hairs, 
And teach the wily African deceit. 

Sem. Once more be fure to try thy (kill on Juba; 
Meanwhile I Ml haften to my Roman foldiers, 
Inflame the mutiny, and underhand 
Blow up their diicontents, till they break out 
Unlook'd for, and discharge themfelveson Cato, 
Remember, Syphax, we muft work in hafte : 

0 think what anxious moments pafs between 
The birth of plots and their laft fatal periods. 
©, 'tis a dreadful interval of time 

Fill'd up with horror all, and big with death I 
Deftruclion hangs on ev'ry word we fpeak, 
On ev'ry thought ; till the concluding ftroke 
Determines all, and doles our deiign. , 

Sy. I Ml try if I can yet reduce to reafon 
This headftrong youth, and make him fpurnat 

Cato. r 
The time is ihort; Cafar comes ruming on us— 
But hold! young Juba lees me, and approaches. 
Enter Jut)*?. 
Jub. Syphax, \ joy to meet thee thus alone* 

1 have obierv't! of late thy looks are felPh, 
O'ercail with gloomy carts and diiiontent. 
Then tej me, Syphax, I conjure thee, tell me, 
What are the thoughts that knit thy brow ii> 

frowns, . , 

^ ucl ^" r P tmne eve tllus coldly on thy prince » 
Sy. 'Tis not my talent to conceal my thoughts. 
Or carry fmilcs and fiinmine in my face, 
When difcontent fits hea\ y at iv„y heart ; 
I have not yet fb much the R<:man in me. 
Jub. Why doit thou cai^ out inch unccn'reta 
terms 

Againft the lords and fovereiirns of the world > 
Dolt .thou not !c* mankind laifdown before tbenu 
And own the force of tbeirfur erior virtue ! 
is there a nation, in the wilds of AtViCj 

J Arnidft 
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Amidft our barren rocks, and burning funds, 
That does not tremble at the Roman name ? 
Sy. Gods | where *a the worth that lets thefe 
people up 

Above her own Numidia's tawny Tons ? 
Do they with tougher fmews bead the bow ? 
Or flies the jav'lin ftriftef to its marjv, 
I/iunch'd from the vigour of a Roman arm ? 
Who like our active African inftrufts 
The fiery fteed, and trains him to his hand ? 
Or guides in troops th' embattled elephant, 
Laden with war ? Thefe; thefe are arts, my 
prince, 

In which your 2ama does not (loop to Rome. 

J:ib. Thefe are all virtues of a meaner rank, 
Perfections that are placed in bones and nerves. 
A Roman foul is bent on higher views : 
To civilize the rude, unpolilhM world, % 
And lay it under the rellraint of laws ; 
To make man mild, and fociable to man) 
To cultivate the wild, licentious favage, 
With wildom, dilcipline, and lib'ral art?, 
Tli' embellifhments of life : virtues like thefe 
Make human nature mine, reform the foul, 
And break our fierce barbarians into men. 

Sy. Patience, kind Heavens '.--excufe an old 
man's warmth. 
What are thefe wondVous civilizing arts, 
This Roman poliih,and tins fmooth behaviour, 
That render man thus tractable and time ? 
Are they not Only to difguife our pafiions, 
To let our looks at variance with our thoughts, 



Where (tail we find the ma/i that bears a.Tlirlion, 
Great and majeftic in his griefs, like Caio ? 
Heavens | with what ilrength, what iteadinefs of 
mind, 

He triumphs in the midfl of all his fuff'rings I 
How does he rife againft a load of woes> 
And thank the Gods that throw the weight Upon 
him! < [foul; 

Sy. "Tis pride, rank pride, and haughtinefs of 
I think the Romans call it Stoicifm. 
Had not your royal tather thought fo highly 
Of Roman virtue; and of Cato's caufe, 
He had not fall'n by a Have's hand inglorious : 
Nor would his flaughter'd army now have lain 
On Afric fands, disfigur'd with their wounds, 
To gorge the wolves and vultures of Numidia. 

J ub. Why doft thou call my fbrrows up afrefh t 
My father's name brings tears into rriy eyes. 

Sy> O that you 'd profit by your father's ills ! 

jub. What wouldlt thou have me do ? 

Sy. Abandon Cato. 

Jub. Syphax, I ihould be more than twice ait 
orphan 
By fuch a lofs. 

Sy. Ay, there 's the tie that binds you ! 
You long to call him father* Marcia's charrrts 
Work in your heart unfeen,'and plead for Cato* 
No wonder you are deaf to all I lay. 

Jub. Syphax, your zeal b ecomes importunate \ 
I 've hitherto permitted it to rave, 
And talk at large; but learn to keep It in, 
Leftit ihould take more freedom than Til give it, 
Sy. Sir, your great father never us'd me thus. 



To check the Harts and fallies of the foul, 

And break off all its commerce with the tongUe * j Alas, he 's dead ! but can you e'er forget 
In fhort, to change us into other creatures The tender ibrrows, and the pangs of nature, 
Than what our nature and the gods deiign'd us. The fond embraces, and repeated bleflings, 

Jub. To ftrike thee dumb — turn up thy eyes ! Which yottdrew from him in your laft farewel ? 
to Cato 5 ^ Still mull I cherim the dear fad remembrance, 

There mayil thou fee to what a godlike height At once to toiture and to pleafe my foul. 
The Roman virtues -lift up mortal man. The good old king at parting wrung mv hand 

While good,and jult,and anxious for his friends, ; (His* eyes brim-full of tears) ; then fighing, cried, 

He •« itill leverely befit againll himfelf ; j Pr'yrhee be careful of my fon ! His grief 

Renouncing fleep. and relt, and food, and eafe, 
He drives with tniriland hunger, toil and heat; 
And when his fortune lets before him all 
The pomps and pleafures that his foul can wim, 
His rigid virtue will accept of none. 

Sy. Believe me, prince,lhere 's not an African 
That traverles our vaft: Numidian deferts 



In queitof prey, and lives upon his bow, 
But better praclifes thefe boafted virtues : 
Coirfe are his meals, the fortune of the chace ; 
Amidll the running ftream he Hakes his thirll ; 
Toils all the day, and at th' approach of night 
On the firft friendly bank he. throw"- him down, 
Or relts his head upon a rock till morn; 
Then rifes frefli, purfues his wonted game; 
And if the following day he chance to find 
A new repaft, or an untalted fpring, 
Bleflfes his ftars, and thinks it luxury. 

Jub, Thy prejudices, Syphax, won t difcern 
What virtues grow front ignorance and choice, 
Nor how the hero differs from the brute. 
Eut grant that others could with equal glory 
took down on plcafures, and the baits of ienle. 



Swell'd up lb high, he could n )t utter more. 

Jub. Alas, thy ftory melts away my foul ! 
That beft of fathers ! how fliall I difcharge 
The gratitude and duty which I owe him ? 
Sy. By laying up his counlels jn your heart. 
Jub. His counlels bade me yield to thy di- 
rections : 

Then, Syphax, chide me in fevereft terms ; 
Vent all ihy paflion, and I '11 Hand its mock 
Calm and unruffled as a fummer fea, 
When not a breath of wind flies o'er its furfuce. 

Sy. Ahs, my prince ! I'd guide you to your 
ftfrry. . fh ow- 

Jub. I do believe thou wonldft; but tell me 

Sy. Fly from the fate that follows Cxlar's foes. 

Jub. My father fcorn'd to do it. 

Sy. And therefore died. 

J-tib. Better to die ten thoufand deaths, 
Than wound my honour. * 

Sy. Rather fay, your love. [temper, 

jub. Syphax, I 've promis'd to preferve my 
Why wilt thou urge me to confeis a flame 
I long have ftiiied, and would Lin conceal r 

Si, 
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' Sj. Believe me, prince, tho 1 hard to conquer 
love, 

*Tis eafy to divtt 2nd break its force. 
Abfence might cure it; or a fecond mjftrefs 
Light up another rlarrie^ and put out this. 
The glowing dames of Zama's royal court 
Have faces nufh'd with more exalted charms $ 
The fun, that roils his chariot o'er their heads, 
Works up more fire and colour in their cheeks: 
Were you with thele, my prince, you Yl foon for- 
The pale, unripen Yl beauties of the North, [get 

"J ub. 'Tis not a fct of features, or complexion, 
The tincture of a Ikin, that I admire : 
Beauty foon grows familiar to the lover, 
Fades in his eye, and palls upon the fenfe. 
The virtuous Marcia towYs above her lex : 
True, (he is fair — O, how divinely fair! 
But flill the lovely maid improves her charms 
With inward greatncfs, unaffected wifdom, 
And fanctity of manners ; Cato's foul 
Shines out in every thing (he acts or fpeaks, 
While winning mildnefs and attractive (miles 
Dwell in her looks, and with becoming grace 
Soften the rigour of her father's virtue. 

Sj. How does your tongue. grow wanton in 
her. praife ! 

But on my knees I beg you would confider- 
Jub. Hah ! Syphax, is Y not lhe r — She moves 
this way : 

And with her Lucia, LuciusY fair daughter, 
My heart beats thick — I pr'ythee, Syphax, leave 
me. 

Sy. Ten thoufand curfes faften on 'cm both ! 
Now will this woman, with a lin?le glance, 
Undo what I n ve been laboring all this while. 

[ Exit Syphax. 



Enter Marcia and Lucia* 
Jul.' Hail, charming maid! how does thy 
beauty fmooth 
' Tiie face of war, tmd make even horror fmile ! 
At fight of thee my heart (hakes off its fbrrowsj 
I feel a dawn of joy break in upon' me, 
And for a while forget th* approach of Caefar. 
Mar. I mould be grieV'd, young prince, to 
think my prefence farms. 
Unbent your thoughts, and flackenYl 'em to 
While, warm with (laughter, our victorious foe 
Threatens aloud, and calls you to the field. 

J lib: O Marcia, let mo hope- thy kindxoncern 
And gentle wifhes follow me to battle.! 
The thought will give new vigour to my arm, 
Add (length and weight toiny defending (word, 
And drive it in a tempell on the foe. 

Mar. My pray Ys and wi flies always mall attend 
The friends of Rome, the glorious cauic of 
virtue, 

The men npprov'd of by the gods and Cato. 

Jub.. That Juba may deferve thy pious cares, 
I 'Jl gaze for ever on thy godlike father, 
Tranfplanting, one by one, into my life 
Kis bright perfections, till L mine like him. 

Mar. My father never at a time like this 
Would lay out his great foul ia words, and waile 
Such precious mcmeutSk 



J ub. Thy reproofs are fun 1 , 
Tnou virtuous maid ! I '11 haften to my trcops, 
And fire their langu'd fouls with Cato s virtue* 
If e'er I lead them to the field, when all 
The war mall lland rangM in its jult array, 
And dreadful pomp; then will I think on thee^ 

0 lovely maid ! then will I think on thee $ 
A.nd, in the fhock of charging hofts, remember' 
What glorious deeds fhould grace the man who 

hopes 

For MarciaY love. [Exit Juba. 

Luc. Marcia, you Ye too fevere : 
How could you chide the young good-natur'd 
prince, 

And drive him from you with fo ftern an air, 
A prince that loves and dotes on you to death ? 
Mar. 'Tis therefore, Lucia, that I chide hirn 
from me. 

His air, his voice, his looks, and honed foul, 
Speak all fo movingly in his behalf, 

1 dare not trull myielf to hear him talk. 
Luc. Why will you fight aginfl fo fweet a 

paff:on, 

And ileel your heart to fuch a world of charms? 
Mar. How, Lucia! wouldlt thou have me 
link away 

In pleafing dreams, and lofe myfclf in love, 
Whenev'ry moment CatoY life Y at flake? 
Cxfar comes arm'd with terror and revenge, 
And aims his thunder at my father's head. 
Should not the fad occafion fwallow up 
My other carps, and draw them all into it ? 

Luc. Why have not I this conltancy of mind, 
Who have fo many griefs to try its force ? 
Sure, nature form'd me of her foftefl moulds 



ifeebled all my foul with tender paifions, 
A nd funk me even below my own weak fex : 
Pity and love, by turns, opprefs my heart. 

Mar. Lucia, difburthen all thy cares on me, 
And let me fhare thy moll retir'd diftrefs. 
Tell me who raifes up this conflict in thee ? 
Luc. I need not blufli to name them, when I 
tell thee 

They YeMarciaY brother?;, and the fonsof Cato. 
Mar. They both beheld thee with their filler's 

eyes, 

And often have revealM their paflion to me. 
But tell me whofe addrefs thou tavour'fl: moil ? 
I long to know, and yet I dread to hear it. 

Luc. Which is it Marcia wiihes for ? 

Mar; For neither, [fliare 
And yet for both.— The youths have equal 
'In Marcia Y wifliej, and divide their filler: 
But tell me which of them is Lucia's choice \ 

Luc. Marcia, they both are high in my elleem : 
But in my love— why wilt thou make me name 

- Miim ? 



Thou know'ft it is a blind and foolifh pafllon, 
Pleas'd and difgu fled with it knows not wha'. 

Mar. O Lucia, I 'm perplexM ; O tell me which 
I muft hereafter call my happy brother ? 
Luc. Suppofe Y were Fortius, could you blame 
my choice ?, 
O Portins ; thou haft (lorn away my foul ' 
\\Vid\ what a graceful tendernefs he loves, 

And 
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And breathes the foftcfl:, the fincereft vows 
Complacency, and truth, and manly fweetnefs, 
toweileveron his rongue } and fmooth his^houghts. 
Marcus is over-warm; his fond complaints 
Have lb much earneftnefs and palfion in them, 
I hear him with a fecret kind of horror, 
And tremble at his vehemence of temper. 
Mar. Alas, poor youth J how canit thou throw 

him frjm thee ? 
Lucia, thou know'ft not half the love he bears 

thee ? 

Whene'er he fpeaks of thee, his heart's in flames, 
He fends out all his foul in ev'ry word, 
And thinks, and talks, and looks like one tranf- 
ported. 

Unhappy youth ! How will thy coldnefs raife 
Tempefts and ftorms in his afflicted bolbm I / 
I dread the confequence. ' 

Luc. You feem to plead 
Againfl your brother Portius. 

Mar. Heaven forbid ! 
Had Portius been the unfuccefsful lover, 
The lame companion would have fall'n on him. 

Luc. Was ever virgin love diftreft like mine 1 
Portius himfelf oft falls in tears before me, 
As if he mourn'd fris rival's ill fuccefs; 
Then bids me hide the motions of my heart, 
Nor (hew which way it turns : fo much he fears 
The fad effects that it will have on Marcus. 

Mar. Ht* knows too well how ealily he *s hVd, 
And would not plunge his brother in defpair, 
But waits for happiertimes, and kinder moments. 

Luc. Alas ! too late I find myfelf involved 
In endlefs. griefs and labyrinths of woe; 
Born to afflict my Marcia's family, 
And fow dilTenlion in the hearts of brothers. 
Tormenting thought ! it cuts into my foul. 

Mar. Let us not^Luci a, aggravate ourforrows, 
But to the gods lubmit th 1 event, of things. 
Our lives, difcolour'd with our prefent woes,^ 
May ftill grow bright, and fmile with happier 
hours. 

So the pure limpid ft ream, when foul with Mains 
Of ru filing torrents, and defcending rains, 
Works itlelf clear, and, as it runs, refines ; 
Till, by degrees, the floating mirror mines, 
Reflects each flow'r that on the border grows, 
And a new heaven in its fair bofom now^s. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT II. 

SCENE, the Senate. Lucius, Sempronius, and 
Senators. 

Sent. noME ftill furvives in this aflembled 
fenate ! 

Let us remember we are Cato's friends, ( 
And act like men who claim that glorious title. 

Luc. Cato will foon be here, and open to us 
Th' occafion of our meeting. 1 Hark, he comes ! 

[ A found of trumpets. 
May all the guardian gods of Rome direct him ! 



6 7 » 

Enter Cato* 

Cats. Fathers,we once again are met in council* 
Crefar's approach has fumm©n'd us together, 
And Rome attends- her fate from our refolves. 
How lhall we treat this bold afpiring man? 
Succefs ftill follows him, and backs his crimes } 
Pharfalia gave him Rome, Egypt has lince 
Receiv'dhis yoke, and the whole Nile is Caefar's* 
Why (hould I mention Juba's overthrow, 
And Scipio's death ? Numidia's burning fands 
Still fmok-e with blood. 'Tis time we ftiould 
decree 

What courfe to take. Our foe advances on us, 
And envies us even Libya's fultry deferts. 
Fathers, pronounce your thoughts : are they ftill 
nVd 

To hold it out, and fight it to the laft ? 
Or areyour hearts fubdued at length, and wrought 
By time, and ill fucceis, to a fubmiflion ? 
Sempronius, (peak. 
' Sent. My voice is ftill for war. 
Gods I qan a Roman fenate long debate 
Which of the two to chpofe — ilavVy or death ? 
No, let .us rile at once, gird on your fwords, 
And, at the head of our remaining troops, 
Attack the foe, break through the thick array 
Of his throng'd legions, and charge home upon 
him. 

Perhaps fome arm, more lucky than the reft, 
May reach his heart, and free the world from 
bondage. 

Rife, fathers, rife! 'tis Rome demands your help; 
Rife, and revenge her (laughter'd citizens, 
Or fliare their fate ! The corps of half her fenate 
Manure the fields of Theflaly ; while we . 
Sit here deliberating in cold debates, 
If we ihould facrifice our lives to honour, 
Or wear them out in fervitude and chains. 
Roufe up, for lhame ! our brothers of Pharfalia 
Point at their wounds,and cry aloud — To battle \ 
Great Pompey's fhade complains that we arc flow; 
And Scipio's ghoft walks unreveng'damongft*U% 

Cato. Let not a torrent of impetuous zeal 
Tranfport thee thus beyond the bounds of reafon : 
True fortitude is feen in great exploits 
That jultice warrants, and that wifdom guides j 
All elfe is tow'ring phrenfy and diftraction. 
Are not the lives of thofe who draw the fword 
In Rome's defence entrufled to our care ? 
Should we thus lead them to a field of (laughter, . 
Might not th* impartial world with reafon fay, * 
We lavilh'd at our deaths the blood of thoulands, 
To grace our fall, and make our ruin glor;o as ? 
Lucius, we next wouldknowwhat'syouropinion. 

Luc. My thoughts, I muft confefs, are turn'd 
on peace. . , 

Already have our quarrels fill'd the world 
With widows and with orphans* Scythia mourns 
Our guilty wars, and earth's remoteft regions 
Lie half unpeopled by the feuds pf Rome : j 
'Tis time to Iheath'e the fword,and fpare mankind, 
ft is not Ca;far, but thd gods, my fathers, 
The gods declare again ft us, and repel , 
Our vain attempts. To* urge the foe to 'bati-le 

(Prompted 
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(Prompted by blind revenge and wild defpair) 
Were to refufe th' awards of Providence, 
And not to reft in Heaven's determination. 
Already have we (hewn our love to Rome, 
Now let us (hew fubmiflion to the gods. 
We.took up arms, not to revenge onrfelves, 
But free the commonwealth ; when this end fails, 
Arms have no farther ufe. Our country's caufe, 
That drew our fwords,now wrefts 'em from our 
hands, 

And bidsus not delight in Roman b!ood 
tJnproritably fhed. What men could do, 
Is done already: heaven and earth will witnefs, 
If Rome mult fall, that we are innocent. 

Sem. -This (mooth difcourfe, and mild beha- 
viour, oft 

Conceal a traitor. Something whifpers me 
AIL is not right — Cato, btwafe of Lucius. 

[Afide to Cato. 
Cato. Let us appear. nor rafh nor diffident ; 
Immoderate valour fwells into a fault; 
And fear admitted into public councils; 
Betrays like treafon. Let us mun 'em both. 
Fathers, I cannot fee that our affairs 
Are grown thus defp'rate j we have bulwarks 
round us ; 

Within our walls are troops inur'd to toil 
In Afric's heat, and feafon'd to the fun ; 
Numidia's fpacious kingdom lies behind us, 
Ready to rife at its young prince's call. 
While there is hope, do not diftruft the gods: 
But wait at leaft till Cadar's near approach 
Force us to yield. 'Twill never be too late 
To fue for chains, and own a conqueror. 
Why fhould Rome fall a moment ere her time ? 
No: let us draw her term of freedom out 
In its full length, and fpin it to the lalt, 
So (hall we gam ltill one dny's liberty : 
And let me perifti, but in Cato's judgment, 
A day, an hour, of virtuous liberty 
Is worth a whole eternity in bondage. 

Enter Marcus. 

Mar. Fathers, this moment, as I watch'd the 
gate, 

Lodg'd in my poft, a herald is arrived 
From Cscfar's camp, and with him comes old 
Decius, 

The Roman knight; he carries in his looks 
Impatience, and demands to fpeak with Cato. 

Cato. By your pcrmiflion, fathers bid him 

enter. [Exit Marcus. 

Decius was once my friend \ but other profpecls 
Have loos'd thofe ties, and bound him fait to 
Caefar. 

His meflage may determine our refolves. 

Enter Decius. 

Dec. Caefarfends health to Cato—* 
Cato. Could he fend it 
To Cato's Haughter'd friends, it would be wel- 
come. 

Are not your orders to addrafs th« fenate ? 



Dec. My bufinefs is with Cato; Caefar fees 
Theftraits to which you 're driven ; and, as he 
knows 

Cato's high worth, is anxious for your life. 

Cato. My life is grafted on the late of Rome. 
Would he fave Cato, bid him fparehis country. 
Tell your dictator this ; and tell him, Cato 
Dildains a life which he has pow'r to offer. 

Dec. Rome and her fenators fubmit to Caefar; 
Her gun'rals and her conluls are no more, 
Who check'd his conqueits, and denied his tri- 
umphs. 

Why will not Cato be this Caefar's friend > 
Cato. Thofe very reafons thotl haft urg'd, for- 
bid it. 

Dec. Cato, I 've orders to expoftulate, 
And reafon with you, as from friend to friend : 
Think on the ftorm that g:tfhers o'er your head, 
And threatens ev'ry hour to burft upon it. 
Still may you ftand high in your country's ho- 
nours : 

Do but comply, and make your peace with 

Caefar, 

Rome will rejoice, and caft its eyes on Cato, 
As on the fecond of mankind. 

Cato. No more : 
I muft not think on life on fuch conditions. 

Dec. Caefar is well acquainted with your vir- 
tues, 

And therefore lets this value on your life. 
Let him but know the price of Cato's friend* 
[hip, 

And name your terms. 

Catc. Bid him difbandhis legions, 
Reftoie the commonwealth to liberty, 
Submit his anions to the public cenfure, 
And ftand the judgment of a Roman fenate. 
Bid him do this, and Cato is his friend. 

Dec. Cato, the world talks loudly of your 
wiidom 

Cato. Nay more— tho' Cato's voice was ne'er 
employ'd 

To clear the guilty, and to varnifh crimes, 
Myfclt will mount the roftrum in his favour, 
And ftnve to gain his pardon from the people. 
Dec. A ftyle like this becomes a conqueror. 
Cat*. Decius, a ftyle like this becomes a Ro- 
nton. 

Dec. What is a Roman, that is Cscfar's foe } 
Cato. Greater than Ca.-far : he 's a friend to 
virtue, 

Dec. Confider, Cato, you 're in Utica, 
And at the head of your own little fenate- 
You don't now thunder in the capitol, 
With all the mouths of Rome to fecond you 
CatOi Let him conlider that, who drives 'us 
hither ; 

Tis Ca lar's (Word has made Rome's fenate little, 
And thin d its ranks. Alas ! thy dazzled eye 
Beholds this man in a f:dfe glaring lieht 
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Ami all the virtues we can crowd into it ; 
That Heaven may lay it ought to be prolong'd. 
Fathers, farewel.— The young Numidian prince- 
Comes forward, and expetts to know our coun- 
sels. [Exeunt Senators. 

Enter Juba. 

Juba, the Roman fenate has refolv'd, 
Till time gives better profpecls, ftill to keep 
The iword unlheath'd, and turn its edge oa. 
Caefar. 

Jub. The refolution fits a Roman fenate. 
But, Cato, lend me for a while thy patience, 
Anil condefcend to hear a young man fpeak. 
My father, when lbme days before his death 
He order'd me to march for Utica, 
(Alas ! I thought not then his death fo neap!) 
Wept o'^jne, preis'd me in his aged arms, 
And, as his griefs gave way, My fon, faid he, 
Whatever fortune lhall befal thy father, 
Be Cato's friend ; he'll train thee up to great 
[Exit Decius. j And virtuous deeds j do but obferve him well, 
Thou It ihan misfortunes, or thou 'It learn to 
bear 'em. 

Cato. Juba, thy father was a worthy prince, 
And merited, alas ! a better fate j 
But Heaven thought otherwife. 

Jub, My father's fate, 
In f pite of all the fortitude that fhines ' 
Before my face in Cato's great example, 
Subdues my foul, and fills my eyes with tears. 
Cato. It is an hone II forrow, and becomes 
thee. 

Jub. My father drew refpect from foreign 
climes : 

The kings of Afric fought him for their friend j 
Kings far remote, that rule, as fame reports, 
Behind the hidden fources of the Nile, 
In dillant worlds, on t' other fide the fun ; 
Oft have their black ambafiadors append, 
Loaden with gifts, and fill'd the courts of Zama. 
Cato. I am no itranger to thy father's great- 
nefs. 

Jub. I would not boafl the greatnefs of my 
father, 

But point out new alliances to Cato. 
Have we not better leave this Utica, 
To arm Numidia in our caufe, and court 
Tir afiiiUnce of my father's powerful friends ? 
Did they know Cato, our rcmoteft kings 
Would pour embattled multitudes about him ; 
Their fwarthy hofts would darken all our 
plains, 

Doubling the native horror of the war, 
And making death more grim. 

Cato. And can 11 thou think 
Cato will fly before the fword of Caefar ! 
Reduc'd, like Hannibal, to feek relief 
From court to court, and wander up and down 
A vagabond in Afric ? 

Jub. Cato, perhaps 
I 'in too officious ; but my forward cares 
Would fain preferve a life of fo much value, 
(While yet our liberty and fates are doubtful) j My heart is wounded, when I fee fuch virtue 
With refolution, firiendihip, Roman bravery, [ Afflicted by the weight of fuch misfortunes. 

X x Cato. 



With murder* trenfon, facrilege, and crimes 
Thatllrike my lbui with horror but to name 'em. 
I know thou look' It on me, as on a wretch 
Belet with ills, and cover'd with misfortunes j 
But, by the gods If wear, millions of worlds 
Should never buy me to be like that Caefar. 
Dec. Does Cato fend this anfwer back to 
Cacikr, 

For all his gen' rous cares and profer'd friend- 

Cato. His cares for me are infolent and vain : 
Prefumptuous man ! the Gods take care of Cato. 
Would Caelar lhew the grcatnels of his lbul, 
Bid him employ his care for thele my friends, 
And make good ule of his ill-gotten pow'r, 
By lhelt'ring men much better than him 1 elf. 

Dec. Your high unconquer'd heart makes 
you forget 

You are a man ; you rufli on your deftruction. 
But I have done. .When I relate hereafter 
The tale of this unhappy embally 
All Rome will be in tears. 

Sem. Cato we thank thee^ 
The mighty genius of immortal Rome 
Speaks in thy voice ; thy foul breathes liberty. 
Cadar will Ihrink to hear the words thou ut- 
ter'ft, 

And fhudder in the midft of all his conquefts. 

Luc. The fenate owns its gratitude to Cato, 
Who with lo great a foul conlults its fafety, 
And guards our lives while he neglects his own. 

Sem. Sempronius gives no thanks on this ac- 
count. ■ 

Lucius feems fond of life j but what is life ? 
"*Tis not to ftalk about, and draw frefh air 
From time to time, or gaze upon the fun ; 
n Tis to be free* When liberty is gone, 
l,i fe grows iniipid, and has loit its relilh. 
O, could my dying hand but lodge a iword 
In Cadar's bolbm, and revenge my coup try ! 
By Heavens, I could enjoy the pangs of death, 
And finale in agony. 

Luc. Others, perhaps, 
May ferve their country with as warm a zeal, 
Though 'tis not kindled into fuch a rage." 

Sem. This ibber condudt is a mighty virtue 
In lukewarm patriots. 

Cato, Comej no more, Sempronius: 
All here are friends to Rome, and to each other. 
Let us not weaken itill the weaker fide 
By our divilions. 

Sem. Cato, my refentments 
Are facrifie'd to Rome — I itand reprov'd. 

Cato. Fathers, 'tis time you come to a relblve. 

Luc. Cato, we all go into your opinion : 
Cacfar's behaviour has convinc'd the fenate 
Wrought to hold it out till terms arrive. „ 

Sem. We ought- to hold it out till death j but, 
Cato, 

My private voice is drown'd amidlt the fenate's. 
Cato. Then let us rife, my friends, and ft rive 
to fill 

This little interval, this paufe of life, 
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Cato. Thy noblenefs of foul obliges me. 
But know, young prince, that valour foars 

above 

What the world calls misfortune and affliction. 
Thefe are not ills ; elfe would they never fall 
On Heaven's firft fav'rites, and the belt of men. 
The gods, in bounty, work up llorms about us, 
That give mankind occafion to exert 
Their hidden ftrength, and throw out into 
practice 

Virtues which fhun the day, and lie conceal'd 
In the fmooth feafons and the calms of life. 
Jub. I'm charm VI whene'er thou talk' ft j 1 
pant for virtue j 
And all my foul endeavours at perfection. 
Cato. Doft thou love watchings/abltiuence, 
and toil, 

Laborious virtues all ? Learn them from Cato 
Succels and fortune muft thou learn from Caefar. 
Jub. The beft good fortune that can fall on 
Juba, 

The whole fuccefs at which my heart afpires, 
Depends on Cato. 

Cato. What docs Juba fay ? 
Thy words confound me. 

Jub. I would fain retract them* 
Give "em me back again: they aim'd at no- 
thing. 

Cato. Tell me thy wifh, young prince, make 
nert my ear 
A ftranger to thy thoughts. 

Jub. O, they're extravagant j 
Still let me hide them. 

Cato. What can Juba afk 
That Cato will refufe.? 

Jul/. I fear to name it : 
Marcia — inherits all her father's virtues* 

Cato. What wouldft thou fay ? 

Jub. Cato, thou hail a daughter. 

Cato. Adieu, young prince j I would not heai 
a word 

Should lelTen thee in my efteem. Remember* 
Theiiand of fate is over us, and Heaven 
Exacts feverity from all our thoughts.^ i 
It is not now a time to talk of aught 
But chains, or conqueft - } liberty, or death. 

[Exit. 

Enter Syphax. 

Sy. How's this, my prince ! What, cover V 
with confufion ? 
You look as if yon ftcrn philosopher 
Had juft now chid you. 

Jub. Syphax, I'm undone. 

Sy. I know it well. 

Jub. Cato thinks meanly of inc. 

Sy. A»d fo will all mankind. 

Jub. 1 've open'd to him 
The weaknefs of my foul, my love for Marcia. 

Sy. Cato 's a proper perfon to intruft 
A love-tale with ! 

Jub. O, I could pierce my heart, 
My foolifh heart. Was ever wretch like Juba ! 

Sy. Alas, my prince, hovf \ re you chang'd oi 
late ! 

I've known young Juba rife before the fun, 
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To beat the thicket where the tiger flept, 
Or feek the lion in his dreadful haunts : 
How did the colour mount into your cheeks,- 
When firft you rous'd him to the chace! I've 
feen you, 

Ev'n in the Lybian dog-days, hunt him down, 
Then charge him elofe, provoke him to the rage 
Of filings and claws, and Hooping from your 
} liorfe, 

Rivet the panting favage to the ground. 
Jub. Pr'ythee, no more, 
Sy. How would the old king fmile 
To fee you weigh the- paws, when tipp'd with 
gold, 

And throw theihaggy fpoils about yourfliould- 
ers ! 

Jub. Syphax, this old man's talk, tho'honey 
flow'd 

In ev'ry word, would now lofe all its fweetnefs. 
Cato's difpleas'd, and Marcia loll for ever. 
Sy. Young prince, I yet could give you good 
advice, 
Marcia might ftill be yours. 

Jub. What fay 'ft thou, Syphax? 
By Heavens, thou turn'll me all into attention. 
Sy. Marcia might ltill be yours. 
Jub. As how, dear Syphax ? 
Sy. Juba commands Numidia's hardy troops, 
Mounted on Heeds unus'd to the reftraint' 
Of curbs or bits, and fleeter than the winds. 
Give but the word, we'll fnatch this damicl up, 
And bear her oft*. 

Jub. Can fuch difhoneft thoughts 
Rile up in man ? Wouldft thou feduce my youth 
To do an acl thnt would deftroy my honour ? 

Sy. Gods, I could tear my hair to hear you 
Honour's a fine imaginary notion, [talk ! 

That draws in raw and unexperiene'd men 
To real mifchiefs, while they hunt a fhadow. 
Jub. Wouldft thou degrade thy prince into a 
ruffian ? 

Sy. The boafted anceftors of thefe great men,. 
Whofe virtues you admire, were all fuch ruf- 
fians. 

This dread of nations, this almighty Rome, , 
That comprehends in her wide empire's bounds 
All under heaven, was founded on a rape;, [tos> 
Your Scipios, Cacfars, Pompeys, and your Ca- 
( The gods on earth) are all the fpurious brood 
Ov violated .maids, of raviuYd Sabines. 

Jub. Syphax, I fear that hoary head of thine 
Abounds too much in our Numidian wiles. 
Sy. Indeed, my prince, you want to know 
the world. 

You have not read mankind ; your youth ad- 
mires 

The throes and fwellings of a Roman foul, 
Cato's bold flights, th' extravagance of virtue. 
Jub. If knowledge of the world makes ma* 
perfidious, 
May Juba ever live in ignorance I 
Sy. Go, go j you're young. 
Jub Gods, muft I tamely bear 
This arrogance unaniwer'd ? Thou 'rta traitor; 
A faUe old traitor. 

Sy. 
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Sy. I have gone too far. 
Jub. Cato (hall know the bafenefs of thy ibul. 
Sy. I mull appeafe this itorm, or perim in it. 

[Afnie. 

.Young prince, behold thefe locks, that are grown 
white 

Beneath a helmet in your father's battles. 
Jub. Thofe locks ihall ne'er protect thy in- 
foie nee. 

Sy. Mult one ram word, th' infirmity of age, 
Throw down the merit of my better year: ? 
This the reward of a whole life of ilrvice ! 
—Curfe on the boy ! how lleadily he hears me f 

Jub. Is it becaufe the throne of my forefather 
Still ltands unfill'd, and that Numidia's crown 
Hangs doubtful yet whole head it mall indole, 
Thou thus prefum'it to treat thy prince with 
fcorn ? 

Sy. Why will you rive my heart with fuch 
expreflions ! 
Does net old Syphax follow you to war? [darts 
What are hi; aims ?. Why does he load with 
His trembling hand, and crufn beneath a caique 
His wrinkled brows ? What is it he afpires to ? 
Is it not this : to ftied the (low remains, 
His lafl: poor ebb of blood in your defence ? 

Jub. Syphax, no more : I would not hear you 
talk. 

Sy. Not hear me talk ! what, when my faith 
to Juba, 

My royal matter's fon, is call'd in queftion ? 
My prince may ftrikeme dead, and I'll be dumb; 
But whilil I live I mult not hold my tongue, 
And languifh out old age in his difpleafure. 
Jub. Thou know'it the way too well into my 
heart. 

I do believe tliec loyal to thy prince. 
Sy. What greater inftance can I give ? I 've 
oiFer'd 

To do an adtion which my foul abhors, 
And gain you whom you love at any price. 

Jub. Was this thy motive ? I've been too hafty. 

Sy. And 'tis for this my prince has call'd me 
traitor ; - 

Jub. Sure thou miilak'fi:; I didnot call thee fo. 
Sy. You did indeed, my. prince, you caird 
me traitor ; 

Nay, further, threatened you'd complain to Cato, 
Of what, my prince, would you complain toCato? 
Thai Syphax loves }'ou, and would facrifice 
Kislife, nay, more, his honour, in your fervice ? 
Jub. Syphax, I know thou lov'fl me; but 
indeed 

Thy zeal for* Juba carried thee too far. 
Honour's a facred tie, the law of kings, 
The noble mind's diltinguilhing periec~tion, 
That aids and ltrengthens virtue where it meets 
her, 

And imitates her actions where (he is not ; 
It ought not to be fported 'with. 
. Sy. By Heavens, 

I 'in ravWh'd when yon talk thus, tho' you chide 
me ! 

Alas ! I've hitherto been us'd to thiak 
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A blind oflicious zeal to ferve my king ^ 
The ruling principle, that ought to burn 
And quench all others in a lubject's heart. 
Happy the people who preferve their honour 
By the fame duties that oblige "their prince, 
Jub. Syphax, thou now besnnn'il to fpeak 
_ thyfelf. 

Num'dia's grown a fcorn among the nations, 
For breach of public vows. Our Panic faith 
Is infamous, and branded to a proverb. 
Syphax, we'll join our cafes, to purge away 
Our country's crimes, and clear her reputation. 
Sy. Believe me, prince, you make old Syphax 
weer, 

To hear ycu talk — but 'tis with tears of i v. 
If e^eV your father's crown adorn your bcou 
Numidia will be blelt by Cato' 3 IecVii[reS; ' 

Jub. Syphax, thy hand j we 'II mutually fo 
The warmth of youth, and frowardnefs of age : 
Thy prince erteems thy worth, and loves thy 
perfon. 

If e'er the fceptre comes into my hand, 
Syphax Ihall Hand the fecund in my kingdom. 
Sy. Why will you overwhelm 'my age with 
kindnefs ? 

My joy grows burthen fome, I (han't fupport it. 
Jub. Syphax, farewel. I '11 hence, and try to 
find 

Some bleii occafion that may fet me right 
In Cato's thoughts. I \[ rather have that man 
Approve my deeds, than worlds for my ad- 
mirers. [Exit. 
Sy. Young men foon give, and foon forget 
affronts; 

Old age is flow in both— A falfc old traitor !— 
Thefe words, ram boy, may chance to colt thee 
dear. 

My heart had (till fome foolifli fondnefs for 
thee : 

But hence! 'tis gene : I give it to the winds ; 
Casfar, I 'm wholly thinef 



Enter Sent- romus. 
All hail, Sempronius ! 
Well, Cato's fenate is Vefolv'd to wait 
The fury of a fiege before it yields. 

Sem. Syphax, we both were on the verge of , 
fate ! Ver'd ' 

Lucius declared for peace, and terms were of- 
To Cato, by a meiTenger from Casfar. 
Should they fuomi.t ere our defigns are ripe, 
We both muft perilh in the common wreck, 
Loll in the gen'ral undiftinguifh'd ruin. 
Sy. But how ltands fcato ? 
Sem Thou halt fecn mount Atlas: 
While ftorms and tempcits thunder onrits brows, 
And oceans break their billows at its feet, 
It ltands unmov'd, and glories in its height : 
Such is that haughty man j his row'ring ibul, 
Mid ft all the mocks and injuries of fortune, 
Rifes fuperior, and looks down on Caefar. 
Sy. But what's this me/Ten^er? 
Sim. I've praclis'd with him, 
And found a means to let the viclor know 
1 That Syphax and Sempronius are his friends. 
Xx 1 But 
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But let me now examine in my turn : 
Is J una hVd ? 

Sy. Yes but it is to Cato, 

I "ve tried the force of every reafon on him, 
Sooth 'd and carefs'd ; been angry, footh'd again : 
Laid fafety, life, and int'relt in his light. 
But all are vain, he icorns them all for Cato. 

Sem. Come, 'tis no matter ; we (hall do with- 
out him. 

He'll make a pretty figure in a triumph, 
And ferve to trip before the vigor's chariot. 
Syphax, I now may hope thou halt forlbok 
Thy Juba's caufe, and wiflieft Marcia mine. 
Sy. May (lie be thine as fall as thou wouldlt 
have her ! 

Sem. Syphax, I love that woman ; tho' Iturfe 
Her and myfelf, yet, fpite of me, I love her. 

Sy. Make Cato lure, and give up Urica, 
Caefar will ne'er refufe thee fuch a trifle. 
But are thy troops prepared for a revolt? 
Does the fedition catch from man to man, 
And run among their ranks ? 

Sem. All, all is ready. 
The factious leaders are our friends, that fpread 
Murmurs and di (contents among the foldiers ; 
They count their toilfome marches, long fa- 
tigues, 

Unufual fallings, and will bear no more 
This medley of philofophy and w r ai\ 
Within an hour they Ml (form the fenate-houfe. 
-Sy. Meanwhile 
troops 

Within the fquare, to exercife their arms, 
And, as I fee occafion, favour thee. 
I laugh to think how your, unfhaken Cato 
Will look aghaft, while unforeieen deltruclion 
Pours in upon him thus from every fide. 

So where our wide Numidian waftcs extend, 
Sudden, th* impetupus fiurri canes defcend, 
Wheel through the air, in circling eddies play, 
Tear up the lands, and fweep whole plains 
away. 

The helplefs traveller, with wild furprife, 
Sees the dry defert all around him rife,- > 
And, iinother'd in the dulty whirlwind, dies.) 

[Exeunt. 



Book Ilf. 



Marc, 



Marc. Portius, thou knott'lt my foul in all 
its weaknefs, 
Then pr'ythee 1'pare me on its tender fide. 
Indulge me but in love, my other paflions 
Shall rile and fall by virtue's nicelt rules. 
Por. When love's well-tim'd, 'tis not a fault 
to love. 

The ftrong, the brave, the virtuous, and the 

wile, 

Sink in the foft captivity together. 
I would not urge thee to diimifs thy paflion, 
(I know 'twere vain) but to fupprels its force, 
Till better times may make it look more grace* 

fuL 

Mare. Alas ! thou talk'ft like one who never 

felt 

Th* impatient throos and longings of a foul 
That pants and reaches after diltant good. 
A lover does not live by vulgar time : 
Believe me, Portius, in my Lucia's abfence 
Life hangs upon me, and becomes a burden ; 
And yet, when I behold the charming maid, 
I *ra ten times more undone ; while hope and fear, 
And grief, and nige/and love, rife up at once, 
And with variety of pain di (tract me* ^ 
Por. What can thy Portius do to give thee 
help? 

Marc. Portius, thcta oft enjoy 'ft the fair-one's 

pre fence ; 

Then undertake my caufe, and plead it to her 
I 'll draw up my Numidian J With all the llrength and heat of eloquence 

4 Fraternal love and friend (hip can infpire. 
Tell her thy brother languilhes to death, 
And fades away,. and withers in his bloom ; 
That he forgets his lleep, and loaths his food ; 
That youth, and health, and war are joylels to 
him: 

Defcribe his anxious days and restlefs nights, 
And all the torments that thou feest me futfer. 

Por. Marcus, I beg thee, give me not an oflice 
That fujts with me lb ill. "Thou know'st my 
temper. 

Marc. Wilt thou behold me linking in my 
woes, 

And wilt thou not reach out a friendly arm, 
To raile me from amidst this plunge of forrows? 
Por. Marcus, thou canst not alk what I 'd re- 
fufe. 

But here, believe me, I'vea thoufand reafons— * 
Marc. I know thou'lt fay my paflion's out of 
feafon, 

That Cato's great example and misfortunes 
Should bothconipire to drive itfrommythoiights. 
But what's all this to one that-loves like me ? 
O Portius* Portius, from my foul I wilh 
Thou didst but know thy (elf what 'tis to love ! , 
Then wouldst thou pity and aflist tt.y brother. 
Por. What lhould I do ! if 1 diicloie 1117 
paflion, 

Our friendfliip's at an end ; if I conceal it, 
The world will call me falfe to a friend and 
brother. [AfiJe. 
Marc. But fee where Lucia, at her. wonted 
hour, 

Amid the cool of yon high marble arch, 

EHjoys- 
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.-rniANKs to my ftars, I ha ye not rang'd 
A about 

The wilds of life, ere I could rind a friend : 
Nature firft pointed out my Portius to me, 
And early taught me, by her facred force, 
To love thy perfon ere I knew thy merit, 
Till what was inftinft grew up into friendfliip. 
Por,. Marcus, the friendlhips of the world are 
oft 

Confed'racies in vice, or leagues of pleafure 5 
Ours has fevercft virtue for its bads, 
And luch a fricndlhip ends not but with life. 
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Enjoysthenoon-daybreeze! Obfervcher,Portius; 
That face, that ihape, thole eyes, that heaven of 

beauty ! 1 
Obfcrve her well, and blame me if thou canft. 

Por. She fees us, and advances 

Marc. V 11 withdraw, 
And leave you for awhile. Remember, Portius, 
Thy brother's life depends upon thy tongue. 

Enter Lucia. 

Luc. Did not I lee your brother Marcus here ? 
Why did he fly theplace,and Ihun my preience? 

Por. O Lucia I language is too fairjt to mew 
His rage of love ; it preys upon his life ; 
He pines, he jickens, he defpairs, he dies: 
His paflions-and his virtues lie canfus'd,, 
And mixt together in ib wild a tumult, 
That the whole man is quite disfigur'd.inhim. 
Heavens! would one think 'twere poliible for 
To make fuch ravage in a noble foul ? . [love 

0 Lucia! I 'm diitrctt ; my heart bleeds for him : 
Ev'nnow,while thus I itan<i bleit in thy preience, 
A fee ret damp of grief comes o'er my thoughts, 
And I 'm unhappy, tho' thou unil'lt upon me. 

Luc. How wilt thou guard thy honour, in the 
' (hock 

Of love and friendfliip ? Think betimes,my Por- 
tius, 

Think how the nuptial tie, that might enfure 
Our mutual blifs, would raife to Inch a height 
Thy brother's griefs, as might perhaps deilroy 
him. 

Por. Alas, pooryouth! what doft thou think, 

my Lucia ? 
His gen'rous, open, undefigning heart 
Has begg'd his rival to fohcit for himj 
Then do not ftrike him dead with a denial; 
But hold him up in life, and cheer his foul 
Wjth the faint glimm'ring of a doubtful hope : 
Perhaps when we have pal's Ylthefe gloomy hours, 
And weather'd out the florm that beats upon 

us 

Luc. No, Portius, no; I fee ihy filter's tears, 
Tliy father's anguiih, and thy brother's death, 
In the purfuit of our ill-fated loves: 
And, Portius, here I fwear, to Heaven I fwear, 
ToHeaven and all the powers thatj udgemankind, 
Never to mix my plighted hands with thine, 
While fuch a cloud of milchiefs hang about us, 
feut to forget our love3, and drive thee out 
From all rpy thoughts as far— as I am able. 

Par. What bait thou laid ? I'm thunderftruck 
j~~recal • , • 
Thofe hafty words, or I am loft for ever. 

Luc, Has ;\ot,the vow already pafs'd my lips ? 
The gods have heard it,and'tis feal'd in heaven. 
May all the vengeance that was ever pour'd 
On perjur'd heads o'erwhelm me, if I break it! 

Por. Fix'd inaftonimment, T gaze upon thee, 
Like one juft blafted by a ftroke from Heaven, 
Who pants for breath, and ftiifens, yet alive, 
In dreadful looks ; a monument of wrath ! 

Luc. At length I've acted my feverelt part \ 

1 feel the woman breaking in upon me, i 
And melt about my heart \ my tears will flow. 



But, O ! I'll think no more ! the hand of fate 
Has torn thee from me, and I muft forget thee. 

Por. Hard-hearted, cruel maid I 

Luc. O flop thofe founds, 
Thofe killing founds ! Why doft thou frown 
upon me ? 

My blood runs cold, my heart forgets to heave, 
And life itfelf goes Out at thy difpleaiiire. 
The gods forbid us to indulge our loves ; 
Bur, O ! I cannot bear thy hate, and live. 

Por. Talk not of love, thou never knew'il its . 
force. 

I've been deluded, led into a dream 
Of fancied blifs. O Lucia, cruel maid ! 
Thy dreadful vow, loaden with death, Hill founds 
In my itunn'd ears. What ihall I lay or do ? 
Quick let us part ! Perdition 's in thy preience, 
And horror dwells about thee ! — Ha! ihe faints I 
Wretch that I am, what has my ralhnefs done \ 
Lucia, thou injur'd innocence! thou beft 
And lovelieit of thy lex ! awake my Lucia, 
Or Portius rulhcs on his fword to join thee. 
—Her imprecations reach not to the tomb, 
They ihut not out fociety in death — 
But, all ! flie moves, life wanders up and down 
Thro' all her face, and lights up ev'ry charm. 

Luc. O Portius, was this well — to frown on her 
That lives upon thy fmiles ? to call in doubt 
The faith of one expiring at thy feet, 
That loves thee more than ever woman lov'd ? 
— What do I fay ? My half-recover'd fenfe 
Forgets the vow in which my foul is bound. 
Deitruclion Hands betwixt us ; we mull part. 

Por. Name not the word : my frighted thoughts 
run back, 

And ftartle into madnefs at the found. 

Luc. What wouldit thou have me do ? Con- 
fider well 

The train of ills our love would draw behind it. 
Think, Portius, think thou feeil thy dying 
brother 

Stabb'dat his heart, and all befmear'd with blood, 
Storming at Heaven and thee ! Thy awful fire 
Sternly demands the caufe, th' accurfed caufe, 
That robs him of his lbn : poor Mjftrcia trembles, 
Then tears her hair, and, frantic in her griefs, 
Calls out on Lucia. What could Lucia anfwer, 
Or how Hand up in fuch a fcene of forrow? 

Por. To my confuiion,.and eternal grief, 
I mult approve the ientence that deftroys me. 
The milt 'that hung about my mind clears upj 
And now, athwart the terrors that thy vow 
I las planted round thee, thou appear'ft more fair, 
More amiable, and rife-ft in thy charms. 
Lovelieft of women ! Heaven is in thy foul ; 
Beauty and virtue ihine for ever round thee, 
Bright'ning e;-.ch other: thou art all divine. 

Luc . Portius, no more - } thy words moot thro* 
jny heart, 

Melt my relblves, and turn me all to love. 
Why are thofe tears of fondnefs in thy eyes ? 
Why heaves thy heart ? why fwells thy foul 

with ibrrow ? 
It foftens me too much— farewel, my Portius : 
/arewel, tho' death is in the Word—for ever ! 
Xx; For. 
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Por. Stay, Lucia, stay ! What dost thou fay ? 
For ever ? 

Luc. Havel not fworn ? If,Portius,thy fuccefs 
Must throw thy brother on his fate, farewel — 
0,how {hall I repeat the word, for ever! [flame 

Per. Thus o'er the dying lamp th' unsteady 
Hangs quivering on a point, leaps olY by fits, 
And falls again, as loth to quit its holds, [thee, 
— Thou must not go j my foul still hovers o'er 
And can't get loofe. 

Luc. If the firm Portius fhak.es 
To hear of parting, think what Lucia fuffers ! 

Por. 'Tis true, unruffled and ferene, I've met 
The common accidents of life j but here 
Such an unlook'd-for storm of ills falls on me, 
It beats down all my strength. I cannot bear it 
We must not part. 

Luc. What dost thou fay ? Not part ! 
Hast thou forgot the vow that I have made? 
Are there not heavens, and gods, that thundar 
o'er us ? 

— But fee thy brother Marcus bends this way ; 
I iicken at the fight. Once more, farewel, 
Farewel, and know thou wrong' st me, if thou 
think'st 

Ever was love, or ever grief, like mine ! 

[ Exit Lucia. 
Enter Marcus. \ 
Marc. Portius, what hopes ? How stands fhe ? 
Am I doom'd 
To life or death ? 

Por. What wouldst thou have me fay ? 
Mare. What means this penfive posture ? 
Thou appear'st 
Like one anraz'd and terrified, 
Por 1 've reafon. 

Man 1 hy down-cast looks, and thy difor 
der'd thoughts' 
Tell me my fate. I afk not the fuccefs 
My caufe has found. 

Por. I 'm griev'd I undertook it. 
Marc. What 1 dbes the barbarous maid infult 
my heart, 

My aching heart, and triumph in my pains ? 
That I could cast her from my thoughts forever! 

Por. Away,you're too fufpicious in your griefs* 
Cucia, though fworn never to think of love, 
Compnifionatcs your pains, an'd pities you. 

Marc. CompaiHonatesmy pains,and pities me! 
What is companion, when 'tis void of love ? 
Fool that I was to choofe fo cold' a friend 

To urge my caufe! CompaiTionatesmypains! 

Pr'ythee what art, what rhet'ric did^t thou ufe 
To gain this mighty bson ?— She pities me ! 
To one that afks the warm return of love, 
CompafTion 's cruelty, 'tis fcorn, 'tis death— 

Por. Marcus, no more j have I deferv'd this 

treatment r 

Afar. What Have I faid ! O Portiuc;, O, for- 
give me ! 
A foul exafperate in ills falls out 
With ev'ry thing, its friend, rtfelf— but, ha ! 
What means that ftiout, big with the founds of 

war? 
What new alarms ? 



Por. A feconck louder yet, 
Swells in the winds,and comes more fullupon us. 

Marc. 0,for fome glorious caufe to fall in bat- 
Lucia, thou hast undone me j thy difdain [tie ! 
Has broke my heart : 'tis death must givemeeafe. 
Por. Quick, let us hence. Who knows if Cato's 
life 

Stands lure ? O Marcus , I am warm'd, my heart 
Leaps at the trumpet's voice,a nd burns for glory, 
r [Exeunt. 



Enter Sempronius, <witb the Leaders of the Mutiny. 
Sent. At length the winds are rais'd, the florm 
blows high : 
Be it your care, my friends, to keep it up 
n its full fury, and direct it right, 
fill it has fpent itfelf on Cato'shead. 



Meanwhile I '11 herd among hi s friends,and feem 
One of the number, that, whate'er arrive, 
My friends and feliow-foldiers may be iafe. 

, [Exit. 

iji Lead. We are all fafe, Sempronius is our 
friend. 

Sempronius is as brave a man as Cato. 
But hark \ he enters. Bear up boldly to him j 
Be fure you beat him down, and bind him fast. 
This day will end our toils, and give us rest: 
Fear nothing, for Sempronius is our friend. 

Re-enter Semprouus, <witb Cato, - Lucius % Portius, 
and Marcus. 

Cato. Where are tijefe bold intrepid fons of war, 
That greatly turn their backs upon the foe, 
And to their general fend a brave defiance ? 
Sent. Curie on their dastard fouls, they stund 
astonifh'd. [AJide. 
Cato. Perfidious men ! And will you thus dif. 
honour 

Your past exploits, and fully all your wars ? 
Do you confefs 'twas not a zeal for Rome, 
Nor love of liberty, nor thirst of honour, 
Drew you thus farj but hopes to (hare the fpoil 
Of conquer'd towns, and plundcr'd provinces ? 
Fir'd with fuch motives, you do well to joia . 
With Cato's foes, and follow Ciefar's banners. 
Why did I 'fcape th' envenom'd afpic's rage, 
And all the fiery monsters of the deferr, 
To fee this day ? Why could not Cato fall - 
Without your guilt ? Behold, ungrateful men, 
Behold my bofom naked to your fwords, 
And let the man that's injur'd strike the blow, 
Which of you all fufpects that he is wrong'd, 
Or thinks he fu iters greatej ills than Cato ? , 
Am I distinguilh'd from you but by toils, 
Superior toils, and heavier weight of cares ? 
Paiuful pre-eminence ! 

Sent. By heavens they droop ! 
Coilfuiion to the villains ; :ill is lost \Afidt, 
Qi/c.HavcyouforgottenLibya'sburningwaste, 
Its barren rocks, parch'deartn, and hills of fand, 
I{s tainted air, and all its broods of poifon? 
Who was the first to explore th' untrodden path. 
When life was hazarded in ev'ry step ? 
Or, fainting in the long laborious march, 
VV'hcn on the banks of an, ynlooKUfor stream 

You 
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You funk the river with repeated draughts, 
Who was the lad in all your hoft that thirlted? 
Sem. If ibme penurious fource by chance ap- 
peared, 

Scanty of waters, when you fcoopM it dry, 
And offered the full helmet up to Cato, 
Did he not dam th 1 untafledmoifture from him? 
Did he not lead you through the mid-day fun, 
And clouds of dult ? Did not his temples glow 
In the lame fultry winds, and fcorching heats t 

Cato. Hence, worthlefs men ! hence ! and com- 
plain to Caefar, 
You could not undergo the toil of war, 
Nor bear the hardfhips that your leader bore. 

Luc. See, Cato, fee the unhappy men ; they 
weep ! 

Fear and remorfe, and forrow for their crime, 
Appear in ev'ry look, and plead for mercy. 
Cato, Learn to be honeft men, give up your 
leaders, 

And pardon mall defcend on all the reft. 

Sem. Cato, commit thefe wretches to my care : 
Firll let 'em each be broken on the rack j 
Then, with what life remains, impal'd, and left 
To writhe at leifure round tii». bloody itake j 
There let 'em hang, and taint tne fouthern wind. 
The partners of their crime will learn obedience, 
When they llpok up and fee their fellow traitors 
.Stuck on a fork, and blackening in the fun. 

Luc. Sempronius, why, why wilt thou urge the 
fete 

Of wretched men ? 

Sem. How ! "wouldft thou clear rebellion ? 
Lucius (good man) pities the poor offenders 
That would imbrue their hands in C3to's blood. 

Cato. Forbear, Sempronius 1 — fee they luffer 
death, 

But in their deaths remember they are men ; 
Strain not the laws to make their tortures griev- 
Lucius, the bale degenerate age requires [ous. 
Severity, and jciftice in its rigour: 
This awes an impious, bold, offending world, 
Commands obedrence, and gives force to laws. 
When by julfc Vengeance guilty mortals perifh, 
The gods behold their punilhment with pleafure, 
And lay th' uplifted thunderbolt alide. 

Sem. Cato, I execute thy will with pleafure. 

Cato. Meanwhile we'll lacrifice to liberty. 
Remember O, my friends, the laws, the rights, 
The gen'rous plan of pow'r deliver'd down, . 
From age to age, by your renown'd forefathers, 
(So dearly bought, the price of fo much blood :) 
O let it never poriih in your hands ! 
But pioufly tranfmit it t » your children. 
Do thou, great Liberty, infpire our funis, 
And make our lives in thy pofleffion happy, 
•Or our deaths glorious m thy juft defence. 

[Exeunt Cato, &c. 

ijl Leader. Sempronius, you have acted like 
yourfelf. 

One would have thought you had been half in 
earn eft. 

Sem. Villain, (land off, bafe, gro.v'linij, worth- 
lefs wretches, 
Mongrels in faction, poor faint-hearted-traitors! 



id Lead. Nay, now you carry it too far, Sem- 
pronius 5 

Throw off the mafk, there are none here but 
friends. 

Sem. Know, villains, when fuch paltry flavea 

pre fume 

To rn'rx in treafon, if the plot fuccecds, 
They "re thrown neglected by: but if it fails, * 
Tliey 're lure to die like dogs, as you mail do* 
Here, take thefe factious monlters,drag 'em forth 
To fudden death. 

tft Lead. Nay, fince it comes to this 

Sefn. Difpatch 'em quick j but firil pluck out 
their tongues, 
Left with their dying breath they fqw fedition. 

[Exeunt Guards, with the Leaders* 
Enter Svphax* 
Sy. Ourfi*-ftdefign,my1rriend,has prov'daboD- 
Still there remains an after-game to play : [tive: 
My troops are mourfted ; their Numidian ltceds 
Snuff up the wind, and long to fcour the defert ; 
Let but Sempronius head us in our flight, 
We'll forcethe gate whereMarcuskeepsh is guard, 
And hew down all that would oppofe our paffage. 
A day will bring us into Csefar's camp. 
Sem. Confulien ! I have fail'd of half my pur- 

. P ofe 5 

Marcia, the charming Marcia, *s left behind ! 
Sj. How ! will Sempronius turn a woman's 
flave ? 

Sem. Think not thy friend can ever feci the foft 
Unmanly warmth and tendernefs of love. 
Syphax, I long .to clarp that haughty maid, 
And bend'her flubborn virtue to my palfion : 
When I have gone thus far, I'd caft her off. 
Sy. Well laid ! that's ipoken like thy felf, Sem- 
pronius. 

What hinders, then, but that thou find her out, 
And hurry her away by manly force ? 

Sem. Rut how to gain admiffion ? For accefs 
Is given to none but Juba, and her brothers. 
Sj. Thou malt have Juba's drefs, and Juba's 
guards j 

The doors will open when Numidia's prince 
Seems to appear before the flaves that watch them, 
Sem. Heavens, what a thought is there ! Mar- 
cia 's my own ! 
How will my bofom fwell with anxious joy 
When I behold her ftruggling in my arms, 
With glowing beauty, and dilbrder'd Charms, 
While fear and anger, with alternate grace, , 
Pant in her breaft, and vary in Ikt face ! 
So Pluto, ieis'd of Proferpine, conyey'd 
To hell's tremendous gloom th' affrighted maid. 
There grimly fmil'd, pleas'd with the beauteous 

prize, ' 
Nor envied Jove his funfhineand his fkies. 

t [Exeunt* 



ACT IV. 
Enter Lucia end Marcia. 

Now tell me, Marcia, tell me from thyfoul, 
If thou believ'it 'tis pofiible for woman 
To AiFcr greaterdll than Lucia fullers ? 

X I 4- Mar 
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Mar. O Lucia, Lucia ! , might my hi 
heart 

Vent all its griefs, and give a loofc to fcrrow, 
.Marcia could anfwer thee in fighs, keep pace 
With all thy woes, and count out tear for tear. 

Luc. Iknowthou'rtdoom'daliketobebelov'd 
By Juba, and thy father's friend Sempronius : 
Eut which of thelc has pow'r to charm like 
Portius? % 
Mar. Still I must beg thee not to name Sem- 
pronius, 

Lucia, I like not that loud boist'rous man ; 
Juba to all the bravYy of a hero [nefs ; 

Adds foftest love and more than female fweet- 
Juba might make the proudest of our fex, 
Any of womankind, but Marcia, happy. 

Luc. And why not Marcia. Come, you strive 
in vain 

To hide your thoughts from one who knows too 
well 

The inward glowings of a heart in love. 

Mar. While Cato lives, his daughter has no 
right 

To love or hate, but as his choice directs. 
Luc. But lhould this father give you to Sem- 
pronius ? 

Mcr.l dare notthink he will: but ifhefliould— 
Why wilt thou add to all the griefs 1 furier 
Imaginary ills, and fancied tortures? 
I hear the found of feet ! They march this way ! 
Let us retire, and try if we can drown 
'Each fofter thought in fenfe of prefent danger: 
When love once pleads admillion to our hearts 
(In fpite of all the virtue we can boast) 
The woman that deliberates is lost. [Exeunt. 

Enter Sempronius, dreffed like Juba, writb Nu- 
midian Guards. 
Scm. The deer is lodg'd, I've trackM her to 
her covert. 

Be furc you mind the word, and when I give it 
Kuih in at once, and leize upon your prey. 
Let not her cries or tears have force to move you. 

-How will the young Numidian rave to fee 
His mislrefs lost ! If aught could glad my foul, 
beyond tlr enjoyment of lb bright a pri/r, 
'Twould'be to torture that young,gay barbarian. 
—But hark, what noiie! Death to my hopes ! 
% tis he^ 

'Tis Juba's ielf ! there is but oneway left 

He rr.u^t be murder'd, and a paflagecut 
Through thofe h's guards— I iah^dastards, do 

you tremble ! 
Or aft like men, or by yen azure heaven 



Enter Juba. 

Jub. What do I fee? Who 'a this, that dares 
ufurp 

The guards and habit of Numidia's prince ? 
St fit, One that \<as born to fcourge thy arro- 
gance, 
Preftjmptuous y< utb. 

Jub. What can this mean, Sempronius ? 
2>t»i. My fword fliail anfwer thee. ila\eat 
thy heart. 



Jub. Nay, then beware thy own proud, bar* 

barous man ! 
[They fight. Sem. falls 5 bis Guards furrender.] 
-* Sem. Curfe on my stars ! am I then doomed to 
fall 

By a boy's hand, disfigurM rh a vile 
Numidian drefs, and for a worthlefs woman ? 
Gods, I 'm distracted ! this my clofe of life ! 
O, for a peal of thunder that would make 
Eartb,fca, and air,and heaven,and Cato tremble ! 

[Dies. 

Jub. With what a fpringhis furious foul broke 
loofe, 

And left the limbs still quivering cn the ground! 
Hence let us carry oft' th«ile flaves to Cato, 
That we may there at length unravel all 
This dark def:gn, this mystery of fate. 

[ Exit Juba, tuith Prifoners, £f& 
Enter Lucia and Marcia. 

Luc. Sure 'twas the clafh of fwords j my trou- 
bled heart 

Is fo cast down, and funk amidst its furrows, 
It throbs with fear, and aches at evVy found. 

0 Marcia, (houVc ihy brothers for my fake !— 

1 die away with horror at the thought. 

Mar. See, Lucia, fee ! here 's blood ! here *s 
blood and murder ! 
Ha! a Numidian ! Heaven prefervethe prince | 
The face lies muffled up within the garment, 
But, hah ! death to my fight ! a diadem, 
And royal robes ! O gods ! 'tis he, "tis he ; 
Juba, the loveliest youth that ever warm'd 
A virgin's heart, Juba lies dead before us! 

Luc. Now, Marcia, ca41-itp to thyaflistance 
Thy wonted strength and constancy of mind, 
Thou canst not put it to a greater trial. 

Mar. Lucia, look there, and wonder at my 
patience: 

Have 1 not caufe to rave^and i>eat my breast, 
To rend my heart with grief 3 and run distracltd? 
Luc. What can I think or fay to <;ive thee com- 
fort ? 

-Mar. Talk not of comfort, 'tis for lighter ills; 
Behold a fight that strikes all comfort dead. 

Enter Juba liflening. v 
I will indulge my forrows, and give way 
To all the pangs and fury of defpairj 
That m:m,that best of men, deferv'd it from mr. 
Jub. What do I hear ? and was the falfe Sem- 
pronius 
That best of men ? 



O, had I fall'fl like him, 
And could have thus been mourn 'd, I had been 

happy. 

Luc. Here will I stand companion in thy woes, 
And help thee with my tears j when I behold 
A lois like thine,I half forget my own. 

Mar . 'Ti s not i n fate to ea fe my tortu r 'd breast, 
j This empty w orld, to me a joylefs delert, 
Has, nothing left to make poor Marcia happy. 
Jub. I 'm on the rack ! was he fo near her 
I- h - art f ' [charms! 
Mar. O, he was all made up of luve and 
i Whatever maidcculd wiih, or man admire i 

Delight 
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Delight of every eye ; when he appeared, 
A fecret pleafure gladdened all that faw him; 
But when he talk'd, the proudest Romanbluih'd 
To hear his virtues, and old age grew wile. 

Jub. I (h ill run mad !- \Afide. 

Mar. O Juba ! Juba! Juba ! 

Jub. What means that voice ? did (lie not call 
on Juba ? 

Mar. Why do I think on what he was ? he's 
dead ! [him. 
He's dead, and never knew how much I lov'd 
Lucia, who knows but his poor breeding heart, 
'Amidst hjs agonjes, remembered Marcia, 
And the lust words he utter'd call'd me cruel ! 
Alas ! he knew not, haplefs youth, he knew not 
Marcia's whole loulwas full of love and Juba! 

Jub. Where am I ? do I live ! or am indeed 
What Marcia thinks ? All is Elylium round me! 

[AJidi. 

Mar. Ve dear remains of the most lov'd ol 
Nor modesty nor virtue here forbids [men, 
A )ast embrace, while thus— - 

Jub. See, Marcia, fee 

Throwing bimfelf before ber.~\ 
The happy Juba lives ! He lives to catch 
That dear embrace, and to return it too 
With mutual warmth and eagernefs of love. 

Mar. With pleafure and amaze 1 stand tranf- 
ported ! 

Sure 'tis a 'dream ! dead and alive at once ! 
If thou art Juba, who lies there ? 

Jub. A wretch, 
Dilguis'd like Juba on a curst defign. 
The tale is long, nor have I heard it out : 
'Thy father knows it all. I could not bear 
To leave thee in the neighbourhood of death, 
But flew, in all the Jiaste of love, to find thee; 
I found thee weeping, and confefs this once, 
Am wrapt with joy to fee my Marcia's tears. 

Mar. I've been furpris'd in an unguarded hour, 
But must not now go back; the love that lay 
Half fmother'd in my breast, has broke thro' all 
Its weak restraints, and burns in its full lustre. 
I Cannot, if I would, conceal it from thee. 

Jub. I'm lost in extacy : and dost thou love, 
Thou charming maid ? 

Mar. And dost thou live to afk it ? 

Jub. This, this is life indeed ! life worth pre- 
ferving, 

Such life as Juba never felt till now ! 

Mar. Believe me. prince, before I thought 
thee dead, 

I did not know myfelf how much I lov'd thee. 

Jub. O fortunate mistake ! 

Mar. O happy Marcia ! 

Jub. My joy, my best belov'd, my only wifh! 
How <hall I ipeak the tranfport of my foul ! 

Mar. Lucia, thy arm. O, let me rest upon it ! 
The vital blood, that had forfook my heart, 
Returns again in fuch tumultuous tides, 
It quite overcomes me. Lead to my apart- 
ment. — 

O prince, I blufli to think what I have faid, 
But fate has wrested the confeflion from me j 
Co on, and profper in the paths of honour. 



Thy virtue will excufe my paffion for thee, 
And make the gods propitious to our love. 

[Exeunt Mar. ami Luc* 
Jub. I am fo bleft, I fear 'tis all a dream. 
Fortune, thou now hall made amends for all 
Thy palt unkindnefs : I abfolve my ltars. 
What tho' Numidi i add her conquer'd town* 
And provinces to fwell the viclor's triumph, 
Juba will never at his fate repine : 
Let C«eiar have the world, if Marcia's mine. 

lExlu 

A March at a dijlance. 
Enter Onto and Lucius. 
Luc. I ftand altoniih'd ! What, the bold Sem- 
pronius, [t riots, 

That ftill broke foremoft thro' the crowd of pa- 
As with a hurricane of zeal tranfported, 
And virtuous even to madnefs— 

Cato. Truft me, Lucius, 
Our civil difcords have produe'd fuch crimes, 
Such monftrous crimes, I am furpris'd at nothing. 
—0 Lucius, I am lick of this bad world ! 
The day-light and the fun grow painful toiVic. 

Enter Fortius, 
But fee where Portius comes : what means tins 
hafte ? 

Why are thy looks thus chang*d ? 

For. My heart is griev'd, 
I bring fuch news as will afflicl: my father. 
Cato. Has Caefar ihed more Roman blood i 
For. Not fo. 
The traitor Syphax, as within the fquare 
I He exercis'd his troops, the iignal given, 
Flew off at once with his Numidian horfe 
'To the fouth gate, where Marcus holds the 
watch : 

; I faw, and call'd to flop him, but in vain: 
i He tofs'd his arm aloft, and proudly told me, 
He would not ftay and peridi like Sempronius. 
Cato. Perfidious man ! But hafte, my ion, and 
lee [Exit. For. 

.Thy brother Marcus afts a Roman's part, 
j — Lucius, the torrent bears too hard upon me : 
Juftice gives way to force ; the conquer'd world 
Is Cacfar's ! Cato has no bufinefs in it. 
Luc. While pride, oppreffion, and injuftice 
reign, 

The world will ftill demand her Cato's prefence. 
In pity to mankind lubmit to Caefar, 
And reconcile thy mighty foul to life. 

Cato. Would Lucius, have me live to fwell the 
number 

Of Caclar's ilaves, or by a bafe fubmiflion 
Give up the caufe of Rome, and own a tyrant ? 

Luc, The viclor never wijl impofe on Cato 
Ungen'rous terms. His enemies confefs 
The virtues of humanity are Caefar's. 

Cato. Curie on his virtues ! they've undone 
his countiy. 

Such poplar humanity is treafon 

But fee young Juba; the good youth appears, 
Full of the guilt of his perfidious fubje&s ! 

Luc. Alas ! poor prince ! his fate deferves 
companion. 

Enter 
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Enter Juba\ ■ 
Jub. I blufli, and am confounded to appear 
Before thy preience, Cato. 
Cato. Whats thy crime ? 
'Juh. I 'm a Numidian. 
Cato. And a brave one too. Thou haft a Ro- 
man foul. 

Jub^llaft thou not heard of my filfe country- 
men ? 

Cato. Alas, young prince ! 
f Falfehood and, fraud lhoot up in ev'ry foil, 
Theprorlucl: of all climes — Rome has its Caefars. 

y^/Tisgen'rousthus to comfortthediftrefs'd. 

Cato. 'Tis juft to give applaufe where *tis de- 
fcrv'd : 

Thy virtue, prince-, has ftood the teft of fortune, 
Like pureit gold, that, tortur'd in the furnace, 
Comes out more bright, and brings forth all its 
weight* 

Jub. What lhall I anfwer thee ? My ravifiYd 
heart 

O'erflows with fecretjoy : I'd rather gain 
Thy praife, O Cato, than Numidia's empire. 

Enter Fortius. 

/V. Mis fortune on misfortune! grief on grief ! 
My brother Marcus 

Cato. Hah ! what has he done ? 
Has he forfook his poft ? Has he given way ? 
Bid he look tamely on, and lei 'em pafs ? [him 

Por. Scarce had I left my father, but I met 
Borne on the lliields cf his mrviving foldiers, 
Breathlefsand pale,andcover'do'erwith wounds. 
Lonjr, at the head of his few faithful friends, 
He flood the meek of a whole hcit cf foes, 
Till, obftinattly biave,and bent on death, 
Opprtft with multitudes, he greatly fell. 

Lato* I 'm latisfied. 

Per. Nor d d he fall before 
His (word had piere'd thro' the falfe heart of Sy- 
phax, 

Yonder he lies. I faw the hoary* traitor 
Grin in the pangs of death, and bite the ground 
Cato. Thanks to the gods, my boy has done 
his duty. 

— Portius, wlven I am dead, be fure you place 
His urn near mine. 



— Portius, behold thy brother, and remember 
Thy life is not thy own, when Rome demands it. 

J ub. Was ever man like this ! [Afide. 

Cato. Alas, my friends, 
Why mourn you thus ? Let not a private lofs 
Afflict your hearts. 'Tis Rome requires our 
tears; 

The millrels of the world, the feat of empire, 
The nurfe of heroes, the delight of gods, 
That humbled the proud tyrants of the earth,. 
And let the nations free, Rome is no more. 
O liberty ! O virtue ! O my country ! 

Jub. Behold that upright man ! Rome fills, 
his eyes 

With tears, that fiow'd not o'er his own dead 
fon. [Afide. 
Cato. Whate'er the Roman virtue has fubdu'd, 
The fun's whole courfe, the day and year are 
Caefar* s ; 

For him the felf-devoted Decii died. 
The Fabii fell, and the great Scipios conquered ; 
Ev'n Pompey fought for Caefar. O my friends \ 
How is the toil of fate, the work of ages, 
The Roman empire, fallen ! O curft ambition ! 
Fallen into Caefar's hands ? Our great fore- 
fathers [try. 
Had left him nought to conquer but his coui> 

Jub. While Cato lives, Caefar will blufli to fee 
Mankind enllav'd, and be alham'd of empire. 

Cato. Caeiar alham'd! Has henotfeenPharfalia? 

Luc. Cato, 'tis time thou lave thyfelf and us. 

Cato. Lcfe not a thought on me, I 'm out of 
danger, 

Heaven will not leave me in the victor's hand. 
Caefar (hall never fay he conquer'd Cato. 
But, O my friends, your fafety fills my heart 
With anxious thoughts j a thoufand fecret terrors 
Rife in my foul, How, lhall I faye my friends f 
'Tis now, O Caefar, I begin to fear thee. 

Imc. Caefar has mercy, if we alk it of him. 

Cato. Then afk it, I conjure you ! let him. 
know 

Whate'er was done agairrft him, Cato did it. 
And, if you pleafe, that I requeft it of him, 
That I myfelf, with tears, requell it of him, 
The virtue of my friends may pafs unpunilh'd. 
Juba, my heart is troubled for thy fake. 



Por. Long may they keep afunder I fence ; j Should I advile thee to regain Numidia, 
Luc. O Cato, arm thy foul with all its pati- Or feek the conqueror ? 



feewjierethe corpse of thy dead fon approaches ! 
The citizens and itnators, alarm'd, 
Have gather'd round it, and attend it weeping. 

Cato t meeting the Corpfi. 

Cato. Welcome, my fon ! here lay him down, 

my friends, 
Full in my fight, that I may view at leifure 
Thebloodycorfe,andcountthofegloriouswounds 
— How beautiful isdeath,whenearn'dby virtue ! 
Who would not be that youth ? What pity is it 
That we can die but once to ferve our country ! 
— Why fits this fadnels on your brows, my 

friends ? 

I fhould have blufh'd if Cato's houfe had flood 
Secure, and rlcurilh'd in a ciyii war. 
3 " 



Jub. If I forfake thee 
Whilft I have life, may Hv.ven abandon Jubal 
Cato. Thy virtues, prince, if I forelee ai iglit, 
Will one day make thee great ;'at Rome, here- 
after, 

'Twill be no crime to have been Cato's friend. 
Portius, draw near : my fon, thou oft halt feen 
Thy lire engag'd in a corrupted Itate, 
Wrefiling with vice and faction: now thou 
feeft me 

Spent, overpower'd, defpairing of fuccefs 5 
Let me advifc thee to retreat betimes 
To thy paternal feat, the Sabine field, [hands, 
Where the great Cenfor toil'd with his own 
And all our frugal anceltors were blefs'd 
In humble virtues, and a rural life j 

There 



Book III. DRAM 

There live retirM, pray foe the peace of Rome ; 
Content thyielf to be obfeurely good. [fway, 
When vice prevails, and impious men bear 
The poll of honour is a private ftation. 

Por. I hope my father does not recommend 
A life to Portius, that he icorns himlelf. 

Cato. Farewel, my friends 1 if there be any of 
you 

Who dare not truft the vigor's clemency, 
Know there are mips prepar'd by my command. 
(Their fails already op'ning to the winds) 
That mall convey you to the wifh'd- for port. 
Is there aught el le, my friuids 3 1 can do for you? 
The conqueror draws near. Once more farewel! 
Jf e'er we meet hereafter, we lhall meet 
In happier climes, and on a fafer more. 
Where Caefar never ihall approach us more. 

* [Pointing to his dead Son. 

There the brave youth, with love of virtue nVd, 
Who greatly in his country's caufe expired, 
Shall know he conquered. The firm patriot there, 
Who made the welfare of mankind his care, 
Tho' ftill by faction, vice, and fortune ciottf, 
Shall mid tl\6 gen'rous labour was not loft. 

[Exeunt. 



ACT V. 

Cato folus, fitting in . a thoughtful Pofiure \ in his 
hand Platans Book on {he Immortality of the Soul. 

A drawn Sword on the Table by him. 
tt muft be fo— -Plato, thou reafon'ft well — 
* Elfe whence this pleaiing hope, this fond de- 
This longing after immortality ? [fire, 
Or whence this fecret dread, and inward horror 
Of falling into nought ? Why (hrinks the foul 
Back on herfelf, and ftartles at deftruction ? 
**Tis the divinity that ftirs within us; 
7Tis heaven itfelf that points out an hereafter, 
And intimates eternity to man : 
Eternity! thou pleafing, dreadful thought ! 
Through what variet^of untried being, [pals ? 
Thro"' what new fcenes and changes mult wc 
The wide, th' unbounded profpect lies before me 
But (hadows, clouds, and darknefs reft upon it. 
Here will I hold. If there's a pow er a-bove • 
(And that there is all nature cries" aloud, 
Through all her works) he muft delight in vir- 
tue j * \ 
And that which he delights in muft be happy. 
But when ! or where — this world was 'made tor 
Caelar. 

J 'm weary of conjectures — this muft end 'em. 

[Laying his Hand on Ms Sword. 
Thus am I doubly arm'd : my death ancLlife, 
My bane and antidote, are both before me. 
This in a moment brings me to an end j 
But this informs me I lhall never die. 
The fuu I, iecur'd in her exiftence, fmiles, 
At the drawn dagger, and defies its puint. 
The ftars fhall fade away, the fun himlelf 
Grow dim with age, and nature link in years, 
But thou lhalt flouqih in immortal youth, 
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Unhurt amidft the war of elements, 
The wreck of matter, and the crum of worlds. 
What means this heavinefs that hangs upon me ? 
This lethargy that creeps thro' all my fenfes ? 
Nature opprefs'd, and harrafs'd out with care, 
Sinks down to reft. This once I '11 favour her, 
That my awakened foul may tcike her ilight, 
Rencw'd in all her ftrength, and frefti with life, 
An off 'ring fit for Heaven : Let guilt or fear 
Difturb man's reft, Cato knows neither of 'em, 
Indift ''rent in his choice to deep or die. 

Enter Portius. 
But, ah ! ho w' s this, my fon ? Why th is i n rrufion ? 
Were not my orders that I would be private ? 
Why am I difobey'd ? 

"7V. Alas, my father ! 
What means this fword, this inftiument cf 
Let me convey it hence. . . [d ath ? 

Cato. Ralh youth, forbear ! 

Per. O, let the pray'rs, th' entreaties of your 
. friends, 

Their tears, their common danger, wi eft it from 
you ! 

Cato. Would ft thou betray me ? Wouidlt thou 
give me up, 
A flave, a capiive into Cxfar's hands ? 
Retire, and learn obedience to a father, 
Or know, young man ! 

Por. Look not thus fternly on me 5 
You know I'd rather die than difbhey you. 

Cato. 'Tis well ! again I 'm mafter of myfelf. 
Now, Cjefar, let thy troops fyefet our gates, 
And bar each avenue ; thy gathering fleets 
O'erfpread the lea, and ftop up ev'ry port $ 
Cato lhall open to himfclf a pailage, 
And mock thy hopes 

Por. O Sir ! forgive your fon, 
Whofe grief hangs heavy on him. O my father I 
How am I Aire it is not the laft time 
I e'er lhall call you fo ? Be not difpleas'd, 
O, be Lot angry with me whilft I weep, 
And, in the anguith of my heart, belcech you 
lo quit the dreadful purpofe of your foul ! 

Cato. Thou haft been ever good and dutij'ul. 

[E?n bracing him. 
Weep not, my fon* all will be well again ; . 
The righteous gods, whom I have /ought to 
pleale, 

Will fuccour Cato, and preferve his children. 

Per. Your words give comfort to my drooping 
hearty [du6ij 

Cato. Portius, thou may ft ry upch my con- 
Thy father will not act what lnimeccmcs him. 
But go, my fon, and lee if arght be wanting 
Among thy father's friends ; lee them embark'd, 
And tell me if the winds and feas befriend them. 
My foul is quite weigh'd down with, care, and 
. alks 

The foft rcf Vefhment of a moment's fleep. [Exit. 
Por. My thoughts arc moie at cafe, my licUit 
revives. 

Enter Marcia. 
O Marcia, O my lifter, ilill there's hope ! 
Our father will not caft away a life 
So needful {o us all, and to Lis country. 
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He is retir'd to reft, and feems to cherilh 
Thoughts full of peace. H# has diipatch'd me 
hence 

With orders that befpeak a mind compos'd, 
And ftudious for the Jafety of his friends. 
}Jarcia,take care that none diitulb his Humbers. 

[Exit. 

Mar. O ye immoFtal powers that guard the juft, 
Watch round his couch, and lof ten his repofe, 
Banilh his forrows, and becalm his foul 
With eafy dreams ; remember all his virtues ! 
And lhew mankind that goodnefs is your care. 
Enter Lucia. 
Luc. Where is your father, Marcia, where is 
Cato ? 

Mar. Lucia, fpeak low, he is retir'd to reft. 
Lucia, I Feel a gentle dawning hope 
Rife mi 'my foul. We lhall be happy ftiil. 

Luc. Alas ! I tremble when I think on Cato! 
In every view, in every thought, I tremble ! 
Cato is ftern and awful as a god; 
He knows not how to wink at human frailty, 
Or pardon weaknefs that he never felt. 

Mar. Tho' ltern and awful to the foes of Rome, 
He is all goodnefs, Lucia, always mild, ' 
Companionate and gentle to his friends. 
FuTd with domeftrc tendernefs, the bed, 
The kindeft father I have ever found him, 
Faly and good, and bounteous to my wifhes. 

Lac* 'Tis his content .alone Can make us 
Marcia, we are'both equally involv'd [blefs'd. 
In the fame intricate, perplex'd diftrefs. 
The cruel hand of fate, that has deftroy'd 
Thy brother Marcus, whom we both lament — 

Mar. And ever (hall lament, unhappy youth ! 

Luc. Has let my foul at large,and now I ftand 
LoGfe of my vow. But who knows Cato's 
thoughts ? 

Who knows how yet he may difpofe of Portius, 
Or how he has determined of thyfelf ? 

Mar. Let him but live, commit the reft to 
Heaven. 

Enter Lucius. 
Luc. Sweet are the (lumber* of the virtuous 

man ! 

0 Marcia, I have feen thy godlike father j 
Some power invilible fupports his lbul, 
And bears it up in all its wonted greatnefs. 
A kind refrelhing deep is fallen upon him : 

1 faw him Itretch'd at eafe, his fancy loft 

In pleafing dreams : as I drew near his couch, 
He fmird,and c/».-d, Cajfar, thou canft not hurt 
• me. 

Mar. His mind ft ill labours with fome dread- 
ful thought. [forrow ? 
Luc. Lucia, why, all this grief* thefe floods of 
Dry up thy tears, my child, we all are fafe 
While Cato lives — his preience will protect us. 
Enter Julia. 
Jub. Lucius, the horiemen are return "d from 
viewing 

The number, flrength, and pofture of our foes, 
Who now encamp within a ftiort hour's march 
On the high point of yon bright weftern tower 



We ken them from afar; the fetting fun [mets, 
Plays on their mining arms and burnifh'd hel- 
And covers all the field with gleams of lire. 
Luc. Marcia, 'tis time we Ihould awake thy 

father, 

Cadar is ftill difpos'd to give us terms, 

And waits at diftance till he hears from Cato. 

Enter Portius. , 
Portius, thy looks fpeak fomewhat of importance, 
What tidings dolt thou bring ? Methinks 1 kt 
Prmfual gladnefs fparkling in thine eyes, 

Por. As I was halting to the port, where now 
My father's friends, impatient for a paifagc, 
Accufc the ling'ring winds, a fail arriv'd 
From Pompey 's fonjwho thro* the realms of Spain 
Calls out for vengeance on his father's death, 
And roufes the whole nation up to arms. 
Were Cato at their head, once more mightRome 
Allert her rights, and claim her liberty. 
But, hark ' what means that groan ? O, give me 
way, 

And let me fly into my father's prefence. [Exit. 

Luc. Cato, amidlt his llumbers, thinks oil 
And, in the wild diforder of his foirl, [Rome, 
Mourns o'er hiscountry. Hah 1 a lecond groan— 
HeaVen guard us all ! 

Mar. Alas ! 'tis not the voice 
Of one who deeps ; 'tis agonizing pain, 
'Tis death is i;i that found. — x 

Re-cuter Portius. 

Por. O fight of woe! 
O Marcia, what we fear'd is come to pafs ! 
Cato is fallen upon his fword. — 

Luc. O, Portius, 
Hide all the horrors of thy mournful tale, 
And let us guefs the reft. 

Por. I 've rais'd him up, 
And plac'dhim in his chair,where,paleand faint 
He gafps for breath, and, as his life flows from 
him, ' \ [ing, 
Demands to fee his friends. His fervants, weep- 
Obfequious to his order, bear him hither. 

Mar O Heaven ! afli it me in this dre ulful 
To pay the laft lad duties to my father, [hour, 

Jub. Thefe are thy triumphs, thy exploits,0 
Cacfar ! 

Luc. »Now is Rome fallen indeed \ 
Cato brought in on a Chair. 

Cato. Here let me down — [bark'd ? 

Portius, come near me— Are my friends em- 
Can any thing be thought of for their iervice ? 
Whilit I yet live, let me not live in vain. 
— O Lucius, art thou here ? — thou art too good- 
Let thisourfriendfliip live between our children, 
Make Portius happy in thy daughter Lucia. 
Alas ! poor man, he weeps!— Marcia, my daugh- 
ter — 

O, bend me forward !— Juba loves thee, Marcia, 
A lenator of Ronie, while R.vme furviv'd, 
Would not have malch'd his daughter with a 
king; 

But Caefar's arms have thrown down all diftinc- 
tion ; 

Whoe'er 
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Whoe'er is brave and virtuous, is a Roman — 
—4'm lick to death— O,. when ma.ll I get lpoff 
From this vain world, th' abode of guilt and ibr- 

row \ % , ■• „ 

And yet, methinks, a beam of light breaks in 
On my departing foul. Alas, I fear 
I 've been too hasty. O ye pow'rs, that fearch 
The heart of man,and weigh his inmost thoughts, 
If I have done amifs, impute it not I — - 
The best may err, but you are good, and— O \ 
i ' [Dies. 
Luc. There, fled the greatest foul that ever 
warm'd 

A Roman breast; O Cato* O my friend! 
Thy will ihall be religioufly obierv'd. 
But let us bear this awful corpfe to Caefar, 
And lay it in his light, that it n>ay stand 
A fence betwixt us and the viclor's wrath; 
Cato, though dead, ihall still proteft hi» friends. 

Fromhence,let fiercecontending nations know 
What dire eftecls from civil difcord flow. 
*Tis this that (hakes our country with alarms, 
And gives up Rome a prey to Roman arms, 
Produces fraud, and cruelty, and strife, 
And robs the guilty world of Cato's life. 

[Exeunt omnes 



PH/EDRA AND HIPPOLITUS. 

Smith. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 
Enter Cratander and Lycon. 
lycon 'Tis strange, Cratandar, that the royal 
' J A Phaedra % 
Should ft ill continue refolute in gritf, 
And obstinately wretched : 
That one lb gay, fo beautiful and young, 
Of trodlike virtue and imperial power, 
Should fly inviting joys, and court destruction. 
Crat. Is there not caufe, when lately join d in 
marriage, 

To have the king her hufoand call'd to war ? 
Then for three tedious moons to mourn his ab 

n fence, 
Nor know his fate ? 

Lyc. The king may caufe her forrow, 
But not by abfence : oft I 've feen him hang 
With greedy eyes and lauguiih o'er her beauties j 
She from his wide, deceived, deliring arms 
Flew taftelefs, loathing ; whilst dejefted Thefeus 
With mournful loving eyes puriued her flight, 
And dropp'd a iilent tear. 

Crat. Hat this is hatred ! 
This is averfion, horror, detestation : 
Why did the queen, who might have cull d 
mankind, 

Why did (he give her perfon and her throne 
To one (he loath'd ? 

lyc. Perhaps (he thought it just 
That he mould wear the crown his valour fav d 

Crat. Could (he not gluthis hopes with wealth 
and honour, 
Reward his valour, yet rejecl his love ? 
Why, when a happy mother, queen and widow, 



Why did (lie wed old Thefeus, while his fort* 
The brave Hippolitits, with equal youth 
And equal beauty might have fiUM her arms ? 

Lyc. Hippolitus (in distant Scythia born, 
The warlike Amazon, Camilla's (on) [Crete: 
Till our queen's marriage, was unknown' to 
And furethe queen could wim him still unknowu: 
She loaths, detests him, flies his hated prefence* 
And (brinks and trembles at his very name. 
Crat. Well may (he hate the prince (he needs 
must fear ; 

He may difpute the crown with Phaedra" s (on. 
He's brave, he's fiery, youthful, and belov'd ; 
His courage charms the men, his form the wo- 
men, 

His very (ports are war. 

Lyc. O ! he's all hero,fcorns th' inglorious eafc 
Of lazy Crete, delights to fliine in arms, 
To wield the fword, and launch the pointed 
fpear ; 

To tame the gen'rous horfe, that nobly wild 
Neighs on the hills, and dares the angry lion | 
To join the struggling courfers to his chariot, 
To make their stubborn necks the rein obey, 
To turn, or stop, or stretch along the plain. 
Now the queen 's lick, there 's danger in his 

courage- 
He must be watch'd. 

Be ready with your guards. — I fear Hippolitus. 

[Exit Cr<aK 

Fear him! for what ? poor. filly virtuous wretch ! 
Affecling glory, and contemning power : 
Warm without pride, without ambition brave j 
A fenfelefs hero, fit to be a tool 
To thole whole godlike fouls are turn'd for em- 
pire. 

An open honest fool, that loves and hates 
And yet more fool to own it. He hates flatterers. 
He hates me too ; weak boy, to make a foe 
Where he might have a Have. I hate him too, 
But cringe, and flatter,fawn, adore, yet hate him. 
Let the queen live or die, the prince must fall. 

Enter Ifmena. 
What, still attending on the queen, Ifmena ? 
O charming virgin ! O exalted -virtue ! 
Can still yourgoodnefsconquer aHyour wrongs ? » 
Are you not robb'd of your Athenian crown ? 
Was not your royal father Pallas (lain, [feus ? 
And all his wretched race, by conqu'ring The- 
And do you still watch o'er his confbrt Phaedra? 
And still repay fuch cruelty with love ? 

Ifm. Let them be cruel that delight in mifchief: 
I 'm of a fofter mould} poor Phaedra's forrow9 
Pierce through my yielding heart, and wound 
my foul. 

Lyc. Now thrice the rifing fun has cheer'd the 
world 

Since -lie renew'd her strength with due refrcfti- 
ment ; [beast, 
Thrice has the night- brought eafe to man, to 
Since wretchedPhaedraclos'd her streaming eyes ^ 
She flies all reft, all neceflary food, 
Refolv'd to die, nor capable to live, fphrenfy : 
Ifm. But now her grief has wrought her into 

The 



686 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 



Book III. 



The images her troubled fancy forms 
Are incoherent, wild ; her words disjointed : 
Sometimes (he raves for muiic, light, and air. 
Nor air, nor light, nor mulie, calm her pains j 
Then with ecdatic drehgth (he fprings aloft, 
And moves and bou nds with vigour not her own. 
Lyc. Then life is on the wing 5 then mod (he 
finks 

When moll (lie feems revived. Like boili ng water, 
That foams and hiiles o'er the crackling wood, 
And bubbles to the bnxA; evn then molt waft- 
When moft it (wells, [ing 

lfm. My lord, now try your art ; 
Henwild diforder may dilclofe the fecret 
Her cooler fen feconccal'd. The Pythian goddefs 
Is dumb and fuller), till with fury til I'd 
She fpreads, (he riles, growing to the fight, 
She ftares, (he foams, (lie raves j the awful fecrets 
Burft from her trembling lips, and eafe the tor- 
tur'd maid. [weak ! 

But Phxdra comes, ye gods, how pafe, how 

Enter Phadra and Attendants. 
Pbad. Stay, virgins, Hay j I 'U reft my weary 
fteps : 

My ftrength forfakes me, and my dazzled eyes 
Ake with the flashing light ; my loolcn'd knees 
Sink under their dull weight. Support me,Lycon. 
Alas ! I faint. 

Lyc. Afford her eafe, kind Heaven ! 

Pbad. Why blaze the(e jewels round my 
wretched head ? 
Why all this labour' d elegance of drefs ? 
Why (low thefe wanton curls in artful rings ? 
Take, fnatch 'm hence. Alas ! you all conlpire 
To heap new forrows on my tortuf'd foul : 
All, all confpire to make your queen unhappy. 

Lady. This you requir'd, and to the pleating 
talk 

CallM your officious maids,and urg'd their art ; 
YoubicTcm lead you from yon hideous d uknefs 
To the glad cheering day, yet now avoid it, 
And hate the light you (ought. 

Pbad. O my Lycon ! 
O ! how I long to lay my weary head 
On tender rlow'ry beds and fpringing grafs, 
To ftretch my limbs beneath the (preading lhades 
Of venerable oaks, to ilake my third 
With the cool nec"lar of retraining fprings ! 

Lyc. i ll (both her phrenfy. Come, Phaedra, 
let \ away ; 

Let's to the woods and lawns,and limpid dreams. 
Pbad: Come, let 's away j and tljou mod bright 
Diana, 

Goddefs of woods, immortal, chafte Diana, 
Goddefs prefiding o'er the rapid race, 
Place me, O place me in the dufty ring, 

Where youthful charioteers contend for glory ! 

See how they mount,and (hake the flowing reins ! 

See from the goal the fiery couriers bound ! 

Now they drain, panting up the fteepy hill ; 

Now ("weep along its tqp, now neigh along the 
vale. 

How the car rattles, how its 1 indlino- wheels 
Smoke in the whirl I the ciiciin^ alcends 



And in the noble dud the chariot 's lod. 

Lyc. What, madam ! 

Pbad. Ah, my Lycon ! ah, what faid I ? 
Where was I hurried by my roving fancy ? 
My languid eyes are wet with fudden tears, 
And on my cheeks unbidden blufhes glow. 

Lyc. Then blu(h,but bluln for your deftruc- 
tive filence, 

That tears your foul, and weighs you down to 
death. 

O! mould you die (yc pow'rs,forbid her death !), 
Who then would (hield from wrongs yourhelp- 
lefs orphan r [wander. 
He then might wander, Phncdnfs fon might 
A naked fuppliant thro' the world for aid : 
Then he may ciy, invoke his mother's name : 
He may be doom'd to chains, to (hame, to death, 
While proud Hippolitus (hall mount his throne. 
Pbad. O Heavens ! 

Lyc. Ha ! Phaedra, are you touch'd at this ? 
Pbad. Unhappy wretch ! what name was that 

you ("poke ? 
Lyc. And does his name provoke your juft 
refentmenfs ? 
Then let it raife your .fear as well as wrath : 
Think how you wrong'd him, to his father 
wrong'dhim;, [exile 
Think how you drove him hence a wand'ring 
To didant climes 5 then think what certain ven- 
geance 

His rage may wreak on your unhappy orphan. 
For his fake then renew your drooping fpirito ; 
Feed with new oil the wading lamp of life, 
Trnt winks and trembles, now, jud nowexpir- 
Make hade, preferve your life. [ing; 

Pbad. Alas ! too long, 
Too long have I preferv'd that guilty life. 
Lyc. Guilty ! what guilt ? Has blood, has 
horrid murder 
Imbrued your hands ? 

Pbad. Alas ! my hands are guiltlefs, 
But O ! my heart 's denTp*. 
I've faid too much : forbear the red, my Lycon, 
And let me die, to fave the black confefiion. 

Lyc. Die then, but not alone ; old faithful Ly-» 
Shall be a victim to your cruel filence. [con, 
Will you not tell ? O lovely, wretched queen ! 
By all the cares of yourfird infant years, [you, 
By all the love, and faith, and zeal I've (hew'd 
Tell me your griefs, unfold your hidden forrows, 
And teach your Lycon how to bring you com- 
- fort. 

Pbad. What (hall I fay, malicious,cruel pow'rsf 
O where (hall I begin ? O cruel Venus, 
How fatal love has been to all our race ! 

Lyc. Forget it madam ; let it die in filence. 

Pbad. O Ariadne ! O unhappy iider! 

Lyc. Ceafe to record your filter's grief and 
(hame. 

Pbad. And fince the cruel god of love re- 
quires it, 

J fall the lad, and mod undone of all. 

Lyc. Do you then love? 

Pbad. Alas ! I groan beneath 
The pain, the guilt, the (hame of impious love. 

Lyc. 
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Lye. Forbid it Heaven ! 

Pbad. Do not upbraid me, Lycon : 

I love. Alas ! I (hudder .it the name ; 

My blood runs backward, and my faulting 
tongue ' [ven ! 

Sticks at the found^-I love. — O righteous Ht;>- 
Why was I born with fiich a lenle of virtue, 
So great abhorrence of the fmalleft crime, 
And yet a flave to fuch impetuous guilt ? 
Rain on me, gods, your plagues, your fharpeft 
tortures, 

Afflict my foul with any thing but guilt, 
And yet mat guilt is mine. — IM1 think no more *, 
I'll to the woods among the happier brutes. 
Come, let's away j hark^the ihrill horn reicunds, 
The jolly huntfmen's cries rend the wide heavens. 
Come, o'er the hills purfuethe bounding ftag ; 
Come, chafe the lion and the foamy boar 5 
Come, roufe up all the mon Iters of the wood ; 
For there, e'en there,Hippolitus will guard me. 
Lyc. Hippolitus ! 

tbad. Who *s he that names Hippolitus? 
Ah ! I'm betray 'd, and all my guilt dbcover'd. 
O ! give me poilon, fwords j I'll not live, nor 

bear it; 
1 Ml flop my breath. 

lfm. I T m loll, but what ~s that lofs ? 
Hippolitus is loft, or loft to me : 
Yet mould her charms prevail upon his foul, 
Should he be falfe, I would not wilh him ill ; 
With my laft parting breath I'd blefTmy lord : 
Then in fome lonely defert place expire, 
Whence my unhappy death fhall never reach 
him, 

Left it Ihould wound his peace,or damp Ills joys. 

[Jjide. 

Lyc. Think ftill the fecret in your royal breaft ! 
For by the awful majefty of Jove v 
By the all-feeing fun, by righteous Minos, a 
By all your kindred gods we fwear, O Phaedra, 
Safe as our lives we'll keep the fatal fecret. 

lfm. &c\ We fwear, all fwear to keep it ever 
fecret. 

Phad. Keep it ! from whom ? why it "s already 
known, 

The tale, the whifper of the babbling vulgar : 
O, camyou keep itfromyourfelves, unknow it ? 
Or do you think I y m fo far gone in guilt, 
That I can fee, can bear the looks, the eyes 
Of one who knows my black detefted crimes, 
Of one who knows that Phaedra loves her fon ? 

Lyc. Unhappy queen I auguft, unhappy race ! 
O ! why did Thefeus touch this fatal fhore ? 
Why did he fave us from Nicander's arms, 
To bring worfe ruin on us by his love ? 

Phad. His love indeed; for that unhappy hour 
In which the prieftjoinM Thefeus 1 hand tomine, 
Shew'd the young Scythian to my dazzled eyes. 
Gods ! how I fhook! what bojling heat inflanVd 
My panting breaft ! how from the touch of 
Thefeus 

My flack hand dropp'd, and all the idle pomp, 
Priefh, N altars, victims, fwam before my fight ! 
The god of love,ev ntlie whole god, poffefs'd inc. 
Lyc. At once, at iirft pofiefs ? 3 yittii! N 



Phad. Yes, at .firft. 
That fatal ev'ning we purfuM the chace, 
When from behind the wood, with ruftling 
found, 

A monftroua boar rufrYd/orth: his baleful eyes 
Shot glaring fire, and his ftirf- pointed bridles 
Role high upon his back: at me he made, 
Whetting his tutks,and churning hideous foam: 
Then, then Hippolitus Mew in to aid me : 
Collecting, all himfclf, and riling to the blou% 
He launclVd the whiftliflg fpear ; the well-auu'd 
javelin 

Pierc'd his tough hide, and quiver 'd.ia his 
heart ; 

The monfter fell, and, gnafhing, with huge tufks 
PlowM up the crimlou earth. But then Hip- 
politus L - . 
Gods ! how he movM and look T d when Ue ap- 

/ proach'd me I 
When hotand panting from the favage conque ft, 
Dreadful as Mars, and as his Venus lovely, 
His crirhfon cheeks with purple beautiesgl ow'd, 
His lovely fparkling eyes mot martial fires. 
O godlike form! O ecftafy a*nd tranfport ! 
My breath grew fhort,my beating heart iprung 
upward, 

And leaped and bounded in my heaving bofonv 
Alas ! I'm pleas VI -„ the horrid ftory charms me* 
No more— That night with fear, and' love I 

fickenM. . ' ' 

Oft I recciv'd his fatal charming vifits ; 
Then would he talk with luch an heavenly grace> 
Look with fuch dear companion on my pains, 
That I could wife to be fo fick for ever. 
My ears, my greedy eyes, my thirfty foul. 
Drank gorging in the dear delicious poifon, 
Till I *A-as loft, quite loft in impious love. 
And fh^ll I drag an execrable life? 
And fhall I heard up guilt, and treafure ven- 
geance ? 

Lyc. No j labour, ft rive, fubdue that guilt, 

and live. 

Phad. Did T not labour, ftrive, all-feeing 
powVs ! 

Did I not weep and pray, implore your aid ? 
Burn cloucls'of incenfe on your loaded altars * 

0 ! I calTd heaven and earth to my afliftance, 
All the ambitious thirft or* fame and empire, 
And ail the honeTi: pride of confeious virtue: 

T ftruggled, rav'dj the new-born paffion reign Vl 

Almighty in its birth. 

■ Lyc* Did you e'er try 

To gain his love % 

Phad. Avert fuch crimes, ye pow'rs ! 
No ; to avoid his love I fought his hatred : 

1 wrong'dhim, (hunnVl him, banihVd him from 

Crete : 

I fent him, drove him from my longing fight; 
In vain I drove him, for his tyrant form 
Reign'd in my heart, and dwelt before my eye?. 
If to the gods I pray.'d, the very vows 
I made to Heaven were by my erring tongue 
Spoke to Hippolitus. If I tried to lleeo, 
Straight to my drowfy eyes my reftlcfs fancy 
B rough tbackhi s fatal fo rm ,'an dc u rs'dmy fl u m b I ft - 
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Lyc. Flrft let me try to melt him into love. 
Fbtd, No ; let his hapleis.pailion equal mine,' 
I would rei'uie the blifs I molt defir'd, 
Confult my fame, and fkcrirke my life. 
Yes, I would die, Heaven knows, this very mo- 
ment, [feus. 
Rather than wrong my lord, my hufband The- 
Ljc. Perhaps that lord, that hufband is no 
more j 

Ke went from Crete in hafte, his army thin, 
To meet the numerous troops of fierce Molof- 
lians ; 

Yet tho* he lives, while ebbing life decays, 
Think on your fon. 

Phad. Alas 1 that (hocks me, 
0 let me fee my young one, let me match 
A hafty farewel, a, lait dying kifs. 
Yet ftay j his fight will melt my juft refolves i 
But O! I beg with my lafl iallying breath, 
Cherilh my babe. 

Enter Mejenger. 

MM Madam, I grieve to tell you 
What you mull know : your royal hufband's 
dead. 

Phad. Dead ! O ye pow'rs ! 

Lyc. O fortunate event ! 
Then earth-born Lycon may afcend t he throne, 
Leave to his happy fon the crown of Jove, 
And be ador'd like him. Be hulh'd, my joys. 

[Afide. 

Mourn, mourn, ye Cretans ! 
Since he is dead whofe valour fav'd your ifle; 
Whole prudent carewith flowing plentycrown'd 
His peaceful fubjefts ; as your tow'ring. Ida, 
With fpreading oaks, and with defcending 
ft reams, 

Shades and enriches all the plains below. 
Say how he died. 

Meff. ' He died as Thefeus ought, 
In battle died : Philotas, now a prifoner, 
That ruining on fought next his royal pcrfon, 
That faw his thundering arm beat Squadrons 
. down, 

.Saw the great rival of Alcides fall. 
Thefe eyes beheld his well-known deed, beheld 
A proud barbarian glittering in his arms, 
Encumbered with the fpoil. [£.W/. 

P,bad. Is he then dead ? 
Is my much-injured lord, my Thefeus, dead ? 
And don't I fhed one tear upon his urn ? 
What I not a figh, a gronn, a ibft complaint ? 
Ah | thefe. are tributes due from pious brides, 
From a chaite matron,, and a virtuous wifev 
But lavage Love, the tyrant of my heart, 
Claims all my forrows, and ufurps my grief. 

Lyc . Difmiis that grief, and give a loole to joy: 
He 's dead, the bar of all your blifs is dead : 
Live, then, my queen, forget the wrinkled The- 
And take the youthful hero to yourarms. [feus, 

Phad. I dare not now admit of fucha thought, 
And blefs'd be Heaven that lleel'd my itubborn 
heart ; 

That made me fhun the bridal bed of Thefeus, 
A»d give him empire, but rcfuic him love# 
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Lyc. Then may his happier fon be blelt willi 

both j 

Then roufe your foul, and mufter all your 

charms, 

Sooth his ambitious mind with third of empire, 
And all his tender thoughts with foft allure- 
ments. 

Phad. But fhould the youth fefufe my prof- 
fered love ? 

O, mould he throw me from his loathing arms I 
I fear the trial ; for I know Hippolitus 
Fierce in the right, and obftinately good : 
When round befet, his virtue, like a flood, 
Breaks with refiftlefs force th' oppofing dams, 
And bears the mounds along, they're frurry'd on> 
And fwell the torrent they were rais'd to Hop* 
I dare not yet refolve ; 1*11 try to live, 
And to the awful gods I '11 leave the reft. 
Lyc. Madam, yourfignet, that your Have ma/ 
order 

What 's moft expedient for your royal fervice. 
Phad. Take it> and with it take the fate of 

Phjcdra. 

And thou, O Venus, aid a fupnliant queen, 
That owns thy triumphs, and adores thy pow'r j 

0 fpare thy captives, and fubdue thy foes. 

On this cold Scythian let thy powej- be known, 
And in a lover's caufe alfert thy own : 
Then Crete as Paphos fhall adore thy fhrine ; -j 
This nurfe of Jove with grateful fires fhall f 
mine, ( 
Anriwith thy father's flames fhall worfhip thine J 

[Exeunt Phad. fift 

Lycon folus. 

If fhe propofes love, why then as furely 
His haughty foul refufes it witli fcorn.— • 
Say I confine *him ! — If Ihe dies, he *p fafe 5 
And if fhe lives, I '11 work her raging mind. 
A woman lconi'd with eafe I "*11 work to ven* 
geance : 

With humble, wife, obfequious fawning arts 

1 'U rule the whirl and tranfport of her foul, 
That, when her reafon hates, her rage may aft. 

When barks glide flowly thro" the lazy mnin, 
The baffled pilots turn the helms in, vain ; 
When driv'n by winds they cut the foamy way, 
The rudders govern, and the fliips obey. 

[Exit. 



ACT II. 

Enter Phadra and Lycon. \}Znter Mcffcnger. 

Miff. X/Tadam, the prince Hippolitus attends. 
Phad. iyL Admit him. Where, where, Pha,dra, 

is now thy foul ? 
What— fhall 1 tpcak ? And fhall my guilty 

tongue • 1 

Let this intuiting viftor know his pow'r? 
Or fhall I ltill confine within this breall 
My refUefs paffions and devouring flames ? 

But 
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But fee he comes, the lovely tyrant comes ! „ 
He ruflies 611 me like a blaze of light ; 
I cannot bear the tranfport of his pretence, 
But iink opprefs'd with woe. [Swoons. 
Enter Hippolitus. 

Hip. Immortal gods ! ' [rence ? 

What have I done to raife fuch ft range abhor- 
What have I done to make, her (blinking nature 
With my approach,and kill her with my fight? 

Lye . Alas ! another grief devours her foul, 
And only your afliitance can relieve her. 

Hip. Ha ! make it known, that I may fly and 
aid her. [cret. 

Lyc. But promife firft, my lord, to keep it fe- 

Hip. Promife I I fwear, on this good fword I 
iwear, 

This fword, which firft gain'd youthful Thefeus 

honour, f 
Which oft has punifh'd perjury and falfehoodj 
By thund'rimr Jove, By Grecian Hercules, 
By the majeiiic form of godlike heroes, 
That mine around, and conlecrate the fteel, 
No racks, no fhame, ihall ever force it from me. 
PhaJ. Hippolitus ! — 

Hip. Yes, 'tis that wretch, who begs you to j 
difmifs 

That hated objecl from your eyes forever; 
Begs leave to march again ft the foes of Thefeus, 
And to revenue on (hare his father's fate. 

Pbad. O Hippolitus ! 
I own I've wrong'd you, mod unjuftly wrong'd 
you ; 

Drove you from court, from Crete, and from 
your father : [hero, 
The court, all Crete, dieplor'd their futf'ring 
And I (the fad occafion) moll of all. 
Vet could you knew relenting Phaedra's foul ! 

0 ! could you think with what reluctant grief 

1 wrongM the hero whom 1 wim'd to cherifli ! 
O! you 'd confefs me wretched, not unkind ; 
And own thofe ills did moft deferve your pity, 
Which molt procured your hate. 

Hip. My hate to Phxdra ! 
Ha ! could I hate the royal fpoufe of Thefeus, 
My queen, my mother ? 

Phad. Why your queen and mother ? 
More humble ties would fuit my loft condition. 
Alas ! the iron hand of death is on me, 
And I have only time t' implore your pardon. 
Ah \ would my lord forget injurious Pha?dra, 
And with compaflion view her helplefs orphan! 
Would he receive him to his dear protection, 
Defend his youth from all encroaching foes I 

Hip. O, I Ml defend him, with my life defend 
him f [head, 
Heaven dart your judgment on this faithlefs 
If I don't pay him all a nave's obedience, 
And all a father's love t 

Pb*d. A father's' love! 
O doubtful founds ! O vain deceitful hopes ! 



He lives in you, he's prefent to my eyes ; 

I fee him, ipeak to him. My heart ! I rave, 

And all my folly's known. 

Hip* O, glorious folly ! 
See, Thefeus, fee, how much your Phaedra lov'd 
you. 

Phad. Love him, indeed ! dote, languifn, die 

for him ; 

Forfake my food my deep, all joys for Thefeus j 
But not that hoary venerable Thefeus, 
But Thefeus as he was when mantling blood 
Glow'd in his lovely cheeks ; when his bright 

eyes 

Sparkled with youthful fires ; when ev'ry grace 
Shone in the father which now crowns the fon, 
When Thefeus was Hippolitus. 

Hip. Ha ! amazement ftrikes me ; 
Where will this end ? 

Lyc. Is 't dilncult to guefs ? 
Does not her flying palenefs, that but now 
Sat cold and languid in her fading cheek, 
(Where now fucceeds a momentary luftre) 
Does not her beating heart, her trembling limbs, 
Her wifhing looks, her fpeech, her prefent fi- 
lence, 

All, all proclaim imperial Phaedra loves you t 
Hip. What do I hear ? what ! does no light- 
ning flaui, 

No thunder bellow, when fuch monftrous crimes 
Are own'd, avow'd,confefs'd ? All-feeing fun ! 
Hide, hide in fhameful night thy beamy head, 
And ceafe to view the horrors of thy race. 
Alas,! I (hare th' amazing guilt j thefe eye?, 
That firft infpir'd the black, inceftuous flame ; 
Thefe ears, that heard the tale of impious love, 
Are all accurft, and all deferve your thunder. 

Phad. Alas, my lord ! believe me nor fo vile. 
No ; by thy goddefs, by the chafte Diana, 
None but my firft, my much-lov'd lord Ar- 
famnes 

Was e'er receiv'd in thefe unhappy arms. 
No — for the love of thee, of thofe dear charms, 
Which now I fee are doom'd to be my ruin, 
I (till denied my lord, my hufoand Thefeus, 
The chafte, the modeft joys of fpotlefs mar- 
riage ; 

That drove him hence to war, to ftormy feas, 
To rocks and waves, lefs cruel^than his Phaedra. 
Hip. If that drove Thefeus hence, then that 
kill'd Thefeus, 
And cruel Phaedra kill'd her hufband Thefeus. 
Phad. Forbear, ram youth, nor dare to rouie 
my vengeance \ 
Provoke me not ; nor tempt my fwelling rage 
With black reproaches, fcorn,and provocation, 
To do a deed my realbn would abhor, 
long has the fecret ftruggled in my breaft, 
Long has it rack'd and jent my tortur'd bofom ; 
But now 'tis out 1 Shame, rage, confufo 1 tear 
And drive me on to aft unheard-of crimes ; 



My grief's much eas'd by this tranfeending To murder thee, myfeif, and all that know it. 



goodnefs, 

And Thefeus" death fits lighter on my foul. 
Death ! he 's not dead ; he lives, he breathes, he 
fpeaks 5 



As when convulnon* cleave the lab 'ring earth, 
Before the difmal yawn appears, the ground 
Tumbles and heaves, the nodding houfes crafh 
Y y He's 



6co 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 



Book III. 



He's fafc who from the dreadful warning flies, 
But he that fees its opening bolbm dies. 

[Exit. 

Hip. Then let me take the warning, and retire j 
I 'd rather mift the rough Ionian waves 
Than woman's fiercer rage. 

[Ijmenajhevos herfelf, liflening. 
Lye. Ahs ! my lord ! 
You mull not leave the queen to her defpair* 
Hip. Muft not ! from thee ? from that vile 

upftart Lycon? 
Lyc. Yes \ from that Lycon, who derives his 
great nefs [life. 
From Phaedra's race, and now would guard her 
Then, Sir, forbear; view here this royal iignet, 
And, in her faithful flave, obey the queen. 

[Enter Guards and Cratander. 
Guards, watch the prince ; but at that awful 
diftance, 

With that refpeel, it may not feem confinement, 
But only meant for honour. 

Hip. So, confinement is 
The honour Crete beftows on Thefeus' fon. 
Am I conhVd ? and is 't ib foon forgot, 
When fierce Procruftes' arms o'er-ran your 
kingdom ? [phans, 
When your itreets echoed with the cries of or- 
Your Hi ri eking maids clung round the hallow 'd 
ihrines, 

When all your palaces and lofty towVs 
Smok'd on the earth; when the red iky around 
Giovv'd with your city's flames (a dreadful 
luftre) ; 

Then, then my father flew to your afliftance ; 
Then Thefeus fav'd your lives, eftates, and ho- 
nours. 

And do you thus reward the hero's toil > 
And do you now confine the hero's fon ? 

Lyc. Take not an eafy, fnort confinement ill, 
Which your own fatety and the queen's re- 
quires, 

Nor harbour fear of one that joys to ferve you. 
Hip. 0, I difdain thee, traitor, but not fear 
thee ; 

Nor will I hear of fervices from Lycon, 
Thy very looks are lies •, eternal fallehood 
Smiles in thy looks, and flatters in thy eyes ; 
Ev'n in thy humble face I read my ruin, 
In ev'ry cringing bow and fawning fmile. 
Why elfe d' ye whifper out your dark fufpici- 
Why with malignant elogies increale [orfs ? 
The people's feais, and praife me to my ruin ? 
Why thro' the troubled llreets of frighted 
Gnoflus 

Do bucklers, helms, and poliflf d armour blaze } 
Why founds the dreadful din of inilant war, 
Whilft it ill the foe 's unknown ? 

Lyc. Then quit thy arts ; 
Put off the 'flat efman, and re fume the judge. ' 

[Afide. 

Thou^roteur, mift thy various forms no more, 
But- boldly own thegod. — ■ That foe's too 
near. [To Hip. 

Th* queen's difcafe, and your afpiring mind, 
Diiturb all Octe, and ri.e a loofe to wa*-. 



Hip. Gods ! dares he fpeak thus to a monarch's 

fon ? 

And muft this earth-born flave command in 

Crete ? 

Was it for this my godlike father fought ? 
Did Thefeus bleed for Lyeon ? O ye Cretans, 
See there your king, the lucceflfor of Minos, 
And heir of Jove ! 

I.yc. You may/ as well provoke 
That Jove you worfhip, as this flave you fconv. 
Go feize Almqcon, Nicias, and all 
The black abettors of this impious treafon. 

[Exit a Soldier* 

;Now o'er thy head th' avenging thunder rolls ; 
For know on me depends thy inftant doom. 
I Then learn, proud prince, to bend thy haughty 
foul, 

And, if thou thinjc'ft of life, obey the queen. 
Hip. Then free from fear or guilt I '11 wait 
my doom. 

Whate'er's my fault, no ftain (hall blot my glory. 
I '11 guard my honour, you diipofe my lite. 

Lyc. Be it fo ; Cratander, follow me. 

[Exit Lye. and Crat. 

Hip. Since he dares brave my rage, the dan- 
ger's near. [lion 
The timorous hounds that hunt the gen'rous 
Bay afar off, and tremble in purfuit; 
But, when he itruggles in th' entangling toils, 
Infult the dying prey. 

Enter Ifmena and Lady, 
'Tis kindly done, Ifmena, 
With all your charms to vifit my diftrefs ; 
Soften my chains, and make confinement eafy* 
O Ifmena! 

Is it then given me to behold thy beauties ! 
Thofe bluihing fweets, thofe lovely loving eyes! 
To prefs, to (train thee to my beating heart, 
And grow thus to my love ! What's'liberty to 
this ? 

What's fame or greatnefs ? take 'em, take 'em, 
Phcedra, 

Freedom and fame, and in the dear confinement 
Inclofe me thus for even 

Ifm. O Hippolitus ! 
O, I could ever dwell in this confinement ! 
Nor wifti for aught while I behold my lord : 
But yet that wiih, that only wifli is vain, 
When my hard fate thus forces me to beg you, 
Drive from your godlike foul a wretched maid i 
iTake to your arms (affift me, Heaven, to fpeak 
Take to your arms imperial Phadra, [it !) 
And think of me no more. 

Hip. Not think of thee ? 
What ! part ? for ever part ? unkind Ifmena ! 
O! can you think that death is half fo dreadful) 
As it would be to live, and live without thee) 
Say, fhould I quit thee, mould I turn toPhcedra, 
Say, cculdft thou bear it ? could thy tender foul 
Endure the torment of defpairing love, 
And fee me fettled m a rival's arms ? 

Jfrn. Think not of me. Perhaps my equal 
mind 

May learn to bear the fate the gods allot me. 

Yet 
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Yet would yoa hear me ; could your lov'd If- 
mena [nour, 
With all her charms ®'er-rule your fullen ho- 
You yet might live, nor leave the poor Ifmena. 

Hip. Speak : if I can, I'm ready to obey. 

Ifm. Give the queen hopes. 

Hip. No more — my foul difdains it. 
No — Ihould I try, my haughty foul would fwell, 
Sharpen each word, and threaten in my eyes. 
O, mould I ftoop to cringe, to lie, foriwear ? 
Deiervc the ruin which I llrive to fhun ? 

Ifm. O, I can't bear this cold contempt of 
death ! 

This rigid virtue, that prefers your glory 
To liberty or life. O cruel man ! 
By theie lad lighs,-by thefe poor llreaming eyes, 
By that dear love that makes us now unhappy, 
By the near danger of that precious life, 
Heaven know s I value much above my own 
What! not yet mov'd ? are you reiblv'd on 
death ? 

Then, ere 'tis night, I fwear by all the pow'rs, 
This fteel (hall end my fears and life together. 
Hip. You (ha'n't be trulted with a life fo pre- 
cious. 

No ; to the court I'll publifh your defign : 
Ev'n bloody Lycon wiil prevent your fate ; 
Lycon (hall wrench the dagger from your bo- 

And raving Phaedra will preferve Ifmena. 
Ifm. Phaedra ! come on, I '11 lead you on to 
Phaedra : 

I '11 tell her all the fecrets of our love ; 
Give to her rage her clofe, deftru6tive rival : 
Her rival fure will fall ; her love may fave you. 
Come, fee me labour in the pang c of death, 
My agonizing limbs, my dying eyes, 
Dying, yet rlx'd in death on my Hippolitus. 

Hip. What 's your defign ? ye pow'rs ! what 
means my love ? 

Ifm. She means to lead you in the road of fa e 
She means to die with one (he can't preferve. 
Yet, when you fee me pale upon the earth, 
This once-lov'd form grown horrible in death, 
Sure your relenting foul would wifh you'd fav'd 
me. 

Hip. O! I'll do all, do any thing to fave you i 
Give up my fame, and all my darling honour : 
I'll run, I '11 f\f j what you'll command I'll fay. 
I yield, Ifmena. What would you have me 
• do? 

Ifm. Say what occafion, chance, or Heaven 

infpires ; 

Say that you love her, that you lov'd her long ; 
Say that you'll wed her, fay that you '11 comply ; 
Say, to preferve your life, lay any thing. 

\ Exit Hip. 

Blefs him, ye pow'rs ! and if it be a crime, 
O ! If the pious fraud offend your jullice, 
Aim all your vengeance on Ifuncna's head $ 
Punilh Ifmena, but forgive Hippolitus. 
He's gone, and now my brave refolves are flag- 
ger'd; 

Now I recent, like fome defpairing wretch 
That boldly plunges in the frightful deep, 
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That pants, and ftruggles with the whirling 
waves, • 

And catches ev'ry (lender reed to fave him. 

Lady. But mould he do what your commands 
enjoin'd him, 
Say, ihould he wed her > 

Ifm. Should he wed the queen ? 
O ! I M remember that 'twas my requeft, 
And die well pleas'd I made the hero happy. 

Lady. Die ! does Ifmena then refolve to die ? 

Ifm. Can I then live? can I. who lov'd i'o well, 
To part with all my blils to fave my lover ? 
O ! can I drag a wretched life w ithout him, 
And fee another revel in his arms ? 

0, 'tis in death alone I can have comfort ! 

Enter Lycon. 
Lyc. What a reverfe is this ! perfidious boy! 
Is this thy truth ? is this thy boafted honour? 
Then all are rogues alike i I never thought 
But one man honeft, and that one deceives me. 

lAfide. 

Ifmena here !— — 

Ifm. Now, my lord, is the queen's rage abated ? 
Hovy is the prince difpos'd ? 

Lyc. Happi.'v, 
All 's chaiv I to love and harmony, my fair. 
'Tis all agreed : and now the prince is fate 
Fronvthe fure vengeance of defpairing love ; 
Now Phaedra's rage is chang'd to foft endear- 
ments : 

She doats, (he dies : and few, but tedious days, 
With endlefs joys will crown the happy paij: 

Ifm. Does he then wed the queen ? 

Lyc At leaft I think fo. 

1, when the prince approach^ not far retir'd/ 
Pale with my doubts : he fpoke \ th' attentive 

queen 

Dwelt on his accents, and her gloomy eyes 
Sparkled with gentkr firei ; he, bluming, bow'dj 
Sne, trembling, loft in love, with fort confufiort 
Receiv'd his pafTion, and return'd her own : 
Then fmiling turn'd to me, and bade me order 
The pompous rites of her enluing nuptials, 
Which I mull now purfue. Farewel, Ifmena. 

[Exit. 

Ifm. Then I'll retire, and not difturb their 
Lady. Stay, and learn more. L)°y s - 
Ifm. Ah ! wherefore ihould I flay ? 
What ! (hall I flay to rave, t' upbraid, to hold 
him ? [arms ? 

To fnatch the ftruggling charmer from her 
For could you think that open, gen'rous youth 
Could with feign'd-love deceive a jealous wo- 
man ? 

Could he fo foon grow artful in difTembling > 
Ah ! without doubt his thoughts ;inipir'd hi* 
tongue, 

And all his foul receiv'd a real love. 
Perhaps new graces darted from her eyes, 
Perhaps foft pity charm'd his' yielding foul, 
Perhaps her love, perhaps her kingdom charm'd 
him i 

Perhaps— alas ! how many things might charm 
him ! 

Y y z Lady. 
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Lady. Wait thefuccefs \ it is not yet decided. 

Ifm. Not yet decided ! did not Lycon tell us 
How he protefted, figrfd,and look'd, and vow'd ? 
How the foft pallion languiuVd in his eyes ? 
Ay, no, he loves, he dotes on Phaedra's charms. 
Now, now he chips her to his panting bread, 
Now he devours her with his eager eyes, [vows 
Now grafps her hands, and now he looks, and 
The dear falfe things that charnVd the poor 
Ifmena. 

He comes ! be Hill, my heart: the tyrant comes, 
Charming tho' falfe, and lovely in his guilt. 

Enter Hippolitus. 

Hip. Why hangs that cloudy forrow on your 
brow ? 

Why do you figh ? why flow your fwelling eyes, 
Thofeeyes thatus'd with joy to viewHippolitus ? 
ifm. My lord, my foul is charm'd with your 
futcefs. 

You know, my lord, my fears are but for you, 
For your dear life ; and fince my death alone 
Can make you iafe, that foon mall make you 
happy. 

Yet had you brought lefs love to Phaedra's arms, 

My .foul had parted with a lefs regret, 

Bieft if liirviving in your dear remembrance. 

Hip. Your death ! my love I my marriage 
and to Phaedra ! 
Hear me Ifmena. — 

Ifm. No, I dare not hear you. 
But tho* you Ve been thus .cruelly unkind, 
Tho' you have left me for the royal Phaedra, 
Yet dill my foulo'er-runs with fondnefs tow Yds 
,ypu, 

Yet itill I die with joy to fave Hippolitus. 
Hip. Die to lave me ! could I outlive Ifmena? 
Ifm. Yes, you'd outlive her in your Phaedra's 
arms, [fure ! 

And may you there find ev'ry bloominff plea- 
O, may the gods fhow'r bleilings on'thy'head ! 
May the gods crown thy glorious arms with 
conqueft, 

And all thy peaceful days with fure repofe ! 
May it thou be bleft wi:h lovely Phrtdra's charms, 
And for thy eafe forget the left Ifmena ! 
Fa;\wd, Hippolitus. 

Hip. Ifmena, tfay ! 
jfc y, hear me .fpeak : or by th' infernal powVs 
1 '11 not furvTve the minute you depart. 

Ifm. What v/ouid you lay ? ah, don't deceive 
my weaknefs. 

Hip. Deceive thee ! why, Ifmena, do you 
wrong me ? 

Why doubt my faith ? O lovely, cruel maid ! 
Why wound my tenderibul with harm fufpicion? 
O, by thofe charming eyes, by thy dear love, 
1 neither thought, nor fpoke, delign'd, nor pro- 
mised ' 
To love or wed the queen. 

Ifm. Speak on, my lord; 
My honell Ibul inclines me to believe thee; 
Andmuchl fear,andmuch I hope, I've tatw£«d 
thee. • 



Hip. Then thus : — I came and fpake ; but fcarce 
of !ove ; ' 

The eafy queen receivM my faint addrefs 
With eager hope and unfufpicious faith. 
Lycon with iteming joy difmifs'd my guards: 
My gen'rous foul difdain'd the mean deceit, 
But Hill deceived her to obey Ifmena. , 
Ifm. Art thou then true ? thou art. O pardon 
me ! 

Pardon the errors of a filly maid, 
Wild with her fears, and mad with jealoufy : 
For Hill that fear, that jealoufy, was love. 
Haftethen, my lord, and faveyourftlf by flight: 
And when your abient, when your godlike form 
Shall ceafe to cheer forlorn Ilmena's eyes, 
Then let each day, each hour, each mi nuta bring 
Some kind remembrance of your conftant love ; 
Speak of your health, your fortune, and your 
friends, 

(For fure thole friends mall have my tend'reit 
wiflies) 

Speak much of all : but of thy dear, dear love, 
Speak much, fpeak very much, but ltill fpeak on. 

Hip. O ! thy dear love (hall ever be my theme; 
Of that alone I'll talk the live -long day ; 
But thus I '11 talk : thus dwelling in thy eyes, 
Tailing the odours of thy fragrant bofom. 
Come 2ien, to crown me with immortal joys, 
Come, be the kind companion of my flight, 
Come, haftewith me to leave this fatal Ihore. 
The bark before prepared for my departure 
Expects its freight ; an hundred lufty rowers 
Have wav'd their finewy arms, and call Hip* * 
poiitus ; 

The loofen'd canvas t trembles with the wind, 
And the fea whitens with aufpicious gales. 

Ifm. Fly then, my lord, anil may the gods 
protect thee ! 
Fly, ere inlidious Lycon work thy ruin ; 
Fly, ere my fondnefs talk thy life away; 
Fly from the queen. 

Hip. But not from my Ifmena. 
Why do you force me from your heavenly fight 
With thofe dear arms that ought to clafp me to 

Ifm. O, I could rave for ever at my fate ! [thee? 
And with alternate love and fear poflefs'd, 
Now force thee from my arms, now Inatch thee 

to my brealt, 
And tremble till you go, but die till you return. 
Nay, I could go. Ye gods, if I (hall go, 
Wnat would tame lay ? if I mould fly alone 
With a young lovely puflce that charmTd my foul? 

Hip. Say, you did well to fly a certain ruin, 
To fly the fury of a queen incens'd, 
To crown with end lefs joys the youth that lov'd 
you. 

O 1 by the joys our mutual loves have brought, 
By the bleft hours I've languiuYd at your feet, 
By all the love you ever bore Hippolitus, 
Come fly from hence, and make him ever happr. 

Ifm. Hide me, ye Powers ! I never (hall rcfilt. 

////.Will you refufe me? can I leave behind me 
All that mfpires my foul, and cheers my eyes'! 
Will you not go ? then here I '11 wait my doom. 
k Comc, raving Phaedra ; bloody Lycou, come ! 

I o/fer 
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I offer to your rage this worthlefs life, 
Since 'tis no longer my lfmena's care. 

Ifm. O, bafte away, my lord ! I go, I fly 
Thro 1 all the dangers of the boill'rous deep. 
When the wind whilftles thro' thecracklingmafts, 
When thro' the yawning (hip the foaming fea 
Rolls bubbling in ; then, then Til chip thee faft, 
And in tranfporting love forget my fear. 
O, I will wander thro 1 the Scythian gloom, 
O'er ice, and hills of everlafting mow ; 
There, when the horrid darkneVs (hail inclofeus, 
When the bleak wind fhall chill my ihiv'ring 
limbs, 

Thou (halt alone fupply the diftant.fun, 
And cheer my gazing eyes, and warm my heart. 

Hip. Come, let's away, and, li ke another Jalbn, 
I'll bear my beauteous conquert thro* the feas: 
A greater treamre, and a nobler prize 
Than he from Colchos bore. Sleep, fleep in 
Ye monfters of the woods, on Ida's top [peace, 
Securely roam ; no more my early horn 
Shall wake the lazy day. Tranfporting love 
Reigns in my heart, and makes me alf its own. 
So, when bright Venus yielded up her charms, 
The blelt Adonis4anguiuVd in her arms ; 
His idle horn on fragrant myrtles hung, 
His arrows fcatter'd, and his bow unftrung : 
Obfcure in coverts lie his dreaming hounds, 
And bay the fancied boar with feeble founds $ 
For nobler fports he quits the lavage fields, 
And all the hero to the lover yields. [Exeunt. 
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Enter Lycon and Guards. 

Ly c * tJEAVEN is at laft appeas'd: the pity- 
ing gods 

Have heard our wilhes, and aufpicious Jove 
Smiles on his native ille; for Phaedra lives, 
Reftor'd to Crete, and to herfelf, ihe lives : 
Joy with frefti ltrength infpires her drooping 
limbs, 

Revives her charms, and o'er her faded cheeks 
Spreads a fre(h rofy bloom ; as kindly fprings 
With genial heat renew the frozen earth, 
And paint its mailing face with gaudy ftow'rs. 
But lee, ihecomes, the beauteous Phccdra comes! 

Enter Phadra and four Ladies. 

How her eyes fparkleif how their radiant 
Confete their ihining anceftor the fun ! [beams 
Your charms to-day will wound defpairing 
crowds, 

And give the pains you fuft'er'd : nay, Hippo- 
litus, 

The fierce, the brave, tiv infenfible Hippolitus, 
Shall pay a willing homage to your beauty, 
And, in his turn, adore. 

Pb*d. 'Tis flattery all. / 
Yet, when you name the prince, that flattery's 
pleating ; 

You wilh k fo, poor good old man, you wilh it. 



The fertile province of Cydonia*s thine : 
Is there aught elfe ? has happy Phaedra aught 
In the wide circle of her far-ftretch'd empire ? 
A(k, take, my friend, fecure of no repulfe. 
Let fpacious Crete thro* all her hundred cities 
Refound her Phaedra's joy. / Let altars fmoke, 
And richell gums, and fpice, and incenfe roll 1 
Their fragrant wreaths to Heaven, to pitying 
Heaven, 

Which gives Hippolitus to Phaedra's arms. 
Set all at large, and bid the loathfome dungeons 
Give up the meagre (laves that pine in darkne> 
And watle in grief, as did defpairing Phaedra: 
Let them be cheer'd, let the ftarv'd prifone -s riot, 
And glow with gen'rous wine. — Let forrow 
cea(e ; 

Let none be wretched, none, fince Phaedra's 
happy. 

But now he comes, and with an equal paflion 
Rewards my flame, and fprings into my arms I 

Enter Meffenger. 

Say, where's the prince ? 

MeJJ'. He's no where to be found. 
Pbad. Perhaps he hunts ? 
Mejf. He hunted not to-day. 
Pbatd. Ha ! have you iearch'd the walks, the 

cou r ts, the temples ? 
Mejf Search'd all, in vain. 
Pbad. Did he not hunt to-day ? - 
Alas ! you told me once before he did not : 

[Exit Mejf. 
My heart mifgives me ! 
Lyc. So i ndeed duth mine. Then- my fears 
were true. 

Phad. Could he deceive me ? could that god- 
like youth 
Defign the ruin of a queen that loves ? 
O, he 's all truth j his words, his looks, his eyes* 
Open to view his inmolt thoughts. He comes I 
Ha ! who art thou ? whence com'lt thou ? where's 
Hippolitus ? 

Ejiter Mejfenger. 

Mejf. Madam, Hippolitus, with fair Ifmena, 
Drove tovv'rd the port 

Pbaed. With fair Ifmena ! 
Curib be her cruel beauty, curft her charms, 
Curit all her foothing, fatal, falle endearments. 
That heavenly virgiiT, tlr.it exalted goodnels, 
Could lee me tortur'd with defpairing love, 
With a; tful tears could mourn my monitrouft 
i'urt 'rings, 

While her bafe malice plotted 'my deftruclion! 

Lyc. Athouiand realons crowd upon my lout 
That evidence their love. 

tbad. Yes, yes, they love; 
Why elfe ihould he retuie my profTer'd bed ? 
Why fhouid one warm'd with youth, and thirit 
of glory, 

Difdain a iou., a form, a crown like mine ? 
Lyc. Where, Lycon, where was then thy 
boalted cunning ? 
Dull,thoughtlels wretch ! 

y y j Pb*d* 
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Pbad. O pains unfelt before ! 
The grief, aefpair, the agonies and pangs, 
All the wild fury of diftrac"lcd love, 

Are nought to this. S^y, famous politician, 

Where, when, and how did the r flrit pafiion 
rife ? 

Where did they breathe their fighs ? what fhady 
groves, [loves t 

What gloomy woods, concea^d their hidden 
Alas ! they hid it not ; the well-plea s'd fun 
With all his beams furvey'd their guiitlefs flame: 
Glad zephyrs wafted their untainted fighs, 
And Ida echoed their endearing accents. 
While I, the (hamc of nature, hid in darknefs, 
Far from the balmy air and cheering light, ' 
Prefs'd down my iigbs,and dried my falling tears, 
Search' dare treat to mourn,and watch'dto grieve. 
Lyc. Now ceafe that grief, and let your injured 
love 

Contrive due vengeance \ let majeftic Phaedra, 
That lov'd the hero, facrificethe villain. , 
Then hafte, fend forth your miniiters of ven- 
geance, 

To fnatch the traitor from your rival's arms, 
And force him trembling to your awful prefence. 
Pbad. O rightly thought ! — Diipatch th' at- 
tending guards \ 
Bid them-bring forth their inflruments of death, 
Darts, engines,flames — and launch into the deep, 
And hurl lwift vengeance on the perjur'd Have. 

[Exit Meffe/iger. 

Where am I,' Gods ? what is 't my rage com- 
mands ? oars 
Ev'n now he's gone; ev'n now the well-timM 
With founding urokesdividethefpaj'klingwaves, 
And happy gales aflifl their fpeedy flight. 
Now they embrace; and ardent love enflames 
Their flufiiihg checks, and trembles in their eyes, 
Now they expofr my weaknefs and my crimes • 
Now to the fporting crowd they tell my follies! 

Enter Cratander. 

Crat. Sir, as I went to feize the perfons or- 
der'd, 

I met the prince, and. with him fair Ifmena ; 
I leiz d the prince, who now attends without. 
Phad. Halle, bring him in. 
Lyc. Be quick, and feize Iimena. 

[Exit Crat cinder. 
Enter Hippolitus, ivitb two Guards. 

Phad. Couldlt thou deceive me ? could a Ton 
of Thelitis 
Stoop to ,fo mean, fobafe a vice as fraud ? 
Nay, ad IUeh monftrous perfidy, yet ftart 
From promis'd love ? 

Hip. My foul difdain'd a promife. 
Pbad. But yet your falfe, equivocating ton rue, 
Your looks, your eyes, your ev'ry motion pro- 
misM. 

But you are ripe in frauds, and learned in falfe - 
hoods. 

Look down, O Thefeus, and behold thy f on 
As Sciron iaithleis, as Procruftes cruel. ' 
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Behold the crimes, the tyrants, all the monfters, 
From which fhy valour purg'd the groaning 
Behold them all in thy own ion revived, [earth, • 
Hip. Touch not my glory, left you itam your ' 
own: . * 

I ftill have drove to make mv glorious father 
Blum, yet rejoice, to fee himielf outdone y 
To mix my parents in my lineal virtues, 
As Thefeus juft, and as Camilla challe. 
Pbad. The godlike Thefeus never was thy 
parent. 

No, 'twas fome monthly Cappadocian drudge, 
Obedient to the fcourge, and beaten to herarm%, - 
Begot thee, traitor, on the challe Camilla. 
Camilla, clialte ! an Amazon, and ohafte ! 
That quits her fex, and yet retains her virtue \ 
See the challe matron mount the neighing fteedj 
In Uriel embraces lock the ftruggl in g warrior, 
And choofe the lover in the iturdy foe \ 
Enter Mejfenger > and feems to talk eamejlly ivitb 
Lyeon. 

Hip. No; She refus'd the vows of godlike 
Thefeus, 

And choie to Rand his arms, not meet his love ; 
And doubt J ul was the fight. The wide Ther- 

modoon 

Heard the huge ftrokes refound j its frighted 

waves 

Conveyed the rattling din to diftant mores, 
While fhe alone fupported all his war ; 
Nor, till lhe funk beneath his thund ring arm, 
Beneath which warlike nations bowVl, wuild 
To honed, wiih'd-for love, [yield 

Pbad. Not Jo her for), 
Who boldly- ventures on forbidden flames, 
On one deicended from the cruel Pallas, 
Foe to thy father's perfon and his blood : 
Hated by him, of kindred yet more hated, 
The latlof all the wicked race he ruin'd. 
In vain a fierce fucceffive hatred reign 'd 
Between your fires in vain, like Cadmus' race^ 
With mingled blood they dyed the blufliing 
earth. 

Hip. In vain indeed, fince now the war is o'er: 
We, like the Theban race, agree to love, J}3 
And by our mutuaV flames and future offspring 
Atone for (laughter pail. 

Pbad. Your future offspring ! 
Heavens, what a medley's this"', what dark con- 
iu lion 

Of blood and death, of murder and relation ! 
What joy 't had been to old, difabjed Thefeus, 
When he mould take the offspring in his arms ! 
Even in his arms to hold an infant Pallas, 
And be upbraided with his grandfire's fate. „jg| 
O barbarous youth ! 

Lyc. Too barbarous, I fear. [Dijlant /bout. 
Perhaps e'en now his fa&ioirs up in arms, 
Since waving crowds roll onwards tow'rds the 
palace, 

And rend the city with tumultuous clamours I 
Perhaps- to murder Phaedra and her fon, 
And give the crown to him and his Ifmena. 
But I '11 prevent it. [Exit. 

Ifmena. 
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Ifmena brought in by Kvo Gentlemen, 
Phad What! the kind Ifmena, 
That nurs'd me, watch d my ficknefs ! 

• watch'd me, 
A_s rav'nous vultures watch the dying lion, 
To tear his heart, and riot in his blood. 
Hark, hark, my little infant cries for juftice ! 
O, be appeased, my babe, thou malt have juftice 1 
Now all the fpirits of my godlike race 
Iafiame my foul, and urge me on to vengeance. 
Ariamnes, Minos, Jove, th' avenging fun, 
Infpire my fury, and demand my juftice. 
O, you (kail have it; thou, Minos, malt applaud 
Yes, thou (halt copy it in their pains below. ( it. 
God of revenge, arife! He comes, he comes ; 
Aad (hoots himfelf thro' all my kindling blood. 
1 have it here ! — Now, bafe, perfidious wretch, 
Now ligh, and weep, and tremhle in thy turn. 
Yes, your Ifmena (hall appeafe my vengeance, 
luuena dies ; and thou, her pitying lover, 
I)oom d her to death. — Thou too "malt fee her 
bleed, 

See her convulfive pangs, and hear her dying 
groans : 

Go, glut thy eyes with thy ador'd Ifmena, 
Ajid laugh at dying Phaedra. 

dip. O Ifmena* [deaths 
Jfm. Alas ! my tender foul would (brink at 
Shake with its fears, and link beneath its pains 
In any caufe but this. — But now I 'm fteel'd, 
And the near danger leflens to my fight. 
Now, if I live, 'tis only for Hippolitus, 
Ana 1 with an equal joy I Ml die to fave him. , 
Yes, for his (afce, I'll go a willing (hade, 
Acd wait his CQmlng in th' Elyfian fields ; 
And there enquire of each defcending ghoft 
Of my lov'd hero's welfare, life, and honour; 
That dear remembrance will improve the blifs, 
Add to th* Elyfian joys, and make that Heaven 
more happy. 
Hip. O heavenjy virgin \ [A/ide.~\ O imperial 
Phaedra, 

Let your rage fall on this devoted head j 
But fpare, O fpare a guiltlefs virgin's life: 
Think of her youth, her innocence, her virtue $ 
Think with what warm compaflion (he bemoan 'd 
you j 

Think how (lie ferv'd and watch'd you in your 
ficknefs ; 

How ev'ry riling and defcending fun 
Sjw kind Ifmena watching o'er the queen. 
I only promis'd, I alone deceiv'd you ; 
And I, and only I, (hould feel you juftice. 
Jfm. O ! by thofe pow'rs, to whom I foon mud 
anfwer 

For all my faults ; by that bright arch of heaven 
I now laft fee, I wrought him by my wiles, 
By te.ti s, bj eatf, by ev'ry female art, 
Wrought his difdaining foul tofalfe compliance. 
The (on of Theleus could not think of fraud j 
'Twas woman all. 

Pha:d. 1 fee 'twas woman all : 
And woman's fraud (hould meet with woman's 
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vengeance. 

But yet thy courage, truth, and virtue (hock me 



I A love fo warm, fo firm, fo like my own. 
k) ! had the gods fo pleas'd,had bounteous Hea- 
O, (he Beftow'd Hippolitus on Phxdra's arms, [ven 
So had I flood the (hock of angry fate ; 
So had I given my life with joy to fave him. 
Hip. And can you doom her death ? can 
Minos' daughter 
Condemn the virtue which her foul admires ? 
Are not you Phaedra — once the boaft of fame, 
Shame of our lex, and pattern of your own } 

Pbad. Am 1 that Phuedra ? no, another loul 
Informs my alter' d frame. Could elfe Ifmena 
Provoke my hatred, yet deferve my love ? » 
Ayi me, ye gods ! fupport my linking glory, 
Rellore my reafon, and confirm my virtue. 
Yet, is my rage unjult ? then, why was Phxdra 
Refcued for torment, and preferv'd for pain ? 
Why did you raife me to the height of joy, 
Above the wreck of clouds and ltorms below, 
To dam and break me on the ground for ever > 
Jfm. Was it not time to urge him to compliance, 
At lealt to feign it, when perfidious Lycon 
Confin'd his perfon, and confpir'd his death ? 

Pbad. Confin'd and doom'u to death ! O 

cruel Lycon ! 
Could I have doom'd thy death ? could thefe 
fad eyes, 

That lov'd thee living, e'er behold thee dead ? 
Yet thou conldlt fee me die without concern, 
Rather thai; fave a wretched queen from ruin. 
Elfe could you choofe to trull the warring winds, 
The fwelling waves, the rocks, the faithlefs fands, 
And all the raging monfters of the deep ? 
O ! think you fee me on the naked more ; 
Think how I fcream, and tear my fcatter'd hair; 
Break from the embraces of my (hrieking maids, 
And harrow on the fand my bleeding bofom ; 
Then catch with wide-ftretch'd arms the empty 
billows, 

And headlong plunge into the gaping deep ! 

Hip. Odifmal ltate! my bleeding heart relents, 
And all my thoughts diilblve in tend'reft pity. 

Pbad. If you can pity, O refufe not love ! 
But (loop to rule in Crete, the feat of heroes, 
And nurfery of gods. "A hundred cities 
Court thee for lord,where the rich, bufy crowds 
Struggle for paflTage thro' the fpacious (Ireets ; 
Where thouland lhips o'erfhade the lefs'ning 
main, [dons 
And tire the lab'ring wind. The fuppliant na- 
Bow to its enfigns, and with lower'd (ails 
Confefs the ocean's queen. For thee alone 
The winds (hall blow, and the vaft ocean roll. 
For thee alone the famM Cydonian warriors 
From twanging yews lhall fend their fatal (hafts • 
Hip. Then let me march their leader, not 
their prince ; 
And at the head of your renownM Cydonians 
Brandifti this far-fam'd fword of conquering 
Thefeus j 

That I may (hake tfy Egyptian tyrant's yoke . 
From Alia's neck, and fix it on his own ; 
That willing nations may obey your laws,- 
And your bright anceftor, the lun, may (hin<* * 
On nought but Phsedra's empire. 

Yy 4 PhaAx 



6 9 6 



ELEGANT 



tkad. Why not thine ? 
Doit thou lb far deteit my profFer'd bed, 
As to relufe my crown ?— ■ O cruel youth ! 
By all the pain that wrings my tortur'd foul, 
By all the dear, deceitful hopes you gave me, 

0 tale, at lealt once more delude, my forrovJi 
For your dear fake I've loft my darling honour \ 
For you but now I gave my foul to death \ 
For you I 'd quit my crown, and Hoop beneath 
The happy bondnge or" an humble wife ; 
With thee I'd climb the tteepy Ida's fummit, 
And in the Icorching heat and chilling dews, 
O'er hills, o^er vales, purfue the Maggy lion. 
Carelefs of danger, and of wailing toil. 
Of pinching hunger, and impatient thirft, 

1 '11 find all joys in thee. 

Hip. Why ltoops the queen 
To alk, entreat, to fupphcate, and pray, 
To proftitute her crown and lex's honour, 
To one whole humble thoughts can only rife 
To be your flave, not lord ? 

Fb*d. And is that all ? 
See if he deign to force an artful groan, 
Or call a tear from his unwilling eyes ! 
Hard as his native rocks, cold as his fword, 
Fierce as the wolves that howl'd around hi* 
birth ! 

He hates the tyrant, and the fuppliant fcorns. 

0 Heaven ! O Minos ! O imperial Jove ! 
Do ye not bhtfh at my degenerate weaknefs ? 
Hence, lazy, mean, ignoble paflions, fly ! [ever, 
Hence from my foul — 'Tis gone, 'tis fled for 
And Heaven infpires my thoughts with righte- 

• ous vengeance. 

Thou (halt no more defpife my ofFer'd love; 
1st) more I fine n a (hall upbraid my weaknefs. 

[Catches Hifpolitus' j'vuorJ to Jlab hfrfdj 
Kow, all ye kindred gods, look down and fee 
How I '11 revenge you, and mylelf, on Phaedra 
Enter lycon, and Jhatckes away tbe fword. 

1 Lyc. Horror on horror ! Thefcus is return'd ! 
Fbad. Thefeus ! then what have I to do with 

life ? 

Miy I bejhatch'd with winds, by earth o'er- 
whel nYd, 

Rather than view the face of injur'd Thefeus 1 
Now wider ftill my growing horrors fpread, 
My fame, my virtue, nay my phrenfy's tied : 
Tnen view Uiy wretched race, imperial Jove, 
If crimes enrage you,*or misfortunes move ; 
On me your flames, on me your bolts employ, 
Me if your anger fpares, your pity ihould deftroy 

[Runs ojj. 

'Lyc. This may do fervice yet. 

| Exit Lycon, who carries off tbefzvord. 
Hip. Is he return 'd ? thanks to the pitying 
Shall I again behold his awful eyes ? ^pods ! 
Again be folded in his loving arms ? 
Yet in the midft of joy I fear for Phaedra j 
I fear his warmth and unrelenting juitice. 
O ! mould her raging palhon reach his ears, 
His tender love !>y anger fifM, would turn 
To burning rage ^Tri.mpcts found.] as loft Cy- 
domau oil, 
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Whofebalmvjuiceglideso'evth'untaftingtongue, 
Yet, toucir'd with fire, with hottelt flames will 

blaze. 

But, O ye pow'rs ! I fee his godlike form!- 

0 ecftafy of joy I he comes ! he comes ! 
Enter Tbefeus, Ojficer, and Guards. 

Is it my lord ? my father ? O, 'tis he ! 

1 fee him, touch him, feel his own embraces ; 
See all the father in his joyful eyes. 
Where have you been, my lord ? what angry 

demon 

Hid you from Crete ? from me ? what god has 
fav'd you ? 

Did not Philotas fee you fall ? O, anfwerme ; 
And then I'll alk a thoufand queftions more. 
Tbif. No 5 but to fave-my life I feign'd my 
death : 

My horie and well-known arms confirm'd the 
tale, 

And hinder'd farther fearch. This honeft Greek 
Conceal'd me in his houfe,andcur'd my wounds j 
Procur'd a velTel, and, to blel's me more, 

Accompanied my flight 

But this at leifure. Let me now indulge 
A father's fondnefs \ let me lnatch thee thus, 
Thus fold thee in my arm*. Such, fuch, was I 
[Embraces Hipfolitus, 
When firft I few thy mother, chatte Camilla ; 
And much fhe lov'd me. O ! did Phaedra view 



With half that fondnefs ! But fhe's dill un- 
kind, 

Elfe hafty joy had brought her to thefe arms, 
To welcome me to liberty, to life, 
And make that life a bleifing. Come, my fon, 
Let us to Phaedra. 

Htp Pardon me, my lord. 

Ibef. Forget her former treatment, (he's too 
good 

Still to perli ft in hatred to my fon. 

Hip. O ! let me fly from Crete — from you— 

[Ajide.] and Phaedra. 
Tkef. My fon, what means this turn > this 
fudden ftart ? 
Why would you fly from Crete, and from your 
father ? 

Hip. Not from my father, but from lazy Crete, 
To follow danger, and acquire renown ; 
To quell the monfters thatefcap'd your fword, 
And make the world confefs me Thefeus' fon. 
Tbef. What can this coldnefs mean ?— Retire, 
my fon. [Exit Hippolitus. 

While I attend the queen.— What Ihock is this? 
Why tremble thus my limbs ? why faints my 
heart ? 

Why am I thrilled with fear, till now unknown? 
Where's now the joy, theecltafy and tranfport, 
That warm'd my foul, and urqfd me on to 
Phaedra ? 

0, had I never lov'd her, I 'd been bleft. 
Sorrow and joy in love alternate reign \ 
Sweet is the blifs, diftratting is the pain. 
So when the Nile its fruitful deluge fpreads,' 
And genial heat informs its ilimy beds \ 

Here 
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Here yellow harvefts crown the fertile plain, 
There monftrous lerpents flight the laboring 
i wain J 

A various product fills the fatten'd (and, 
And the fame Hoods enrich and curie the land. 



ACT IV. 

Enter Lycon folus. 

Lyc. *T"*his may gain time till all my wealth *s 

* embarked, 
To ward my foes' revenge, and finifh mine, 
To (hake that empire which I can't poll'efs. 
But then the queen— me dies — why let her die ; 
Let wide deftruclion feize on ail together, 
So Lycon livfc— - — a lafe, triumphant exile, 
Great in difgrace, andenviedin his fall, f lions. 
The queen ! then try thy art, and work her paf- 

Enter Phaedra and Ladies. 
Draw her to act what molt her foul abhors, 
PolTefs her whole, and fpeak rhylelfin Pluedra. 

Pbad. Oif, let me look j why cruel, barb'rous 
maids, [ ru g e > 
"Syhy am I barr'd from death, the common re 
That fpreads its hoipitable annsfor all ? 
Why muft I drag th' infurferable load 
Of toul dilhonour, and despairing love ? 
O length" of pain ! Lm I 16 often dying, 
And yet net dead ? feel I lb oft death 's pangs, 
Kor once can find its eafe ? 

lyc. Would you now die ? 
Now quit the field 10 your infulting foe ? 
Then (hall he triumph o'er your blaftedname: 
Ages to come, the univerle ihall learn 
The wide immortal infamy Of Phaedra: 
And the poor babe, the idol of your foul, 
The lovely image of your dear dead lord, 
Shall be upbraided with his mother's crimes ; 
Shall bear your mame, fhaJi link beneath your 
faults. 

Inherit your difgrace, but not your crown. 
Pbad. Muft he too fall, involved in my dc- 
irruction, 

And only live to curfe the name of Phaedra ? 
O dear, unhappy babe ! mull I bequeath thee 
Only a fad inheritance of woe ? 
Gods ! cruel gods ! can 't all my pains atone, 
Unlefs they reach my infant's guiltlefs head ? 
O loft eftate ! when life 's fo lharp a torment, 
And death itfelf can *t qal'e ! AiTift me, Lycon \ 
Ad vile, fpeak comfort to my troubled foul. 
Lyc . 'Tis you muft dfive that trouble from 
your foul ; 

As ftreams when damm'd forget their ancient 
current, 

And wand'ring o'er their banks in other chan- 
nels flow; 

'Tis you muft bend your thoughts from hopc- 
lefs love, 

And turn their courfe to Thefeus'hanpybcfom, 
And crown his eager hopes with wilh'd enjoy- 
ment ; 



Then with frelh charms adorn your troubled 
Difplay the beauties firltinfpir'd his foul, [looks, 
Sooth with your voice, and woo him with your 
eyes. 

Pbad. Impoflible ! what, woo him with thefc 

eyes, 

Still wet with tears that flow'd — but not for The- 
leus ? 

This tongue, fo us'd to found another name ? 
What, take him to my arms ? O awful Juno! 
I^uch,love,carefshim,whilc my wand'ring fancy 
On other-objects itrays ? a lewd adultrefs 
In the chufte bed ? and in the father's arms, 
(O horrid thought ! O execrable inceft !) 
Ev'n in the father's arms, embrace the fon ? 

lyc Yet you muft lee him, left impatient love 
Should urge his temper to too nice a learch, 
Andill-tim'dablence mould difclofe your crime. 
Pbad. Could 1, when prelent to his awful 
eyes, 

Conceal the wild diforders of my foul ? 
Would not my groans, my looks, my ipeech be- 
tray me ? 

Betray thee, Phaedra ! then thou 'rtnotbetray'd. 
Live, live fecure, adoring Crete conceals thee } 
Thy pious love, and molt endearing goodnefs 
Will charm the kind Hippolitus to lilence. 

0 wretched Phaedra! O ill-guarded fecret! 
To foes alone difcios'd ! 

Lyc. I needs muft fear them, [tions. 
Spite of their vows, their oaths, their impreca- 
Pbtrd. Do imprecations, oaths, or vows avail ? 

1 too have fworn, ev'n at the alter fworn, 
Eternal love and endlefs faith to Thefeus ; 
And yet am falfe, forfworn : the hallowed (hrine 
That heard me fwear, iswitnefs to my falfehood. 
The youth, the very author of my crimes, 
Ev'n he fhall tell the fault himfelf injpir'd : 
The fatal eloquence thatcharnVd my fou! 
Shall lavilh all its arts to my deftruction 

Lyc. Hippolitus — 
O, he will tell it all— deftru&ion feize him ! 
With feeming grief, and aggravating pity, 
And, more to blacken, will excufe your folly j 
Falfe tearsr mail wet his unrelenting eyes, 
And his glad heart with artful lighs mail heave. 

Then Thefeus how will indignation fwell 

His mighty fuart f how his majeltic frame 
Will (hake with rage too fierce, too fwift for vent!! 

While the proud Scythian— 

How he 'II expofe you to the public fcorn, 
And loathing crowds (hall murmur out their 
horror ! 

Then the fierce Scythian — now methinks I fee 
His fiery eyes with fullen pleafures glow, 
Survey your tortures, and iniult your pangs ; 
I fee him, 1 mi ling on the plcas'd Ifmena, 
Point out; with lcorn the oncc-proud tyrant 
Phaedra. 

Pbad. Curft be his name ! may infamy at- 
tend him ! 

May fwift deihuclion fall upon his head, 
Hurl'd by the hand of thole he moll adores ! 
Lyc. By heaven, prophetic truth infpires your 
tongue : 

He 
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He (hall endure the fhame he means to give ; 
For all the torments which he heaps on you, 
With jtfft revenge, mall Thefeus turn on him. 

Pbad. Is 't poliible ? O Lyeon ! O my refuge ! 
f> good old man \ thou oracle of wifdom ! 
Declare the means, that Phaedra may adore thee. 

Lyc. Accufe him iirft. 

Pbad. O heavens ! accufe the guiltlefs ? 

Lyc. Then be accused ; let Theieus know your 
crime ; : 

Let kiting infamy overwhelm your glory; 

Let your foe triumph, and your infant fall 

Shake off this idle lethargy of pity; 
With ready war preventlh' invading foe, 
Prelerve your glory, and fecure your vengeance : 
Be yours the fruit, fecurity and eafe ; 
The guilt, the danger, and the labour mine. 

Pb*d. Heavens I Thefeus comes. 

Ly:. Declare your la It refolves. 

Pbad. Do you refolve,for Phaedra can do no 
thing. [Exit Pbadra, 

Lyc Now,Lycon, heighten his impatient love, 
Now raife his pity, now inflame his rage, 
Quicken his hopes, then qu ilh 'em withdefpair ; 
Work his tumultous paflrons into phrenfy; 
Unite* them all, then turn them on the foe. 
Enter Tbef us. 

Tbef Was that my queen, my wife, my idol 
Phaedra ? 

Does (he ftill fhun me ? O injurious Heaven! 
Why did you give me back again to life ? 
Why did you lave me from the rage of battle 
To let me fall by her more fatal hatred ? 
- Lyc. Her hatred! no ; Ihe loves you with fuch 
fondnefs 

As none but that of Thefeus e'er could equal : 
Yet, ib the Gods have doonVd, fo Heaven will 

have it, [more. 
She nc*er mult view her much-lov'd Thefeus 
Tbef Not fee her ! By my fulf 'rings but I 

will, 

Tho* troops embattled mould oppofe my pafTage, 
And ready death fhall guard the fatal way. 
Ndit fee her! O ! I ""11 ciafp her in thefe arms, 
Break tbiV the idle bands that yet have ncld me 
And fcizc the joys my honett love may claim. 
Lyc. Isthis a time for joy^vhenPhxdra's grief— 
Tbef. Ife this a time for grief? Is this my wel- 
come 

To air, to life, to liberty, and Crete > 
Not this I hop'd, when, urg'd by ardent love, 
I wing'd my eager way to Phaedra's arms ; 
Then, to my thoughts, relenting Phaedra flew 
With open arms to welcome my return ; 
With kmd endearing blame condemned my ra(h- 
ncls, 

And made me fwear to venture out no more. 
Oh ! my warm foul, my boiling fancy glow'd 
With charming hopes of yet u matted joys ; ., 
New pleafureshTi'd my mind \ all dangers, pains, 
Wars,wounds,dcfeats,in that dear hope wcRelolt. 
And does (he now avoid my eager love ? 
Purine me ttill with unrelenting hatred? 
Invent new pain ? deteft, loath, (bun my fight ? 
Fly my return, and furrow for my iafcty ? 



Lyc. 0,think not Co ! for, by th* unerring gods, 
When firft I told her of your w4nVd return, 
When the lov'd found of Thefeus reach *d her 



ears, 

At that dear mime me rearM her drooping head, 
Her feeble hands, and watV)T eyes to heaven, 
To blefs the bounteous gods : at that dear name 
The raging tempeft of her grief was-calufd ; 
Her fighs were hufiVd, and tears forgot to flow4 
Tbef. Did my return bring comfort for her 
forrow ? 

Then hafte, conducl me to the lovely mourner. 
O, I will ki fe the pearly drops away; 
Suck from her rofy lips the fragrant lighs ; 
With other lighs her panting breaft fhall heave, 
With other dews her fwimming eyes fhall melt, 
With other pangs her throbbing heart lhall beat, 
And all her forrows (hall be loft in love. 
Lyc. Does Thefeus burn with fuch uuheard 
of pafiion ? 

And (hall not (he with out-ftretchM arms receive 

him, { 
And with an equal ardour meet his vows, 
The vows of one fo dear ? O righteous gods ! 
Why mull the bleeding heart of Thefeus bear 
Such tort'ring pangs? whilePhaedra,dead to love, 
Now with acculing eyes on angry heaven 
Steadfaftly gazes, and upbraids the gods ; 
Now with dumb piercing grief, and humble 
Fixes hergloomy watYy orbs'to earth ; [fhame, 
Now burfts with fwellinganguifh, rends the Ikies 
With loud complaints ofheroutrageous wrongs. 
Tbef Wrongs ? is fhe wrongM ? and lives he 

yet who wrongM her ? 
Lyc. He live?, fo great, ib happy, fo beloved, 
Th itPhxdra fcarcecan hope,fcarccwi(b,revenge. 
Tbef. Shall Thefeus live, and not revenge his 
Phaedra ? 

Gods ! ihall this arm, renowned for righteous 

, vengeance, 
For quelling tyrants, and redrefltng wrongs. 
Now tail ? now firft, when Phaedra Vmjur'd/ail ? 
" O let us hafte**— 

Speak, Lycon, hafte ; declare the fecret villain, 
The wretch fo meanly bafe to injure Phaedra, 
So rafhly brave to dare the fword of Thefeus. 
Lyc. I dare not fpeak, but fure her wrongs 
are mighty. 
The pale cold hue that deadens nil her charms, 
Her fighs, her hollow groans, her flowing tears. 
Make me fufpecl her monftrous grief will end 
her. 

Tbef. End her ! end Thefeus firft, and all man- 
kind; 

But moll that villain, tftat detefted flave, 
That brutal coward, that dark lurking wretch. 

Lyc. O noble heat of unexampled love ! 
This Phaedra hopM, when, in the midft of grief, 
In the wild torrent of overwhelming forrows, 
She, groaning, Rill invoked, ftill call'd on The- 
feus. 

Tbef. Did fhe then name me ? did the weeping 
charmer ™ 
Tnvoke my name, and call for aid on Thefeus ? i! 
O ! that lov\l voice -upbraided my del ly. 

' Why 
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Why then this ftay ? I come, I fly, O Phaedra ! 
Lead on.— Now, dark difturber of my peace, 
If now thou 'it known, what luxury of ven- 
Hafte, lead, conduct me. [geance ! 

lyc. O ! I beg you ftay. 

1'hef, What, ftay when Phaedra calls ? 

Lyc. O ! on my knees, 
By all the gods, my lord, I beg you ftay j 
" O! I conjure you Hay," 
As you reipecl your peace, your life, your glory; 
As PrucdnTs days are precious to your foul j 
By all your love, by Phaedra's forrows, ftay. 

l'bef. Where lies the danger ? wherefore ihould 
I ftay ? 

Lyc.s Yout fudden prefcnce would furprife her 
foul, 

Renew the galling image of her wrongs, 
Revive her forrow, indignation, fliame ; 
And all your ion would ltrike her from your eyes. 
Ibef. My fon ! — But he *s too good, too brave 

to wrong her. 
Whence then that ihocking change, that ftrpng 

furprife, [dra ? 

That fright that feiz'd him at the name of Phae- 
Lyc. Was he furpris'd t that fhew\l at leaft: 

remorfe. 

*Thef. Remorfe ! for what ? by Heavens, my 
troubled thoughts 
Prcf'ge fome dire attempts — fay, what remorfe ? 
Lyc. I would not — yet 1 m\iit : this you com- 
t mand$ 

This Phaedra orders ; thrice her faltYing tongue 
Bad me unfold the guilty fcene to Thefeus ; 
Thrice with loud cries recalPdine on my way, 
And blam'dmy i peed,and chidmy rafhobedience, 
Lelt the unwelcome tale ihould wound your 
peace. 

At laft, with looks ferenely fad, (he cried, 
Go, tell it all ; but in fuch artful words, 
Such tender accents, and fuch melting founds, 
As may appeafe his rage, and move his pity ; 
As may incline him to forgive his fon 
A grievous fault, but ftill a fault of love. 
ibef. Of love ? what ftrange fufpicions rack 
my ibul ! 

As you regard my peace, declare what love ! 
Lyc. Thus urgM, I muft declare. Yet, pity- 
ing Heaven! 
Why mult I fpeak ? why muft: unwilling Lycon 
Accufe the prince of impious love to Phaedra ? 
Thef. Love to his mother ! to the wife of 
Thefeus ! [eyes, 
Lyc. Yes ; at the moment firft he view'd her 
FVn at the altar, when you join'd your hands, 
His eafy heart received the guilty flame, 
And from that time he prefsM herwith his pafflon. 
The/. Then \ was for this ihe banihYd him 
from Crete ; 
I thought it hatred all. O righteous hatred ! 
Forgive me,Heaven ! forgive me^njur'd Phaedra, 
That I in lecret have condemned thy jultice. 
O * 'twas all juit , and Thefeus /hall revenge, 
Ev'n on his fon, revenge his Phaedra's wrongs. 
Lyc. What eafy tools are tluie blunt, honeft 
heroes, 

/ 
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Who with keen hunger gorge the naked hook. 
Prevent the bait the ftatefinaix's art prepares, 
And port to ruin ! — Go, believing fool, 
Go act thy far-famM juftice on thy fon, 
Next on thyfelf, and both make way for JLycon. 

" ' [Afute. 

Tbef. Ha ! am I fure ihe 's wrong'd ? perhaps 
'tis malice. 

Slave, make it clear, make good your accufation, 
Or treble fury ihall revenge my fon. 

Lyc . Am I then doubted, can Phaedra or your 
Lycon 

Be thought to forge fuch execrable faifehoods ? 
Gods ! when the queen unwillingly complains, 
Can you fufpecr her truth? O godlike Thefeus I 
Is this the iove you bear unhappy Phaedra ? 
Is this herhop'd-for aid ? Go, wretched matron, 
Sigh to the winds,andrendth' unpitying heavens 
With thy vain forrows ; lince relentlefs Thefeus, 
Thy hope, thy refuge,Thefeus will not hear thee. 
Tbef. Not hear my Phaedra ! not revenge hex*. 
wrongs ! 

Speak, make thy proofs j and then his doom as 
flx'd 

As when Jove nods, and high Olympus fliakes^ 
And fate bis voice obeys. 

Lyc. Yet ftay, bear witnefs, Heaven ! 

[Fetches a fzuord. 
With what reluctance I produce this fword^ 
This fatal proof again ft the unhappy prince, 
Left it fhould work your juftice to his ruin, 
And prove he aiufd at force as well as inceft. 

Tbef. Gods ! 'tis illufionall ! Is this the fword 
By which Procruftes, Sciron, Pallas fell ? 
Is tbis the weapon which my darling fon 
Swore to employ in nought but a&s «f honour? 
Now, faithful youth, thou nobly haft fulfilled 
Thy gen'rous promife. O moft injurM Phaedra ! 
Why did I truft to his deceitful form ? 
Why blame thy juftice, or fufpecl thy truth ? 

Lyc. Had you this morn beheld his ardent eyes, 
Seen his arm lock'd in her difheveH'd hair, 
That weapon glittVing o'er her trembling bofom > 
Whilft ihe with fcreams refus'd his impious 
love, 

Entreating death, and rifing to the wound ! 
O ! had you fe*en her, when th 1 affrighted youth 
Retired at yourapproach; had you then feen her, 
In the chafte tranfports of becoming fury, 
Seize on the fword to pierce her guilt lefs bofom ! 
Had you feen this, you could not doubt her 
truth. 

Thif. O impious' monfter ! O, forgive me, 
Phcedra ! 

And may the gods infpire my injurM fonl 
With equal vengeance that may fuit his crimes ! 
Lyc. For Phaedra's fake forbear to taUt of 
vengeance ; 

That with new pains would wound her tender 
b re aft. 

Send him away from Crete ; and by his abfence 
Give Phaedra quiet, and afford him mercy. 
Ibef. Mercy ! for what ? O well has he re- 
warded 

PoorPhxdra'smercy.— 'Omollbarb^ous traitor! 

To 
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To wrong fuch beauty andinfultfuch goodnefs. 
Mercy ! what's that ? a virtue coin'd by villains, 
Who praife the weaknels which iupports their 
crimes^ 

Be mute, and fly : left, when my rage is rous'd, 
Thou for thyfelf in vain implore my mercy. 
Lyc. Dull fool ! I laugh at mercy more than 
thou doft, 

More than I do the juftice thou 'rt fo fond of. 
Now come, young hero, to thy father's arms, 
Receive the due reward of haughty virtue ; 
Now boaft thy race, and laugh at earth-born 
Lycon. [/i/Ue, and Exit. 



Enter Hippalitus. 

The/. Yet can it be ? Is this th' inceftuous 
villain ?< 

How great his prefence, how erecl his look ! 
How ev'ry grace, how all his - virtuous mother 
Shines in his face, and charms me from his eyes ! 
O Neptune ! O great founder of our race ! 
Why was he fram'd with fuch a godlike look ? 
Why wears he not fomc mod detefted form, 
Baleful to fight, as horrible to thought ; 
That I might acl: my juftice without grief, 
Punifh the villain, not regret the fon > 

Hip. May I-prefume to afk, what, fecret care 
Broods in your breaft, and clouds your royal 
brow ? 

Why dart your awful eyes thofe angry beams, 
And fright Hippolitus they us'd to cheer ? 
*Ibef. Anfwer me firft. When cali'd to wait 
on Phsedra, 

What fudden fear furpris'd your troubled foul ? 
Why didyourebbingbloodforiakeyour cheeks 
Why did you haften from your father's arms, 
To fhun the queen, your duty bids you pleafe ? 
Hip. My lord, to pleafe the queen Tin forced 
to (hun her, 
And keep this hated objeft from her light. 
The/. Say, what 's the caufe of her inveterate 
hatred ? 

Hip. My lord., as yet I never gave her caufe.. 
7bef. O were it fo ! {Afide.] When laft did 

you attend her r— 
Hip. When- laft attend heV ? — O unhappy 

queen ! 

Your error's known, J r et Idifdain to wrong you, 
Or to betray a fault* mylelf have caus'd. [Ajlde. 
When laft attend her ?— 

'Ikef. Anfwer me directly ; 
Nor r!are toVifle with your father's rage. 

Hip. My lord, this very morn I law the queen. 

r/jef. What pafs'd ? 

Hip. I alk'd permiflion to retire. 

7bef. And was that all ?— 

Hip. My lord, I humbly beg, 
With the melt low fubmillions, alk no more. 

The/. Yet you don't anfwtr, with your low ■ 
fubrniftions. 
Anfwer, or never hope to fee me more. 
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T/ief. He changes, gods ! and falters at the 
queftion. 

His fears, his words, his looks declare him guilty. 

[Afide. 

Hip. Why do you frown, my lord ? why turn 

away 

As from fome loathfome monfter,not your fon ? 
Tbef. Thou art that monfter, and no more my 

Ton. 

Not one of thofe of the moft horrid form, 
OV which my hand has eas'd the burthen'd earth, 
Was half fo Ihocking to my fight as thou. 
Hip. Where am I, gods ? is that my father 
The feus ? 
Am I awake ? am I Hippolitus ? 
Tbef. Thou art that hend, thou art Hippo- 
litus, 

Thou art O fall, O fatal ftain to honour J 

How had my vain imagination form'd thee I 
Brave as Alcides, and as Minos juft. 
Sometimes it led me thro' the maze Of war j 
There it furvey'd thee ranging thro* the field, 
Mowing down troops, and dealing out deftruc- 
tion : 

Sometimes with wholefomelaws reforming itates; 
Crowning their happy joys with peace and plenty „ 

While you — 

Hip. With all my father's foul infpir'd, 
Burnt with impatient thirll of early honour, 
To hunt thro' bloody fields the chace of glory, 
And blefs your age with trophies like your own. 
Gods, how that warm'd me ! how my throbbing 
heart 

Leap'd to the image of my father's joy, 
When you ihould ftrain me in your folding 
arms, 

And with kind raptures, and with fobbing joys, 
Commend my valc*rr, and confefs your Ion ! 
How did I think my glorious toil o'erpaid \ 
Then great indeed, and in my father's love 
With more than conqueft crown'd, 
Cry, go on, Hippolitus \ 
Go tread the rugged paths of daring honour; 
Prac~Hle the ftricttft and auftereft virtue, 
And all the rigid laws of righteous Minos : 
Thefeus, thy father Thefeus, will reward thee. 
tfbef. Reward thee ! — yes, a"s Minos would 

reward thee. 
Was Minos then thy pattern * and did Minos, 
The great, the good, the jtoft, the righteous 

Minos, 

The judge of hell, and oracle of earth, 
Did he infpire adultery, force, and inceft ? 

-<c". 

Ifmena appears. 
-Ifm. Ha ! what 's this ? [Afde* 
Hip. Amazement ! inceft ? 
The/. Inceft with Phaedra, with thy mother 

Phxdra. 



Hip. This charge, fo unexpected, fo amazing, 
9o new, fo (i range, impoflible to thought, 
Hip. Too mucli he knows, I fear, w thcut my Stuns my aftonifh'd foul, and ties my voice. 
' teliim; ; I Tbef. Then let this wake thee, this once glo- 

Andthe poor c:uecn's betray'd, andloft forever. rious fword, 

lAjidt. i With which thy taaher ann'd thy infant hand, 

Not 
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Not for this purpofe. O abandon'd flave ! 
O early villain, moil deteftcd coward ! 
With this, my imtrument of youthful glory, 
Witti this t' invade the fpotlefs phacdra*s honour ! 
Phaedra, my life, my better half, my queen ! 
That very Phredra 1 for whofe juit defence 
The gods would claim thy fword. 

Hip. Amazement \ death ! 
Heavens! duril I raiie the far-fam'd fword of 
The feus 

Againit his queen, againft my mother's bofom? 
% 'Lbtf. If not, declare when, where, aad how 
you loft it ? 

How Phxdra gain 'd it ? — 0 all ye gods^ie'sfilent! 
Why wasitbar'd ? whofe bofom was itaim'dat ? 
What meant thy arm advanc'd, thy glowing 
cheeks, 

Thy hand, heart, eyes ? O villain ! monftrous 
villain ! 

Hip. Is there no way, no thought, no beam of 
light? 

No clue to guide me thro'* this gloomy maze, 
To clear my honour, yet preferve my faith' ? 
None, none-, ye pow'rs ! and muft I groan beneath 
This execrable load of foul diihorjour ? 
Mult Theieus furfer iuch unheard-of torture ? 
Theleus, my rather ! No. Til break thro' all : 
All oaths, all vows, all idle imprecations, 
I '11 give them to the winds. Hear mc, my lord ; 
Hearyour wrong 1 d fon. Thefrvord — O fatal vow, 
Enlharingoaths — and thou,raih thoughtlefs fool, 
To bind thyfelf in voluntary chains I 
Yet to thy fatal truft continue firm ! 
Beneath difgrace, tho' infamous, yet honeft. 
Yet hear me, father :.— May the righteous gods 
Show'r all their curfes on this wretched head ! 

O, may they doom me 

Thef. Yes, the gods will doom thee. 
The fword, the fword ! — Now fwear, and call to 
witnefs 

Heaven, hell, and earth, I mark it not from one 
That breathes beneath iuch complicated guilt. 
Hip. Was that like guilt, when,with expanded 
arms, 

I fprang to meet you at your wifh'd return ? 
Does this appear like guilt, when thus ferene, 
With eyes ere&, and vifage unappall'd, 
Fix'd on that awful face, I ftand the charge, 
Amaz'd, not fearing ? Say, if I am guilty, 
Where are the confcious looks, the face now pale, 
Now flufhing red, the downcalt haggard eyes, 
Or fix\d on earth, or llowly rais'd to catch 
A fearful view, then funk again with horror? 
Tiff. This is for raw, untaught, unriniuVd 
villJws. 

Thou in thy bloom haftrreach'd th' abhorr'd 
perfection ; 

Thy even looks could wear a peaceful calm, 
The beauteous ltamp (O Heavens!) of faultlefs 
virtue, 

While thy foul heart contriv'd this horrid deed ! 
O harden 'd fiend ! I'll hear no more ! 
Dilturb thy foul, or ruffle thy fmooth brow ! 
What ! no remorfe ? no qualms ? no pricking 
pangs ? 



No feeble ftruggle^ef rebelling honour ? 
O ! 'twas thy joy, thy fecret hoard of blifs, 
To dream, to ponder, act it o'er in thought; 
To dote, to dwell on ; as rejoicing mifers 
Brood o'er their precious ftores of fecret gold. 
Hip. Mult I not fpeak ? Then fay, unerring 
Heaven, 

Why was I born with fuch a thirft of glory > 
Why did this morning dawn to my di (honour ? 
Why did not pitying fate with ready death 
Prevent the guilty day ? x * 

Tpef. Guilty indeed. 
Ev'ri at the time you heard your father's death, 
And fuch a father (O immortal god»!) 
As held thee dearer than his life and glory! 
When thou fhouldit rend the (kies with clam'rous 
grief, 

Reat thy fid bread, and tear thy llarting hair* 
Then to my bed to force your impious way j 
With horrid luit t' infult my yet warm urn; 
Make me the l'corn of hell, and fpbrt for 
fiends ! 

Thefe are the fun'ral honours paid to Thefeus f 
Thefe are the forrows, thefe the hallow'd rites, 
To which you 'd call your father's hov'ring fpirit. 

, Enter Ifmena. *• 

Ifm. Hear me, my lord, ere yet-you fix hii 
doom : [Turning to Thvfeus. 

Hearone that comes to fhield his injur'd honour, 
And guard his life with hazard of her own. 
tjiejl Tho' thou *rt the daughter of my hated 
foe, 

Tho' ev'n thy beauty's Icathfome to my eyes, 
Yet juftice bids me hear thee. 

Ifm. Thus I thank you. [Kneels. 
Then know, miiraken prince, his honed foul 
Could ne'er be fway'd by impious love to Phae^ 
dra, 

Since I before engag'd his early vows ; 
With all my wiles lubdued his itr.uggling heart, 
For ldng his duty ftruggled with his love. 
"The/. Speak, is this true ? on thy obedience 
fpeak. 

Hip. So charg'd, I own the dang'rous truth ; 
I own, 

Again ft her will, I lov'd tfie fair Ifmena. 
Thef. Canft thou be only clear'd by difobe* 
dience, ^ 

And juftified hy crimes ? What, love my foet 
Love one defcended from a race of tyrants', 
Whole blood yet reeks on my avenging 
fword ! 

I 'm curft each moment I delay thy fate. 
Hafte to the lhades, and tell the happy Pallas 
Ifmena's flames, and let him tafte fuch joys 
As thou giv'ft me j go, tell applauding Mino* 
The pious love you bore his daughter Phadra; 
Tell it the chattering ghofls, and hiffing; 
furies, 

Tell it the grinning* fiends, till hell found 
nothing 

To thy pleas d ears but Phaedra, thy mother 

Phaedra | 
Here, guard* \ 

Enter 
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Seize him, Cratander ; take this guilty fword, 
Let his own hand avenge the crimes it atted, 
And bid him die, at leaft, like Thefeus* fon. 
Take him away, and execute my orders. 

Hip. Heavens ! how that ftrikes me ! how it 

wounds my foul 
To think of your unutterable forrows, 
When you mall find Hippolitus was guiltlefs ! 
Yet when you know the innocence youdoom'd, 
When you mall mourn your Ton's unhappy fate, 
O, I be leech you by the love you bore me, 
XVith my laft words (my words will then prevail ), 
O; for my fake, forbear to touch' your life, 
Nor wound again Hippolitus in Thefeus. 
Let all my virtues, all my joys furvive 
Frerti in you* breait, but be my woes forgot; 
The woes which fate, and not my father,wrought. 
O, let me dwell for ever in your thoughts ; 
Let me be honoured It ill, but not deplored. 
fbef. Then thy chief care is for thy father's 

life ? 

O blooming hypocrite ! O young diflembler ! 
Well halt thou fliewn the care thou tak'it of 
Thefeus. 

0 all ye gods ! how this inflames my fury ! 

1 fcarce can hold my rage ; my eager hands 
Tremble to reach thee. No, difhonour'd The- 
feus, 

Blot not thy fame with fuch a monfter's blood. 
Snatch' him away. 

hip. Lead on. Farewel, Ifmena. 

[Exit guarded. 

Ifm. O ! take me with him, let me ihare his 
fate. 

O awful Thefeus ! yet revoke his doom. 
See, fee the very minifters of death, 
Tho' bred to blood, yet flirink, and wifh to fave 
him. 

cfkef. Slaves, villains, drag her away. 
Ifm, O, tear me, cut me, till my fever'd limbs 
Grow to my Lord, and ihare the pains he fuffers. 
Tbef. Villains, away ! 
Ifm. O The leu s ! hear me, hear me ! 
Ibcf. Away, nor taint me with thy loathfome 
touch. 
Off, woman ! 

Ifm. O let me ftay 1 I '11 tell you all ! 

[E* it Thefeus. 
Already gone! Tell it, s ye con fc ions walls i 
Bear it, ye winds, upon your pitying wing-?; 
Jlefouud it, Fame, with all your hundred 
. tongues. 

Ohaplefs youth ! all heaven confpires ngainftyou. 

The conlcious walls conceal the fatal fecret ; 

Th' untainted winds refufe th 1 in feeling load; 

And Fame itfelf is mute. Nay, ev'n Ifmena, 

Thy, own Ifmena '8 (worn to thy deilruftion. 
But (till whatever the cruel gods defign, -\ 
In the fame fate our equal itars combine, { 
And he who dooms thy death pronounces I 
mine. ' J 

*thef Too well I know the truth ; 

What could flic tell me but fictitious art, 



Bv woman's art derived to turn the courfe 
Of juftice from a wretch, whole death both goih 
And men demand of Thefeus ! 



ACT V. 

Enter Vbadra and Lycon. 
cuse youriclf! On my knees I be* 

you, 



Ly, A c 

By all the gods,'recal the fatal mefTage. 
Heavert* ! will you ftand the dreaded rage of 
Thefeus, 

And brand your fame, and work your ov, n de- 
ltni6tion ? 

Phad. By thee I v m branded, and by thee 
deitrcy'd ; 

Thou bofom ferpent, thou alluring fiend ! 
Yet fha'n't you boaft the miferies you caufe, 
Nor Tcape the ruin you have brought on all. 
lyc. Was it not your command ? has faithful 
Lycon 

E'er fpoke, e'er thought, defign'd, contriv'd, or 

afted, 

Has he'done aught, without the queen's confent? 
Phced. Pleadlt thou confent to what thou firft 
infpir'dft ? 
Was that confent ? O fenfelefs politician ! 
When adverfe paflions ltruggled in mybreaft, 
When anger, fear, love, forrow, guilt, defpair, 
Drove out my reafon, and ufurp'd my foul ! 
Yet this confent you plead, O faithlefs Lycon! 
O, on*y zealous for the fame of Phavdra! 
With this you blot my name and * learyourown; 
And what's my phrenfy ihall be call'd my crime. 
What then is thine, thou cool, delib'rate villain, 
Thou wife, fore-thinking, weighing politician ! 
Lyc. O \ 'twas fo black a charge, my tongue 
recoiPd 

At its own found, and horror (hook my foul j 
Yet ltill,tho* piere'd with fuch amazing anguilh, 
Such was my zeal, fo much I lov'd my, queen, 
I broke thro 1 all, to fave the life of Phaedra. 
JW. What 's life ? O all ye gods ! can life 
, atone 

For all the monflrous crimes by which it 's 

bought ? 

O can I live, when thou, O foul of honour ! 
O early hero ! by my crimes art ruin'd ? 
Perhaps ev'n now the great, unhappy youth ; 
Falls by the fordid hands- of butchering villains; 

Now, now he meeds, he dies ! — O perjur'd 

traitor ! 

See, his rich blood in purple torrents flows, 
And Nature fallies in unbidden grdSns ! 
Now mortal pangs dillort his lovely form, 
His rofy beauties fade, his Harry eyes 
Now darkling fwim, and fix their clofing beams \ 
Now in fhort gafps his lab'ring fpirit heaves, 
And weakly flu iters on his falt'ring tongue, 
And ifcruggies into found. Hear, moniter, hear.! 
With his iaft breath he curfes perjurM Phaedra; 
He fummons Phadra to the bar of Minos ; 
Thou too fhalt there appear; to torture thee 
Whole hell lhallbeemploy 'd,andfuJr 'rin^Phaedra 

Shall 
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Shal 1 find (bme eafe,to fee thee ftill more wretched . 
Lyc. O all ye pow'rs ! O Phxdra I hear me, 
hear me : 

By all my zeal, by all my anxious cares, 
By thole unhappy crimes I wrought to ferve you, 
By thefe old withered limbs, and hoary hairs, 
By all my tears. — O heavens ! (he minds me not j 
She hears not my complaints. O wretched Ly- 
con ! 

To what art thou referv'd ? 

Pbad. Referv'd to all 
The (harped ,ilowelt pains that earth can furnifh, 

To all I wiih on Phxdra— Guards, fecure 

liim. 

Enter Guards. Lyccn carried off. 
Ha, Thefeus ! — Gods ! my freezing blood con- 
geals, 

And all my thoughts, defigns, and words are loft. 

Enter thefeus. 
The/. Doft thou at laft repent ? O lovely Phae- 
dra ! 

At lad with equal ardour meet my vows ? 

0 dear-bought blefling! — Yet Til not complain, 
Since now my fharpeit grief is all o'erpaid, 
And only heightens joy. Then hafte> my 

charmer, 

Let 's feaft our famifh'd fouls with amorous riot, 
With herceft blifs atone for our delay, 
And in a moment love the age we 've loft. 
Pbad. Stand off*! approach me, touch me not ! 
fly hence, 

Far as the diftant fkies, or deepeft centre ! 
Tbef. Amazement! death I Yegods whoguide 
the world, 

What can this mean ? So fierce a deteftation, 
So ltrong abhorrence ! — Speak, exquifite tor- 
menter ! 

Was it for this your fummons fiU'd my foul 
With eager raptures and tumultuous tranfports, 
Ev'n painful joys, and agonies of blifs ? 
Did I for this obey my Phaedra's call, 
And fly with trembling hafte to meet her arms ? 
And am I thus received ? O cruel Phaedra! 
Was it for this you rous'd my drowfy foul 
From the dull lethargy of hopelefs love ? 
And doft thou only lhew thofe beauteous eyes 
To wake defpair, and blaftme with their beams ? 

Pbad. O, were that all to which the gods have 
doom'd me ! 
But angry Heaven has laid in ftore for Thefeus 
Such perfect mifchief, fuch tranfeendent woe, 
That the black image fhocks my frighted fold, 
And the words die on my reluctant tongue. 

The/. Fear not to fpeakitj that harmonious 
voice 

Will make the fiddeft tale of forrow pleafing-, 
1 And charm the grief it brings. Thus let me 
hear it, 

Thus in thy fight; thus gazing on thofe eyes, 

1 can fupport the utmoft fpite of fate, [fair. 
And ftand the rage of Heaven.— Approach, my 

Pbad. Off! or I fly for ever from thy fight: 
Shall I embrace^ the father of Hippolitus ? 



T'bef. Forget the villain j drive him from your 

foul. 

Pbad. Can I forget, or drive him from my foul ? 
O ! he will ilill be prefent to my eyes ; 
His words will ever echo in my ears ; 
Still will he be the torture of my days, 
Bane of my life, and ruin of my glory. 

Tbefs And mine and all. O moft abandon'd 
villain ! 

O lading fcandal to our godlike race ! 

That could contrive a crime lb foul as inceft. 

Pbad. Inceft! O, name it not ! 
The very mention fhakes my inmoft foul; 
The gods are ftartled in their peaceful manfons, 
And nature fickens at the (hocking found. 
Thou brutal wretch, thou execrable monfter I 
To break thro 1 all the laws that early flow 
From untaught reafbn, and diftinguifh manj 
Mix like the ienfelefs herd with beftial lull, 
Mother and fon, prepofteroufly wicked ; 
To banifh from thy foul the reverence due 
To honour, nature, and the genial bed $ 
And injure one fo great, fo good as Thefeus V 

The/. To injure one fo great, ib good as 
Phaedra. 

O flave ! to wrong fuch purity as thine ; 
Such dazzling brightnefs, fuch exalted virtue! 
Pbad. Virtue ! all-feeing gods, ye know my 
virtue. 

Muft I fupport all this ? O righteous Heaven ! 
Can 't I yet fpeak ? Reproach I could have 
borne, 

Pointed his latire's flings,* and edg'd his rage : 

But to be prais'd ! Now, Minos, I defy thee; 

Ev'n all thy dreadful magazines of pains, 
Stones, furies, wheels, are ilight to what I fuflfer 
And hell itfelf 's relief. 

Tbef. What 'shell to thee ? 
What crimes couldft thou commit ? or what re- 
proaches 

Could innocence fo pure as Phaedra's fear ? 

0 ! thou 'rt the chafteft matron of thy lex, 
The faireft pattern of excelling virtue. 
Our lateft annals ihall record thy glory, 
The maid's example, and the matron's theme. 
Each (kilful artift ihall exprefs thy form 

In animated gold. The threatening fword 
Shall hang for ever o'er thy fnowy bofbm $ 
Such heavenly beauty on thy face fhall bloom ' • 
As (hall almoft excufe the villain's crime : 
But yet that firmnefs, that unfkaken virtue, 
As ftill (hall make the monfter more detefted. 
Where 'er you pais, the crowded way fhall found 
With joyful cries and endlefs acclamations. 
And whenafpiring bards in daring drains 
Shall raife fome heavenly matron to the' powers, 
They '11 fay, " She's great, flic's true,"me's chaste 
as Phaedra." 
Pbad, This might have been. But now, O 
cruel stars ! 
Now, as I pafs, the crowded way fhall found 
With hifling fcorn, and murm'iing detestation. 
The lntest annals mail record my ihamej 
And when th' avenging Mufe with pointed rage 

1 Would link fome impious woman down to hell, 

She ; 11 
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She 71 fay, " She % s falfe, me 's bafe, the 's foul 
as Phaedra." [tion 
TZr/". Had st thou been foul, had horrid viola- 
Cast any stains on purity like thine, 
They 're wanYd already in the villain's blood : 
The very fword, his instrument of horror, 
Ere this time, drenclfd in his incestuous heart, 
Hath done thee justice, and aveng'd the. crimes 
He us'd it to perform. 

Enter Meffenger* ,^ 

Meff. Alas ! my loi\l, 
Ere this the prince is dead. I faw Cratander 
Give him a fword; I faw him boldly take it, 
Rear it on high, and point it to his breast, 
With steady hands, and with difdainful looks, 
As one that feared not death, but fcorn'd to die, 

And not in battle.- Aloud clamour followed; 

And the lujrounding foldiers hid from fight, 
But all pronoune'd him dead. 

PJ>*d. Is he £hen dead > 

Tbef. Yes, yes, he 's dead ; and dead by my 
command. 

And in this dreadful act of mournful justice 
I *m more, renown'd than in my dear bought lau- 
rels. 

Pbad. Then thou 'rt renown'd indeed. — O 
happy Thefeus ! 
O only worthy of the love of Phaedra ! 
Haste t hen, let 's join eu r wel I met hand s together, 
Unite for ever, and defy the gods 
To {hew a pair fo eminently wretched. 

Tbef. Wretched! for what? for what the 
world mustpraife me, 
For what the nations ihall adore my justice, 
A villain's death r 

Pbad. Hippolitus a villain ! 
O, he was all his godlike fire could wiih, 
The pride of Thefeus, and the hope of Crete, 
Nor did the bravest of his godlike race 
Tread with fuch early hopes the paths of honour. 
the/. Wlrit can this mean r declare, ambigu- 
• ous Phoedra, 
Say, whence theie (hifting gusts of claming 
rage"? 

Why arc thy doubted fpeeches dark and troubled, 
As Cretan feas when vex'd by warring winds ? 
Why is a villain, with alternate pafllon, 
Accus'd and prais'd, detested and deplor'd ? 

7 bad. Canst thou uotguefs ? 
Canst thou not read it in my furious paflions, 
In all the wild diforders of my foul ? 
Couldst thou not fee it in the noble warmth 
That urg'd the darling youth to a&s of honour? 
Couldst thou not find it in the gen'rous truth 
Which fparkled in his eyes, and open'd in his 
face ? 

Couldst not perceive it in the chaste referve, 
In ever / word and look, each godlike a£t, 
Couldst thou not fee Hippolitus was guiltlefs ? 
Tbef. Guiltlcls | O all yc gods ! what can this 
mean ? 

Pbad. Mean ! that the guilt is mine, that vir- 
tuous Phaedra, 
** The maid's example,and the matron's theme/' 
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With bestial paflion wooM your loathing fon : 
And, when denied, with impious acculiuion 
Sullied the lustre of his mining honour j 
Of my own dimes accus'd the faultlefs youth,' 
And with enfnaring wiles destroyed that virtue 
I tried in vain to Ihake. • 

Tbef Is he then guiltlefs ? [Heaven ! 

Guiltlefs ? then what art thou ? and, O just 
What a detested parricide is Thefeus ! 

Pbad. What am 1 i what indeed, but one 
more black 

Than earth or hell e'er bore ! O horrid mixture 
Of crimes and woes, of parricide and incest ! 
Perjury, murder, to arm the erring father 
Against the guiltlefs fon ! O impious Lycon, 
In what a hell of woes thy arts have plung'd me! 
Tbef. Lycon ! — Here, guards. — O most aban- 
doned villain ! 
Secure him, feizehim, drag him piecemeal hither. 

Enter Guards. 

Guard. Who has, my lord, incurr'd your high 

difpleafure ? 
Tbef. Who can it be, ye gods, but perjur'd 

Lycon ? 

Who can infpire fuch storms of rage, but Lycon ? 
Where has my fword left one fo black, but Ly- 
con ? 

Where, wretched Thefeus,is thy bed and heart ? 
The very darling of my foul-and eyes ? 
O beauteous fiend ! But trust not to thy form. 
You too, my fon>was fair ; your manly beauties 
Charm'd every heart (O heavens !) to your de- 
struction ; 

You too were good, your virtuous foul abhorr'd 
The crimes for which you died. O impious 
Incestuous fury '. execrable murd'refs ! [Phaedra \ 
Is there revenge on earth, or pain in bell ? 
Can art invent, or boiling rage fuggesr, 
Ev'n endlefs torture, which thou (halt not fuffer \ 
Pbad. And is there aught on earth I would 
not fuffer ? 

O, were there vengeance equal to my crimes, 
Thou needst not claim it, most unhappy youth, 
From any hands but mine j t' avenge thy late 
I 'd court the fierceft pains, and fue for tortures. 
And Phaedra's fuff'rings ihould atone for thine} 
Ev'n now I fall a victim to thy wrongs j 
F/v'n now a fatal draught works out my foul; 
Kv'n now it curdles in my drinking veins 
The lazy blood, and freezes at my heart. 

Lycon broug.bt in. 

Tbef Hast thou efcap'd my wrath ? Yet, im- 
pious Lycon, 
On thee I '11 empty all my hoard of vengeance, 
And glut my boundlefs rage. 
Lye. O mercy, mercy! 

Tbef Such thou (halt find as thy best deed* 

defer ve ; 

Such as thy guilty foul can hope from Thefeus^ 
Such as thou fhew'dstto poor Hippolitus. 
Lyc. O \ chain rue - 9 whip me j let me be the 
fcorn 

Ot 
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•Of fordid nibbles, and infulting crowds $ I 
Give me but life, and make that life moll 
wretched. 

Thai. Art thou fo bafe, fo fpiritlefs a (lave ? 
Not fo the lovely youth thy arts have ruin'd, 
Not lb he b'ore the fate to which you doomed him. 

Tbef O abject villain !— *-Yet it gives me joy 
To fee the fears that ihake thy guilty foul, 
Enhance thy crimes, and antidate thy woes. 
O, how thou 'It howl thy fearful foul away! 
While laughing crowds (hall echo to thy cries, 
And make thy pains their fport. Hade, hence, 

away with him ! 
Drag him to all the torments earth can furnifh 5 
Let him be rack'd and gauYd, impal'd alive ] 
Then let the mangled monfter, hVd on high, 
Grin o'er the (houting crowds, and glut their 
vengeance. 

Hence ! away ! [ Lye on borne off. 

And is this all ? and art thou not appeas'd ? 
Will this atone for poor Hippolitus ? 

0 ungorg'd appetite ! O rav'nous third 

Or a fon's blood ! what, not a day, a moment ? 
Piked. A day ; a moment ! (3, thou (hotild'fl 
have da id 

Years, ages, all the round of circling time, 
Ere touch the life of that coniummate youth. 

Tbef. And yet with joy I flew fo his deftruc- 
Boaded his fate, and triumphed in his ruin, [tion, 
Not this I promised to his dying mother, 
When in her mortal pangs me iighing gave me 
The lad cold kiiles from her trembling lips, 
Her lad words now faltering from her tongue, 
And reach Yi her'feeble wand ring hands tomine, 
When herlall breath now quivering at her mouth 
Implored my goodnefs to her lovely fon, 
To her Hippolitus. He, alas ! defcends 
An early vidlim to the lazy (hades, 
(O Heaven and earth!) by Thefeus doom'd, 
defcends. 

Fhded. He 's doom'd by Thefeus, buc accus'd 
by Phaedra, 

By Phaedra's madnefs, and by Lycon's hatred. 
, Yet with my Hfe I expiate my phrenfy, 
And die for thee my headlong rage dellroy'd. 
Thee I purfue, O great, ill-fated youth ! 
PuAie thee flill, but now with chade defires ; 
%pee, thro' thedifmal wade of gloomy death, 
Thee, thro 1 theglimm'ringdawn, and purer cby. 

Thro' all the Elyfian plains ; — O righteous 

Minos ! 

Elyfian plains ! There he and his Ifmena 
Shall fport for ever, lhall for ever drink. 
Immortal love; while I lar off (hail howl 
In lonely plains, while all the blacked ghofts 
Shrink from the baleful light of one more mon- 
itions 

And more accurd than they. 
Tbef. I too mull die ; 

1 too mull once more fee the burning more 
Of livid Acheron and blact Cocytus, 
Whence no Alcides wilLrejeafe me now. 

Phad. Then why this (lay ? Come on, let's 
plunge together. 
See, llell (ets wide its adamantine gates 1 * 



See, thro' the fable gates the black Cocytus 
In fmoky circles rolls its fiery waves ! 
Hear, hear the dunning harmonies of woe, 
The din of rattling chains, of claming whips, 
Of groans, or loud complaints, of piercing 
(hrieks, 

That wide thro' all its gloomy world refound I 
How huge Megcera (lalks ! what dreaming fires 
Blaze from her glaring eyes ! what ferpents 
curl 

In horrid wreaths, and hifs around her head ! \ 
Now, now (he drags me to the bar of Minos I 
See how the awful judges of the dead 
Look ltedfad hate, and horrible difmay ! ■ 
See, Minos turns away his loathing eyes ; 
Rage choaks his druggling words ; the fatal urn 
Drops from his trembling hand. O all ye gods \ 
What, Lycon here ! O execrable villain I 
Then am I dill on earth ? By Hell I am, 
A fuiy now, a fcourge preferv'd for Lycon. 
See, the jud beings offer to my vengeance 
That impious flave. Now, Lycon, for revenge : 
Thanks, Heaven, 'tis here. I'll ilrike it to his 
heart. 

[MlfiaVing Thefeus for Lycon, offers to fab bim* 

Gua. Heavens ! 'tis your lord. 

Pbad. My lord ! O equal Heaven ! 
Mud each portentous moment rife in crimes, 
And fallying life go oft* in parricide ? 
This glimple of reafon fo/ne indulgent God 
Hath granted me to.clofe the fcene of guilt. 
Then trud not thy flow drugs. Thus, fure of 
death,. 

Complete thy horrors. — And if this fuffice nor^ 
Thou, Minos : do the red. [Stabs herfelK 

Tbef Eiefp'rate to the lad — in ev'ry paflioji 
furious. 

Ph<ed. I alk hot, 
Nor do I hope from thee forgivenef?, Thefeus 5 
But yet, amidd my crimes, remember dill 
That my offence was not my nature's fault. 
The wrath of Venus, which purfues our race, 
J'ird kindled in my bread thofe guilty fires. 
Reiidlefs goddefs ! I confefs thy pow'r, 
To thee I make libation of my blood. 
Venus, avert thy hate ! — may wretched Phaedra 
Prove the lad viclim of her fated line ! [Dies* 

Tbef At length (he's quiet, (he 's,dead : 
And now earth bears not fuch a wretch as The- 
feus. 

Yet I'll obey Hippolitus, and live : 
Then to the wars ; and as the Corybantines, 
With clafhing fliields and braying trumpets, 
drown'd 

The cries of infant Jove, I '11 flifle confeience, 
And nature's murmurs in the din of arms. 
But what are arms to me ? Is he not dead 
For whom I fought ? for whom my hoary age 
Glow'd with the boiling heat of youth in battle* 
How then to drag a wretched life beneath 
An endlefs round of dill-returning woes, 
And all the gnawing pansrs of vain remorfe ? 
What torment 's this ? — Therefore, O greatly 
thought ! 

Therefore do judice on thyfelf, and live ; 
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Live above all molt infinitely wretched. 
Ifmena too ! — Nay then, avenging Heaven 

[Ifmena enters. 

Has vented all its rn^e O wretched maid ! 

Why doit thou come to fwell my raging' grief ? 
Why add to forrows and embitter wots ? 
Why do thy mournful eyes upbraid my guilt ? 
Why thus recal to my airlifted foul 
The fad remembrance of my godlike fon, 
Of that dear youth nay cruelty has murder'd ? 
O gods ! your reddeic bolts of tire 
Had dealt lefs torment to my furF'ring frame 
Than that deilnictive word hath given my heart, 
Life yields beneath the found 

lfm. Ruin'd! O all yepowVs! O awful The- 
feus ! 

Say, where 's my lord > fay, where has fate dif- 

pos'd him ? 
O fpeak ! the fear diftracls me. 

fief. Gods ! can I fpeak ? 
Can i declare his fate to his Ifmena ? 
Q lovely maid ! could'ft thou admit of comfort, 
Thou Ihould'fl: for ever be my only care, 
Work of my life, and labour of my foul. 
For thee alone my forrows, lull'd, (hall ceafe, 
Ceafe for awhile to mourn my murder'd fon j 
For thee alone my fwoi d once more (hall rage, 
Reltore the crown of which it robb'd .your race. 
Then let your grief give way to thoughts of 

empire ; 

At thy own Athens reign. The happy crowd 
Beneath the eafy yoke with pleafure bow, 
And think in thee their own Minerva reigns 
lfm. Mult I then reign, nay, mult I live 
without him ? 
fcot fo, O godlike youth ! you lov'd Ifmena': 
• You, for her lake, refus'd the Cretan empire, 
And yet a nobler l; i ft, the royal Phaedra. 
Shall I then take a crown, a guilty crown, 
From the relentlds hand that doom'd thy death 
. C ! 'tis in death alone I can have eafe, 
And thus I rind it. {Offers to Jiab btrfelf. 

Enter Hippolitus. 
Hip, O forbear, Ifmena ! 
Forbear, chaite maid, to wound thy tender 

bpfom. , 
D Heaven and earth ! mould (he refolve to die, 
.And lhatch all beauty from the widow d earth ! 
Was it for me, ye gods ! (he d fall a victim ? ' 
Was it for me, (he 'd die ? O heavenly virgin ! 
Revive, Ifmena | 

Return to light, to happinefs, and love. 
See, fee thy own Hippolitus, who lives, 
And hopes to live for thee, 

lfm. Hippolitus ! 
Am I alive or dead ? Is this Elyfium ? 
*Tis he, Vis all Hippolitus I Art well ? 
Art thou not wounded ? 

c lhef. O unhop'd-for joy ! 
Stand off, and let me fiy into his arms, 
fcpeak, fay, what god, what miracle prefeiVd 
thee ? 

X}ioft thou not ftrike thy father's cruel prcfent, 
My iword, into thy breaft ? . \ 



Hip. I aim'd it there, 
But turn'd it from myfelf, and flew Cratanderj 
The guards, not trufted with his fatal orders, 
Granted my with, and brought me to the king. 
I fear'd not death, but could not bear thethought 
Of Thefeus' forrow, and Ifmena's lofs ; 
Therefore I halten'd to your royal prefence, 
Here to receive my doom. 

Ttjef. Be this thy doom ! 
To live for ever in Ifmena's arms. 
Go, heavenly pair, and with your dazzling 
virtues, 

Your courage, truth, your innocence and love, 
Amaze and charm mankind ; and rule that 
empire, 

For which in vain your rival fathers fought. 



O kill! 



ngjoy 



lfm. 

Hip. O ecftacy of blifsf 
Am I poflefs'd at la ft of my Ifmena ? 
Of that celeftial maid ? O pitying gods ! 
How (hall I thank your bounties for my fuff*r- 
ings, 

For all my pains, and all the prmgs I 've born ? 
Since 'twas to them I owe divine Ifmena, 
To them I dwe tire dear con fen t of The fens. 
Yet there's a pain lies heavy on my heart, 
For the difaftrous fate of haplefs Phxdra. 

Ibcf Deep was her anguifh for the wrongs 
(he did you. 
She chofe to die ; and in her death deplor'd 
Your fate, and not her own. 

Hip I've heard it all. Unhappy Phaedra t 
O, had not palfion fullied her renown, 
None e'er on earth had fhone with equal luftre! 
So glorious liv'd, or fo lamented died. 
Her faults were only faults of raging love, 
Her virtues all her own. 

lfm. Unhappy Phaedra \ 
Was there no other way, ye pitying pow'rs ! 
No other way to crown Ifmena's love ? 
Then muft I ever mourn her cruel fate, 
And, in the midit of my triumphant joy, 
Ev'n in my hero's arms, confefs fome forrctv. 

TJkf. O tender maid ! forbear with ill-tiiu'd 
grief 

To damp ourbleflings, and incenfe the god|} 
But let's away, and pay kind Heaven 
thanks 

For all the wonders in our favour wrought ; 
That Heaven, whole mercy relcued erring The- 
feus 

From execrable crimes and endlefs woes. 
Then learn from me, ye kings that rule the 
world ! 

With equal poize let fteady juftice fway, } 
And flagrant crimes with certain vengeance ( 

But, till the proofs are clear, the ftroke delay J 
Hip, The righteous gods, that innocence re- 
quire, 

Protecl the goodnefs which themfelves infpirej 

Unguarded virtue human arts defies : 

Th' accus'd it happy, while th' accufer dies. 

[Exeunt omnes. 
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§ 49. The Happinefs of a frte Government. 

S. Johnson. 

f there be any land, as fame reports. 
Where common laws rellrain the prince and 
fubjecf, 

A happy land, where circulating powV 
Flows thro' each member of trf embodied ftate ; 
Sure, not unconfcious of the mighty blefling, 
Her grateful fens mine bright with ev'ry virtue j 
Untainted with the luft ot innovation, 
Sure all unite to hold her league of rule 
tXhbroken as the facred chain of nature, 
That links the jarring elements in peace. 



§ 5c. The killing of a Boar. Otway. 

Forth from the thicket ruuYd another boar, 
So large, he feem'd the tyrant of the woods, 
With all his dreadful briftles rais'd up high; 
They feem'da grove of fpears upon his back: 
Foaming he came at me, where 1 was polled, 
Whettingliis huge long tulks, and gaping wide, 
As he already had me for his prey ; 
Till, brandiihing my well-pois'd javelin high, 
With this bold executing arm I ftruck 
The ugly brindled monlter to the heart. 



§51. Def rift ion of a populous City. Young* 

-rp HIS ancient city, [fmiies ! 

How wanton fits flie amidft nature's 
Nor from her higheft turret has to view 
But golden landfcapes and luxuriant fcenes, 
A wafte of wealth, the ftore-houfe of the world; 
Here fruitful vales far ftretching fly the light ; 
There fails unnumber'd whiten all the ft ream, 
While from the banks full twenty thou fan d cities 
Survey their pride, and fee their gilded towers 
Float on the waves, and break ngainft the more. 

Various nations meet 

As in a fea, yet not conrlnM in fpace, . 
fiat dreaming freely thro' the fpacious ftreets, 

f^Hich fend forth millions at each brazen gate; 

^^Pnene'er th'e trumpet calls, high over head 
on the broad walls the chariots bound along. 



§ 51. Rural Courtftnp. DryDEN. 

■ 11 £ preferr'd me 

Above the maidens of my age and rank; 
Still munnMtheircompany,andltill fought mine. 
1 was not won by gifts, yet full he save ; 
And all his gifts, tho" thrill, yet fpoke his love. 
He pick'd the earlieft ftrawberries in the woods, 
The clufterM filberts, and the purple grapes: 
He taught a prating ftare to (peak my name j 
And when he found a neft 01 nightingales, 
,Or callow linnets, he would mew 'em me, 
And let me take 'cm out. 



§ 53* Defcriptioh of a Perfon left on a defert 
IJland. Thomson. 

VTExt night-*-a dreary night! 

iN Caft on the wildeft of the Cyclad Tfles, 
Where never human foot hadmark'd thelhore, 
Thefe ruffians hit me.—' • » 
Beneath a lhade 



I fkt me down, more heavily opprefs'd, 
More defdlate at heart than e'er I felt 
Before ; when Philomela o'er iny head 
Began to tune her melancholy ftrain, 
As pitious of my woes : till, by degree?, 
Compoling fleep on wounded nature {he'd 
A kind but fhort relief. At early morn, 
Wak'd by the chaunt of birds, I look'd around 
For ufual objects : objects found I none, 
Except before me ftretch'd the toiling main, 
Add rocks and woods, in lavage yiew, behind. 



§54. The fir ft Teats of a young Eagle. Rowe* 
— —no the E^gle, [Jove, 
^ That bears the thunder of our grandfire 
With joy beholds his hardy youthful oifspring 
Forfake the neft, to tiy his tender pinions 
In the wide untrack'd air ; till, bolder grown, 
Now, like a whirlwind on a mepherd's fold, 
He darts precipitate, and gripes the prey ; 
Or fixing on fome dragon'3 fcaly hide, 
Eager of combat, and his future feaft, 
Bears him aloft, reluclant, and in vaia 
Wreathing his fpiry tail. 



§ 55. The true En A of Education. Rowe. 

and therefore wert thou bred to virtuous 
knowledge; 

And wifdom early planted in thy foul, [fions, 
That thou might'ft know to rule thy fiery paf- 
Tobind their rage,and ftay their headlong courfej' 
To bear with accidents, and every change 
Of various life ; to ftruggle with adverfity ; 
To wait the leifure of the righteous gods, 
Till they, in their own good appointed hour, 
Shall bid thy better days come forth at once, 
A long and mining train ; till thou, well pleasM, 
Shalt bow, andblefs thy fate, and fay the Gods 
are juft. 



§ 5 j. Fdird Piety. Mallet. 
p'ER fin ce reflection heam'd her light upon me, 
You, Sir, have been my ftudy. I haveplac'd 
Before mine eyes, in every light of life, 
The father and the king. What weight of duty 
Lay on a fon from fuch a parent fprung ; 
What virtuous toil to mine with his renown, 
Ha* been my though t by day, my dream by night: 



But firft and ever nearell to my heart 

Was this prime duty, fo to frame my condu5^ 

FowYd fuch a father, as, were I a fitiur, 
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My foul would wifh to meet with from a fon, 
And may reproach tranfmk my name abhorred 
To lateit time— if ever thought was mine 
Unjuil to filial reverence, filial love ! 
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H 



§ 57. The fame. Thomson, 
ave I then no tears for thee, my father ? 
Can I forget thy cares, from helplefs years 
Thy tendernels for me ? an eye Hill beanVd 
With love ? A brow that never knew a frown ? 
Nor a harm word thy tongue ! Shall I for theie 
Repay *hy ilooping venerable age 
With (name, dilquiet, anguim,and difhonour ? 
It muft not be !— -thou firit of angels 1 come, 
Sweet filial piety ! and firm my bread : 
Yes ! let one daughter to her fate fubmit, 
Be nobly wretched— but her father happy. 



To be srood is to be happy ; anq 



els 



Are happier than men, beeaule they're 
better. , # % 
Guilt is the fource of forrow ; 'tis the fiend, 
Th' avenging fiend, that follows us behind 
With whips and if ings : the bleit know none of 

But reft in everlaftmg peace of mind, [nefs. 
And find the height of all their heaven is good- 



§ 5*- 



Bad Fortune more eafily borne than good. 

Rowe. 

yjn jth fuch unfhaken temper of the foul 
™ To bear the fwelling tide of profp'rous for- 
Ii to deferve that fortune. — In adverfity [tune, 
The mind grows tough by buffeting the tempelt 5 
But in fucCefs diflblving, finks to eale, 
And lofes all her firmnefs. 



§ 59. Defpair never to be indulged. Phil i p s. 
rpHO' plung'd in ills, and exercis'd in care, 
* Yet never let the noble mind defpair : 
When prelt by dangers, and befet by roes, 
The gods their timely fuccour interpofe ; 
And when our virtue finks, o'erwhelnf d with 
By unforefeen expedients bring relief. J [grief, 



§63, Honour fuperior to Jufiice. 

Honour, my lord, is much too proud 
carch 

At every fiender twig of nice diitinclions. 
Thefe for the unfeeling vulgar may do well 1 
But thofe whole fouls are by the nicer rule 
Of virtuous delicacy only fway'd, 
Stand at another bar than that of laws. 



to 
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A Friend to Freedom can never be a Traitor. 

Thomson. 

f e who contends for freedom, 
Can ne'er be jultly deem'd his fove- 
reigns foe; [it, 
No! TisthcWretch who tempts him to Tubvert 
The foothing flave, the traitor in the holbm, 
Who bell deferves that name he is a worm 
That e:its out all the happinefs of kingdoms. 



In what Manner Princes ought to be taught. 

Mallet. 

Let truth and virtue*be their earl ielit teachers; 
Keep from their ear the fyren- voice of flattery, 
Keep from their eye the harlot - - form of vice, 
Who fpread in every court their Til ken Jnares, 
And charm but to betray. Betimes inftruft 
Superior rank demands fuperior worth ; [them, 
Pre-eminence of valour, juftice, mercy: 
But chief, that, though exalted Ver mankind, 
They are themfelves but men— frail faffering 
duft; 

From no one injury of human lot 
Exempt ; but feverd by the lame heat, chill A 
By the lame cold, torn by the ialne dileafe, [gar# 
Tiiat fcorches, freezes, racks, and kills the beg- 



| 6i . Defc ription of a Hag* Otway. 
1 n a clofe lane, as I purfiTd my journey, 
* I fpied a withered hag, with age grown double; 
Picking c)ry Iticks, and mumbling to herfelf ; 
Her eyes with fcalding rheUm were gall*d and red, 
Cold palfy fliook her head, her hand ictm'd 
wither d| 

And on her crooked (boulders had (he wrapp'd 
The tattcrW remants of an old ttrrpTd hanging, 
Which lei v'd to keep hercarcale from the cold: 
So there was nothing of apiece about her. 
Her lower weeds were all o'er coarfely patched 
With dinTi-ent coloured rags, black, red, white,, 

yellow, , 
^nd fecin'd to fpeak variety of wtetchednefs. 
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True End of Royalty. 
wrriNEss, Heaven ! * 
Whole eye the heart's profoundeil < 
explores, 

That if hot to perform my regal talk ; 
To be the comman father of my people, 
Patron of honour, virtue and religion ; 
If not to ftielter ufeful worth, to guard 
His well-earn'd portion from the fons of rapine, 1 
And deal out jufiice with impartial hand ; 
If not to fpread on all good men thy bounty, 
The treafures trull eel to me, not my own ; 
If not to raife anew our Englilh name, 
By peaceful arts, that grac j the land they blefs, 
And generous war to humble proud opprcilbrs: 
Yet more, if not to build the public weal 
On that firm bafe, which can alone refill 
Both time and chance, fair libei ty and law ; 
If I for theie great ends am not ordiirTd— . 
May I -ne'er poorly fill the throne of England, 



Book Iir. D R A 

i § 66. The real Duty of a King. Rowe. 

— — ' 'pis true, I am a king : 

** Honour and glory too have been my 
aim : 

But tho' I dare face death, and all the dangers 
Which furious war wears in its bloody front, 
Yet could I choole to fix my fame by peace, 
By jultice, and by mercy ; and to raife 
My trophies on the blelfings of mankind : 
Nor would I buy the empire of the world 
With ruin of the people whom I iway, 
Or forfeit of my honour. 



M A T I C. 7°9 

§ 7c The fame. JotfNSON. 
n eflect that life and death, afTefting founds, 
^ Are only varied modes of endlefs being. 
Reflect that life, like every other blefling, 
Derives its value from its ufe alone ; 
Not for itfelf, but for a nobler end, 
Th' Eternal gave it, and that end is virtu#. 
When incofiftent with a greater good, 
Reafon commands to caft the lefs away ; 
Thus life, with lofs of wealth, is well preferv'd, 
And virtue cheaply fav'd with lofs of life. 



§ 67. Character of a good King . Thomson. 

— ■ VE^, we have loft a father ! 

* The greareft blefling Heaven beltows 
on mortals, 
And feldom found amidft thefe wilds of time, 
A j*ood, a worthy king ! — Hearme,my Tancred ! 
And I will tell thee, in a few plain words, 
How he deferv'd that heft, that glorious title. 
'Tis nought complex/tisclearastruthand virtue. 
He lov'd his people, deem'd them all his children \ 
The good exalted, and deprefs'd the bad : [etl 
He fpurn'd the flattering crew, with fcorn rejecl- 
Theirfmooth advice, that only means themfelves, 
Their fchemes to aggrandize him into bafenefs \ 
Well knowing that a people in their rights 
And indullry protected; living fafe 
Beneath the facred fhelter of the laws ; 
Encouraged in their genius, arts, and labours \ 
And happy each as he himfelf deferves, 
Are ne'er ungrateful. With unfparing hand 
They will for him- provide : their, filial loye 
And confidence are his unfailing treafury, 
And every honell man his faithful guard. 



# 
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§ 68. The Guilt cf bad Kings. Mallet, 
ttthe n thofe whom Heaven diftinguifhes o'er 
millions, 

And (how'rs profufely pow'rand fplendour on 
them, [they, 
hate'er th' expanded heart can wifh ; when 
:cepting the reward, neglecl the duty, 
r, worfe, pervert thofe gifts to deeds of ruin, 
s there a wretch they rule fo bafe as they \ 
Guilty, at once, of lac ri lege to Heaven, 
And of perfidious robbery to man ! 



§69. The true End of Life. Thomson. 
TX7H0, who would live, my Narva, jurt to 
, T** breathe 
This idle, air, and indolently run, 
Day after day, the ftill returning round 
Of life's mean offices, and fickly joys ? 
But in the fervice of mankind to be 
A guardian god below; ftiil to employ 
The mind's brave ardour in heroic aims, 
Such as may raife us o'er the grovehng herd, 
And make us fhine for ever — that is life. 



§ 71. A Lion overcome by a Man. Lee. 
npHE prince in a lone court was placed, 

Unarm 'd, all but his hands, on which he 
A pair of gantlets. [wore 
At laft, the door of an old lion's den 
Being drawn up, the horridlaeaft appear'd : 
The flames which from his eye {hot glaring red, 
Made the fun Hart, as the fpeclators thought, 
And round them caft a day of blood and death : 
The prince walk'd forward : the large beaft de . 

f s fcried 

His prey \ and wif h a roar that made us pale, 
Flew fiercely on him : but Lyfimachus, 
Starting afule, avoided his firft ftroke 
With a flight hurt, and, as the lion turn'd, 
Thruft gantlet, arm and all, into his throat : 
Then mth Herculean force tore forth by the 

roots 4 
The foaming, bloody tongue j and, while the fi- 

vage," 

Faint with the lofs, funk to the blufhing earth, 
To plow it with his teeth, your conqu'rmg fol- 
dier [pieces. 
Leap'd on his back, and dafh'd his fkull to 

§72. Character of an excellent Man. RowE. 



f-J 0W could my toneue 

Take plealure, and be lavifh in thy 
- praife ! » 

How could I fpeak thy noblenefs of nature ! 
Thy open, manly heart, thy courage, conftancy 
And inborn truth, unknowing to diiremble ! 
Thou art the man, in whom my foul delights, 
In whom, next Heaven, I*truit. 



§ 73. Virtue the only true Source of Nohility. 

Thomson. 

Itfll thee, then, whoe'er arnidfl: the Tons 
Of reafon, valour, liberty, and virtue, 
Difplays diftinguifh'd merit, is a noble 
Of nature's own creating. Such have rifen, 
Sprung from the dull, or where had been our 
honours ? 

And fuch, in radiant bands, will rife>again 
fn yon immortal city ; that, when moil 
Depreft by fate, and near apparent ruin, 
Returns, as with an energy divine, [her. 
On her aftonifhM foes, and (hakes them from 
Zzj . s S 47- 
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,§ 74- 



T 



The happy Ejfecls of Misfortune. 

Thomson. 

[f misfortune comes, flie brings along 
The^braveft virtues. And fo many great 
Illuftrions fpirits have conversed with woe, 
Have in her fchool been taught, as are enough 
To confecrate diftrefs, and make ambition 
Ev'n wilh the frown beyond the fmile of fortune. 



§ 75. A Defription of the Mem? fig. Otway. 
Wi ;h'd morning's come ; and now upon the 
plains, 

And dillant mountains, where they feed their 
flocks, 

The hapny Ihcpherds leave their homely huts, ■ 
And witli theirpipes proclaim the new-born day: 
The luHjrfwain. comes with his weli-fuTd icnp 
Of healthful viands, which, when hunger calls, 
With much content and appetite he eats, 
To follow in the field his daily toil, [fruits : 
And drefs the grateful glebe that y?elds him 
The beaits, that under the warm hedges flept, 
And weathered out the cold bleak night, are up ; 
And, looking towards the neighbouring paf 
tures, raife 

Their voice, and bid their fellow brutes good 
morrow : 

The cheerful birds too on the tops of trees 
Alterable all in choirs ; and with their notes 
Salute and welcome up the rifirrg fun. 



Where no rudefwains her (hady cell may know, 
No ferpents climb.nor blafting winds may blow: 
Fond of the cholen place, ihe views it o'er, 
Sits there, and wanders thro' the grove no more; 
Warbling.ftie charms it each returning night, 
And loves it with a mothers dear delight. 



§ 79. ^ nxorthlefs Per/on can clc.im no Merit from 
the Virtues of his Ancefors? Rowe. 

TT7 ere honour to be fcann'd by long defcent 
VV From anceftors illuftrious, I could vaunt 
A lineage of the grealeft ; and recount, 
Among my fathers, names of ancient ftory, 

?eroes and godlike patriots, who lubdued 
he world fiy arms and virtue. 
But that be their own praife : 
Nor will I borrow merit from the dead, 
Myfcif an undeierver. 



§ 76. Another. Lee. 

From amber fhrouds I fee the morning rife; 
Her rofy hands begin to paint the fkies. ; 
And now the city .emmets leave their hive, 
And routing hinds to cheerful labour drive; 
High cliffs and recks are plealing objects now. 
And nature fmiles upon the mountain brow ; 
The joyful birds falute the fun's approach: 
Ihe fun. too laughs*, and mounts his gaudy 
coach ; 

While from his car the dropping gems diftil, 
And all the earth, and all the heavens, do fmile. 



§ 77. 



The charming Notes of the Nightingale. 

Lee. 

n^HUS, in fame poplar (hade, the nightingale 
* With piercing moans does her loft young 
bewail : ♦ 

Which the rough hind obferving, as they lay 
Warm in their downv ncft, had ftol'n away: 
But (lie in mournful lounds does ftill\;omplain,-} 
Sings all the night, tho'all her Jongs are vain, J 
And fcill renews her miferabie flrain. 3 



§ 78. The feme. Rowe. 
qo when the fp'rir.g renews the flowYy field, 
^ And warns the pregnant nightingale to build \ 
She Jeeks the fafelt fheltcr of the wood, 
Where Ihe may truitUir little tuneful brood, 



§ 8c. 



The Love of our Country thegreatejl of 
Virtues. Thomson. 



His only blot was this : that, much provqk'd, 
He rais'd his vengeful arm againft his 
country : 

And lo ! the righteous gods have now chaftis'd 
him 

Ev'n by the hands of thofe for whom he fought. 
Whatever private views and paffions plead, 
No caufe can juftifv fo black a deed ! 
Thefe, when the angry tempeft clouds the foul, 
May darken reafon, and her courle controuL; 
But, when the prolpect clears, her ftartled eye 
M uft from the treach'rous gulph with horror My, 
On whofe wild wave, by ftormy paflions toft, 
So many helpiefs wretches have been loft. 
Then be this truth the ftar by which we fteer: • 
Above ourfelves our country (hall be dear. 



§ 8r. The fame. W. Whitehead. 

Learn hence, ye Romans! on how Aire a 
bale 

The patriot builds his happinefs ; no ftroke, 
No keeneft, deadlieit, matt of adverie fate 
Can make his generous bofom quite defpair, 
But that alone by which his country falls. 
Grief may to grief in endlefs round fucceed, 
And nature fuller when our children bleed: 
Yet ftill fuperior mult that hero prove, 
Whole firlt, beft pailion is his country's love. 



§ 8s. 



In ivhat PhiUfophy really corfijls. 

Thomson 

pHrLosoPHY confifts not 

In airy fchemes, or idle fpeculations. 
The rule and conduct of all (bcial life 
Is her great province. Not in lonely cells 
Obfcure (he lurks, but holds her heavenly light 
To ienates and to kings, to guide their councils, 
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And teach them to reform and blefs mankind- 
All policy but hers is falfe and rotten j 
All vaiour not conducted by her precepts 
Is a deftroying fury lent from heil, 
To plague unhappy man, and ruin nations. 



" I alk but this:— when you behold thefe eyes 
i Thefe charms, wltti trauiport, be a friend to 
"]<ame. ,, 



§ 83. Scipio reforing the captive Prince fs to her 
Key. u Lover. . Thomson. 

\A7"hat with admiration f bie virgin, 

* ' Struck every heart, was this : — Ano- 
Confriicuous far o'er all th^ captive dames, 
Wai markM the general's prize. She wept and 
blufiYd, . [eye, 

Young, freih, and blooming like the morn. An 
As when the blue Iky trembles through a cloud _ 

Of pureft white. A fecret charm combined Unbounded waving with the gifts cfharveft; 
Hef* features, a^nd infus'd enchantment through Ouf feas with commerce throng'djOur bufy ports 



§84. The Meffings of Peace. Thomson, 

f x Beauteous peace I 

^ Sweet union of a Hate! what el fe but 
thou 

Gives fafety, ftrength,and glory to a people*? 
I bow, Lord Conitable, beneath the mow 
Of many years ; yet in my breaft revives 
A youthful name. Methinks I fee again 
Thofe gentle days renewM, that blefs 'd our ifle 
Ere by this wafteful ?u*y of divifion, 
Worfe than our /Etna s moft deftruclive fires, 
It diflblated funk. I lee our plains 



Her ihape was harmony.— But eloquence[them ; 
• Beneath her beauty fails \ which fee'nVd on pur- 
By nature laviuYd on her, that mankind [poje 
Might lee the virtue of a hero tried 
Almoit beyond rlie ftietch of human force. 
Soft as ihe paiVd along, with downcalt eyes, 
Where gentle forrows lweird,and now and then 
Drcpp'd o'er her raodeft cheek a trickling tear, 
The Roman legions languiirTd, and hard war 
Felt more than pity. Ev'n their chief himfelf, 
As on his high tribunal rais'd he fat, 
Turn'd from the dang rous fight, and chiding 
His officers, if by this gift they meant [aUVd 
To cloud his virtue in its very dawn ? 

She, quefruonMofher birth, in trembling accents, 
With tears, and blufhes broken, tald her tale. 
But when he found her royally defended, 
Of her old captive parents the fole joy j 
And that a haplefs Celtiberian prince, 
Her lover, and beloved, forgot his chains, 
His loft dominions, and for her alone 
Wept out his tender i'oul ; Hidden the heart 
Of this young, conquYing, loving, godlike Ro- 
Felt all the great div inity of virtue. [man 
His wifhing youth Hood check'd, his tempting 
powV 

ReftrainM by kind humanity. — <\t once 
Me for her parents and her lover calTd. 
jfihe various (cene imagine : how Lis troops 
LookM dubious on, and wondered what he meant; 
While ft retched below the trembling fuppliants 
Rack'd by a thouland mingling pajTxons,fear,[lay 
Hope, jealoufy, di(dain, (ubmiilion, grief j 
Anxiety, and love, in every (hape $ 
To thele as different ficuti merits fucceeded, 
As mixt emotions ; when the man divine 
'1 hus the dread filence to the lover broke : 
u We both are young, both charmM. The right 
" of war 

"Has put thy beauteous miftrefs in mynow'r j 
4< With whom I could in the moft facred ties 
" Live out a happy life: but know that Romans 
" Their hearts, as well as enemies, can conquer. 
gl Then t;ske her to thy foul j and with her take 
" Thy liberty and kingdom. In return 



With cheerful toiL Our Enna blooms afrefti i 
Afreih the fweets of thymy Hybla blow, [vale. 
Our nymphs and fhepherds, (porting in each 
Infpire new fong, and wake the paitoral read. 

§ 25. Providence. Thomson. 
— — ~\ ' he re is a powV 

* ITnfeen, that rules th* illimitable world, 
That guides its motion-;, fiorn the brighteft itaf 
To the lealt dull of this (in-tainted mould 
While man, who madly deems himfelf ihe lord 
Of all, is nought but weaknefs and dependance. 
This facred truth, by due experience taught, 
Thou mnlt have learnt when wanderingallalvne, 
Each bird, each in feci, Hitting thro 1 the (ky, 
Was more fufticient for it (elf than thou. 



§ S6. Prudence. Thomson. 

— F ET US 

Ad with cool prudence, and with 
manly temper, 
As well as maniy hYmnefs. 
Tis godlike magnanimity to keep, [clear, 
When moft provokM, our reaion calm and 
And execute her will, from a ftrong (enfe 

f wfoirf is right, without the vulgar aid 
Of heat and pailion, which, tho' honeit, bear us 
Often too far. 



§87. Defcriftion of Ships appearing at a Dis- 
tance, and approaching the Shore, Dkvdln. 
Guitm. a s far as I could caft my eyes I 

Upon the ilu,(bmething, me thought, 
did rife 

Like blueifli mifts, which ftill appearing more, 
Took dreadful (hapes, and thus mov'd to v/ ids 

the more : 
Theobjcft I could flrft diftin&ly view, 
Was tall, ftraight trees, which on the water flew : 
Wings on their fides inftead of leaves diu grow, 
Which gather'd all the breath tiie winds could 

blow ; 

And at their roots £rew floating palaces, 
Whofe out-blow'd'bcll.cs tut ihe yielding fexs \ 
Zlb Mo»taz.iMi 
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■ Montezuma, What divine monflrers, O ye gods! 

are thefe, 

That float in air, and fly upon the Teas ? 
Came they alive, or dead, upon the more ? 
Guiom. Aias ! they liv'd too Aire : I heard 
them roar : 

AH turn'd' their fides, and to each other fpoke : 
I faw their words break out in fire ana i moke. 
Sure 'tis their voice that thunders from on high, 
And thefe the younger brothers of the fky: 
Deaf with the noile, I took my bally flight j 
Wo mortal courage can fupport the fright. 



Rovvf. 



§88. Virtue preferable to Rank. 
nitTHAT tho* no gaudy titles grace my birth ; 
W Titles, the iervile courtier's lean reward 
Sometimes the pay of virtue, but more oft 
The hire which greatnefs gives to Haves and fy- 
cophants : " . [more 

Yet Heaven, that made me honeft, made me 
Than ejeT a king did, when he made a lord. 

5 89. Defcription of an rj;ie;it Cathedral 

CONGREVE. 

> /pis dreadful ! [pile, 

* How rev'rend is, the face of this tall 
Whofe ancient pillars reariheir marble heads, 
To bear aloft its arch'd and ponderous roof, 
By its own weight made ftedfalt and immove- 
Looking tranquillity 5 it ltrikes an awe [able ! 
And terror to my aching light ! The totals 
Aqd monumental caves of death look cold, 
And fhoot a chilnefs to my trembling heart. 

§ 90, Defcription of a Triumph. Lee. 

— — OE comes, and with a port fo proud, 
^ A As if he had fu^d ued the fpacious world 
. And all Sinope's ftreets are filPd with fuch 
A glut of people, you would think fome god 
Had conquerM in their caufe, and them thu 
rank'd, 

That he might make his entrance on their heads . 
Whilefrbmthefcaffblds,windows,topsoflioufe«. 
Are caft filch gaudy fhow'rs of garlands down! 
That evjfc the crowd appear like conquerors, 



EXTRACTS. Book HI. 

And the whole city feems like one vaft meadow 
Set all with flow'rs, as a clear heaven with ftars. 
Nay, as I have heard, ere he the city enter'd,* 
Your fubjecls lin'd therway for many furlongs | 
The very trees bore men : ^nd as our God, 
When from the portal of the eaft he dawns, % 
Beholds a thcufand birds upon the boughs, 
To welcome him with all their warbling throats. 
And prune their feathers in his golden beanis$ 
So did your lubjccTSj in their gaudy trim. 
Upon the pendant branches fpeak his praife. 
Mothers, who covered all the banks beneath, 
Did rob rhe crying infants of the bread, 
Pointing Ziphares out, to make them fniilej [ers, 
And climbingboys flood on their father'slhould- 
Anlwering their fhouting fires with tender cries," 
To make the concert up of general joy. 



A Shepherd's Life happier than a Kings. 

Hill. 

rpH' unbufied fliepherd, ftretch'd beneath the, 
* hawthorn, 

HisTarelefs limbs thrown out in wanton eafe, 
With thoughtlefs gaze perufing the arch'd hea- 
vens, ^ [him, 
And idly whiffling while his flieep feed round 
Enjoys a fweeter fhade than that of canopies 
Hemm'd in by cares,and fhook by ltorms of trea- 
fon. 



§ 92. Virtue its own Reward. Rowe. 
/^.reat minds, like Heaven, are pleas'd with 

doing good, 
Tho' the ungrateful fubjecls of their favours 
Are barren in return. Virtue does Hill 
With fcorn the mercenary world regard, 
Where abject fouls do good, and hope reward. 
Above the worthlefs trophies man cap raife, i 
She feeks not honour, wealth, nor airy praiie, J 
But with herfelf, herfclf the goddefs pays. ) 

§ 93. No Difficulties infuperable to the Prudent 

and Brave. Row E. 

TThe wife and active conquer difficulties 

By daring to attempt them : floth and folly 
Shiver and fhrink at fight of toil and hazard, f 
And make th' impoilibility they fear. 



END OF THE THIRD BOOK, 
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1/ ALLEGRO. Milton. I 

tjence, loathed Melancholy, 

Of Cerberus and blacked: Midnight born, 

In Stygian cave forlorn, 
'Mongft horrid fhapes, Snd fhrieks, and fights 
, , unholy, 

Find put fome uncouth cell, [wings, 

Where brooding darknefs fp reads his jealous 

And the night-raven fings ; 

There,underebon (hades, and low-brow'd rocks, 

As ragged as thy locks, 

In dark Cimmerian defert ever dwell. 

But come, thou Goddefs fair and free-, 

In heaven yclep'd Euphrofyne 

And by men heart-eafing Mirth, 

Whom lovely Venus at a birth, 

With two filter Graces more, 

To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore ; 

Or whether (as fome fages fing) 

The frolic wind that breathes the fpring, 
Zephyr, with Aurora playing, 
As he met her once a- Maying, 
There on beds of violets blue, 
And frem-blown rofes wafiYd in dew, 
Fiird her with thee, a daughter fair, 
So buxom, blithe, and debonair ; 
^ Jlafte thee, nymph, and brings with thee 
V Jeft and youthful Jollity, 

Quips, and cranks, and wanton wiles, 
Nods, and becks, and wreathed fmiles, 
Such as hang on Hebe's cheek, 
And love to live in dimple fleek ; 
Sport, that wrinkled Care derides, 
And Laughter holding both his fides ; 



Come, and trip it as you go 
On the light fantaltic toe, 
And in thy right hand lead with thee 
The mountain nymph, fweet Liberty j 
And, if I give the honour due, 
Mirth, admit me of thy crew, 
To live with her, and live with thee, 
In unreproved pleafures free 5 
To hear the lark begin his flight, 
And Zinging, ftartle the dull night, 
From his watch -tow r in the (kies, 
Till the dapple dawn doth rife $ . 
Then to come, in fpite of Ibrrow, 
And at my window bid good-morrow, 
Through the fweet-jbrier or tfos vine, 
Or the twilled eglantine : 

While the cock with lively din 

Scatters the rear of darknefs thin, 

And to the ftack, or the barn-door, ' 

Stoutly ftruts his dames before ; 

Oft likening how the hounds and horn 

Cheerly roufe the flumb ring morn, 

From the fide of fome hoar hill, 

Through the high wood echoing in rill: 

Some time walking, not unfeen, 

By hedge-row elms, on hillocks green, 

Right againft the eailern gate, 

Where the great fun begins his ftate, 

Rob'd in flames, and amber light, 

The clouds in thoufand liveries dight ; 

While the ploughman near at hand 

Whittles o'er the furrow 'd land, 

And the milk-maid fingeth blithe, 

And the mower whets his fcythe, 

And 
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And ev'ry fhepherd tells his tale 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. 
Straight mine eye hath caught new pleafures 
Wmift the landfcape round it meafuresj 
Ruflet lawns, and fallows grey, 
v "vVhcre the nibbling flocks do ftray ; 
Mountains,, on whole barren 'breatt 
The lubYmg clouds do often relii j 
Meadows trim with daifies pied, 
Shuilbw brooks, and rivers wide, 
Tow'rs and battlements it fees, 
Bofom'd high in tufted trees, 
Where perhaps fome beauty lies, 
The Cynofure of neighboring eyes. 
Hard by, a cottage-chimney fmoket 
Frdm betwixt two aged oaks, 
Where Corydon and Thyrfis met, 
Are at their iavoury diuner fet 
Of herbs, and other country mefles, 
Which the neat-handed Phiilis dreiies; 
And then in halte her bow'r Hie leaves, 
With Theftylis to bind the (heaves ; 
Or, if the earlier fcafon lead, 
To the tann'd haycock in the mead. 
Sometimes with fecure delight 
The* upland hamlets will invite, 
When the merry bells ring round, 
And the jocund rebecs found 
To many a youth and many a maid, 
Dancing in the checjuer'd ihade ; 
And young and old come forth to play 
On alunflune holy-day, 
Till the live-long day-light fail ; 
Then to the fpicy nut-brown ale, 
With itories told of many a feat, 
How fairy Mab the junkets eat ; 
She was pinch'd and pull'd, (lie faid, 
And by the fryer's lanthorn led; 
Tells how the drudging gobliny fweat, 
To earn his cream-bowl duly fet, 
When, in one night, ere glimpfe of morn, 
His ihadowy flait hath threftVd the corn, 
That ten day-lub'rers could not end ; 
Then lies him down the lubbar fiend, 
And, itretch'd out all the chimney's length, 
Bafks at the lire his hairy ftrength ; 
And crop full out of doors he nings, 
Ere the firft cock his mattin rings. 
Thus done the tales, to bed they creep, 
By whifpVing winds foon lull'd alleep. 
Tow'red cities pleafe us Mien, 
And the bufy hum of men, 
Where throngs of knights and barons bold 
In weeds of peace hign triumphs hold, 
With ftore of ladies, whole bright eyes 
Rain influence, and judge the prize 
Of wit, or arms, while both contend 
To win her grace whom all commend : 
There let Hymen oft appear 
In iatfron robe, with taper clear, 
And pomp, and fealt, and revelry, 
With malk, and antique pageantry ; 
Such fights as youthful poets dream 
On fujrnjer eves by haunted ltreaui. 

"3 u 
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Then to the well -trod ftage anon, 

If Jonfon's learned fock be on, 

Or fweeteft Shakfpeare, fancy's child, 

Warble his native wood-notes wild. 

And ever againll eating cares, 

Lap me in foft Lydian airs, * 

Married to immortal verie, 

Such as the meeting foul may pierce, 

In notes with many a winding bout 

Of linked fweetneis long drawn out. 

With wanton heed, and giddy cunning, 

The melting voice through mazes ruunirrg; 

Untwifting all the chains that tie 

The hidden foul of harmony \ 

That Orpheus' felf may heave his hea I 

From golden (lumber on a bed 

Of heap'd Ely nan flowYs, and lie 

Such i'trains as wo dd have won the ear 

Of Pluto, to have quite fet free 

His half-regain'd Eur) dice. 

Thefe delighls, if thou canit give, 

Mirth, with thte I mean to live. 



§ 2. IL PENSEROSO. MiLTpjj, 

Hence, vain deluding joys, 
The brood of folly, without father bred, 
How little you belled, 
Or fill the fixed mind with all your toys ! 

Dwell in fomc idle brain, 
And fancies fond with gaudy (hapes poflefs, 
As thick and numberlels 
As the gay motes that people the fun-beams, 
Or likeft hovering dreams, 

The fickle penlioners of Morpheus' train. 
But hail, thou Goddefs fage and holy I 
Hail, divined Melancholy ! 
Whofe faintly vilage is too bright 
To hit; the fenle of human fight ; 
And therefore to our weaker view 
Overlaid with black, (laid Wifdom's hue ; 
Black, but luch as in elteem 
Prince Memnon's filler might befeem ; 
Or that ftarr'd Ethiop queen that itrove 
To fet her beauty's praiie above 
The Sea-nymphs, and their powVs offended \ 
Yet thou art higher far defceneted : 
Thee bright-hairM Veda long of yore 
To folitary Saturn bore ; 
His daughter lhc (in Saturn's reign, 
Such mixture was not held a (lain). 
Oft in glimpiering bow'rs and glades 
He met her, and in fecret (hades 
Of woody Ida's inmoft grove, 
While yet there was no fear of Jove. 
Come, penfive Nun, devout and pure, 
Sober, ileadfail, and demure, 
All in a robe of darkeft grain, 
Flowing with majeftic train, 
And fable ftole of Cyprus lawn, 
Over thy decent fhoulders drawn. 
Come, but keep thy wonted Itate, 
With even llep, and muling gah| 
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And looks commercing with the (kies, 

Thy rapt foul fitting in thine eyes : 

There, held in holy pailion ltill, 

Forget thyfelf to marble, till 

With a fad leaden downw ard caft 

Thou fix them on the earth as taft: 

And join with thee calm Peace and Quiet, 

Spare Fait, that oft with Gods doth diet, 

And hears the Mules in a ring 

Ay round about Jove's altar ling: 

And add to thelje retired Leifure, 

That in trim gardens takes his pleafure. 

But firit and chiefelt with thee bring 

Him that yon (bars on golden wing, 

Guiding the fiery-wheeied throne, 

The cherub Contemplation ; 

And the mute Silence bid along, 

"Lefs Philomel .will deign a fong, 

In her fweeteil, faddeft plight, 

Smoothing the rugged brow of night, 

While Cynthia checks her dragon yoke, 

Gently o'er th' accuftom'd oak j 

Sweet bird, that fhunn'lf. the noife of folly, 

Moft muiical, mod melancholy ! 

Thee, chauntrefs, oft the woods among 

I woo, to hear thy even-fong: 

And, milling thee, I walk unfeen 

On the dry lmooth-fhavcn green, 

To behold the wandering moon, 

Riding near her higheft noon, 

Like one that had been led ailray 

Through the Heaven's wide pathlefs way, 

And oft, as if her head (he bow'd, 

Stooping through a fleecy cloud. 

Oft, on a plat of rifing ground, 

I hear the far-off curreu found 

Over fome wide-water'd fliore, 

Swinging flow with fullen roar $ 

Or, if the air will not permit, 

Some (till removed place will fit, 

Where glowing embers through the room 

Teach light to counterfeit a gloom, 

Far from all re fort of mirth, 

Save the cricket on the hearth, 

Or the bellman's drowfy charm, 

To blefs the doors from nightly harm : 

Or let my lamp, at midnight hour, 

Be feen in lorne high. lonely tow'r, 

Where- 1 may out-watch the Bear 

With thrice great Hermes, or unfphere 

The fpirit of Plato, to unfold 

What worlds or what valt regions hold 

The immortal mind that hath foi ibok 

Her manlion in this flefhly nook : 

And of thole demons that are found 

In fire, air, flood, or under ground, 

Whoie power hath a true confent 

With planet, or with element. 

Sometime let gorgeous tragedy 

In fccptred pall come fweeping by, 

Prefenting Thebes' or Pelops" line, 

Or elfe the tale of Troy divine, 

Or what (though rare) of later a^e 

Ennobled hatJi the bulkin'd lhge 



But, O fad Virgin, that thy pew'r 

Might raife Mufarns from his bowV, 

Or bid the foul of Orpheus ling 

Such notes as, warbled to the ltring, 

Drew iron tears down Pluto's cheek, 

And mack Hell grant what love did feek. 

Or call up him that left half told 

T he (lory of Cambuican bold, 

Of Camball, and of Algarlife, 

And who had Canace to wife. 

That own'dthe virtuous ring and glafs, 

And of the wondrous horfe of brals, . 

On which the Tartar king did ride ; 

And if aught elfe great bards bclide 

In fage and iblemn tunes have fung^ 

Of turneys and of trophies hung, 

Of forelts, and enchantments drear, 

Where more is meant than meets the ear. 

Thus, night, oft lee me in thy pale career, 

Till civil-fuited.morn appear, 

Not trickt and froune'd as me was wont 

With the Attic boy to hunt, 

But kercheft in a comely cloud, 

While rocking winds are piping loud, 

Or uflier'd with a (bower ltill, 

When theguft hath blown his fill, 

Ending on the milling leaves, 

With minute drops from off the eaves. 

And when the fun begins to fling 

His flaring beams, me, goddefs, bring 

To arched walks of twilight groves, 

And fhadows brown that Sylvan loves, 

Of pine, or monumental oak, 

Where the rude axe with heaved ftroke 

Was never heard the Nymphs to daunt, 

Or fright them from their hallow'd hauut. 

There in clofe covert by fome brook, 

Where no profaner eye may look, 

Hide me from day's garilh eye, 

Whiie the bee with honied thigh, ' 1 

That at her flow'ry work doth ling, 

And the waters murmuring, 

With fuch concert as they keep, 

Entice tne dewy-feathcr'd fleep y 

And let fome ftrange, mylterious dream 

Wave at his wings in airy A ream 

Of lively portraiture dilbiay'd, 

Softly on my eye-lids laid. 

And, as I wake, fv. ett muflc breathe 

Aboye, about, or underneath, 

Sent by fome fpirit to mortals good, 

Or th' unfeen Genius of the wood. 

But let my due feet never fail 

To walk the Ihidious cioifters pale, 

And love the high embowed roof, 

With antique pillars many proof, • 

And Itorieet windows richly dight, 

.Calling a dim, religious light. 

There let the pealing organ blow, 

To the full-voic'd quire below, 

In lervice high, and anthems eL°ar, 

As may with iweetnefs, ihrough mine ear, 

Diflblve me into eciiaflcs, v 

And bring all Heaven before mine eyes. 

And 
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And may at J aft my weary age 
Find out the peaceful hermitage, 
^The hairy gown and molly cell, 
Where I may fit and rightly fpell 
Of evYy ftar that Heaven doth ihew, 
And evVy herb that fips the dew 5 
Till old experience do attain 
To (bm£ thing like prophetic ftra1n. 
Thele pleafures, Melancholy, give, 
And I with thee will choofe to live. 



§ 3. LYCIDAS. Milto.w 

VST once more, Oye Laurels, and once more, 
* Ye Myrtles brown, with Ivy never fere, 
I come tQ pluck your berries harlh and crude, 
And with forcM fingers rude, 
Shatter your leaves before the mellowing year j 
Bitter conftraint, and fad occafion dear, 
Compels me to diiturb your feafon due ; 
$or Lycidas is dead, dead ere his prime, 
Young Lycidas, and hath not left his peer: 
Who would not fmg for Lycidas ? he knew 
Himfelf to fmg, and build the lofty rhime. 
He mull not float upon his wafry bier 
Unwept, and welter to the parching wind, 
Without the mefd of fome melodious tear. 

Begin then, fillers of the facred well, 
That from beneath the feat of Jove doth fpring, 
Begin, and fomewhat loudjy fweep the fixing. 
Hence with denial vain, and coy excufe, 
So may fome gentle Mule. 
With lucky words favour my deftin'd urn ; 
And, as ihe pafles, turn, 
And bid fair peace be to my fable fhroud. 
For we were nurlt upon the felf-fame hill, 
Fed the fame flock, by fountain, made, and rill. 

Together both, ere the high lawns appeared 
Under the* opening eye-lids of the morn, 
We drove afield, and both together heard 
What time the grey-fly winds her fultry horn, 
Battening our flocks with the frclh dews of night, 
Oft till the ftar that rofeat evening bright 
Tow'rd heaven's defcent had ilopM his weftring 
wheel. 

Meanwhile the rural ditties were not mute, 
Tempered to the oaten flute j 
Rough Satyrs dane'd, and Fauns with cloven heel 
From the glad found would not be abfent long, 
And old Damxtas lov'd to hear our fong. 

But, O the heavy change ! now thou art gone, 
Now thou art gone, and never muft return ! 
Thee Shepherd, thee the woods, and defert caves 
With wild thyme and the gadding vine overgrown, 
And all their echoes, mourn. 
The willows, and the hazel copfes green, 
Shall now no more be fecn 
Fanning their joyous leaves to thy foft lays, 
As killing as' the canker. to the rofe, 
Or taint-worm to the weaning herds that graze ; 
Or froft to flow'rs, that their gay wardrobe wear, 
When Aril the white-thorn blows ; 
Such, Lycidas, thy lofs to fhepheroV ear. 



Where were ye, Nymphs, when the remorfelefs 
CJos'd o'er thehead of your lov'dLycidas ? {deep 
For neither were ye playing on the fteep, 
Where your old Bards, the famous Druids, lie, 
Nor on the fhaggy top of Mona high, 
Nor yet where Deva fp reads her wifard ftreara: 
Ah me, I fondly dream f [done ? 

Had ye been there — for what could that have 
What couid the Mufe herfelf that Orpheus bore, 
The Mufe herfelf for her enchanting fon, 
Whom univerfal nature did lament, 
When by the rout that made the hideous roar, 
His gory viiage down the ftream was feht, 
Down the fw ; ft Hebrus to the Lefoian more ? 

Alas ! wnat boots it with ince/lant care 
To tend the- homely, flirted fhepherd's trade,. 
And itricTtly meditate the thanklefs Mufe ? 
Were it not better done, as others ufe, 
To fport with Amaryllis in tfie made. 
Or with the tangles of Necera's hair ? 
Fame is the fpur that the clear fpirit doth raiffc 
(That laft infirmity of noble minds) 
To fcorn delights, and live laborious days ; 
But the fair guerdon when we hope to find, 
And think to burft out into fudden blaze, 
Comes the blind Fury with th* abhorred thears, 
And flits the thin-fpun life. * But not the praife, 
Phcebus replied, and touched my trembling ; ears ^ 
Fame is no plant that ^rows on mortal foil, 
Nor in the glilVring foil 
Set off to tlr world ; nor in broad rumour lies, 
But lives and fpreads aloft by thofe pure eyes. 
And perfect witnefs of all-judging Jove : 
As he -pronounces hftly on each deed, 
Of fo much fame in heaven ex peel thy meed. 

O fountain Arethufe,and thou honoured flood, 
Smooth-ilidingMinciuSjCrowifdwithvocal reeds, 
That drain* I heard was of a higher mood : 
But now ray oat proceeds, 
And liftens to the herald of the fea 
That came, in Neptune's plea ; 
He aik'd the waves, and afk'd the felon winds, 
Whit hard mifhap hath doom *d this gentle fwainr 
And queffion'd ev'ry gull: of rugged winds 
That blows from oft* each beaked- promontory; 
They knew not of his ftory, 
And fige Hippodates their anfwer brings, 
That not a blaft was from his dungeon ilray'd, 
The air was calm, and on the level brine 
Sleek Paribpe with all her lifters play'd. 
It was that fatal and perfidious bark 
Built in th' eclipfe, and rigg'd with curfes dark, 
That funic ib low that facred head of thine. 

>Je,xt Camus, reverend fire ! went footing flow, 
His mantle hairy, and his bonnet fedge, 
Inwrought with figures dim, and on the edge 
Like to that fangume flow % r infcrhYd with woe. 
Ah ! who hath reVt (quoth he) mvdeareft pledge? 
Laft came, and laft did go, 
The pilot of the Galilean lake; 
Two mafley keys he bore of metals twain, 
(The golden'opes, the iron fhuts amain) 
He (hook his mitred locks, and ftern befpake, 
How well could I have fpar'dforthee,young fwain. 

Enow 
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Enow of fuch as for their bellies* fake 
Creep, and intrude, and climb into the fold! 
Of other care they little reckoning make, 
Than how to fcriimble at the fhearer's feaft, 
And (hove away the wo/thy bidden gueft; 
Blind mouths ! that fcarce themfelves know hdw 
to hold [leaf* 
A Iheep-hook, or have learn'd aught elfe the 
-Thai to the faithful herdman's art belongs! [fped: 
\\ hat recks it them ? What need they ? They are 
And, when they lift, their lean arid flamy fongs 
Grate on their icrannel pipes of wretched ftrawj 
The hungry lheep look up, and are not fed. 
But fwol ri withwind ,and the rank mill they draw, 
Rot inwardly, and foul contagion fpread : 
Befides what the grim wolf with privy paw 
Daily devours apace, and nothmg laid, 
But that two-handed engine at the door 
Stands ready to (mite once, and fmites no more. 

Return, Alpheus, the dread voice is pall, 
That fhrunk thyltreams ; return, Sicilian Mufe, 
And call the vales, and bid them hither calt 
Their bells, and flowrets of a thoufand hues. 
Ye valleys low, where the mild whifpers ufe 
Of lhades,and wanton wi nd s,an d gum i ng brooks, 
On whole frelh lap the lwart ftar fparely looks, 
Throw hither all your quaint enamelPd eyes, 
That on the green turf luck the honied IhowYs, 
And purple all the ground with vernal flow'rs, 
Bring the rathe primrole that forfaken dies, 
The tufted crow-toe, and pale jelTamine, 
The white-pink, and the panfy freakt with jet, 
The glowing violet, 

The mulk-rofe, and the well-attir'd woodbine, 
With cowflips wan that hang the penfive head, 
And every flow'r that fad embroidery wears: 
Bid Amaranthus all his beauty lhed, 
And daffadillies fill their cups with tears, 
To ftrew the laureat hearle where Lycid* lies. 
For fo to interpofe a little eafe, 
Let our frail thoughts dally with falfe furmife. 
Ah me ! Whilfl thee the,mores,and founding feas 
Warn far away, where'er thy bones are hurl'd, 
Whether beyond the ftormy Hebrides, 
Where thou perhaps under the whelming tide 
VihYft the bottom of the monitrous world; 
Or whether thou, to our moift vows denied, 
Sleep'it by the fable of Bellerus old, 
Where the great vifion of the guarded mount 
Looks tow'rd Namancosand Bayona's hold ; 
Look homeward Angel now, and melt with ruth: 
And, O ye Dolphins, waft the haplefs youth. 

Weep no more,woftil (hepherd6,weep no more, 
For Lycidas your forrow is not dead; 
Sunk th'ough he be beneath the wat'ry floor j 
So finks the day-ftar in the ocean bed, 
And 'yet anon repairs his drooping head, 
And tricks hisbeams,and with new-fpangledore 
Flames in the forehead- of the morning Iky : 
S6 Lycidas funk low, but mounted high, 
Thro'thedearmightofhimthatwalk'dthewaves, 
Where other groves and other itreams along, 
With nectar pure his\oozy locks he laves, 
And hears the unexpreliivc nuptial fong, 



In the blelt kingdoms meek of joy and love* 
There entertain him all the Saints above, 
In fblemn troops, and fweet focietfes, 
That fing, and linking in their glory move, 
And wipe the tears for ever from his eyes. 
Now, Lycidas, the Ihepherds weep no more ; 
Henceforth thou art the genius of the lhore, 
In thy large recompense, and (halt be good 
To all that wander in that perilous flood, [rills* 
Thus lang the uncouth fwain to th v oaks and 
While tire ltill morn went out with fandals grey, 
He toucrfd the tender Hops of various quiils, 
With fager thought warbling his Doric lay: 
And now the fun had ftretch'd out all the hills* 
And now was dropt into the weiternbay ; 
At hit he rofe, and twitch'd his mantle blue: 
To-morrow to frelh woods, and paltures new* 



h 4- 



Virtue, Wifdom, and Contemplation* 

Milton, 

T^r irtue could fee to do what Virtue would 
v By her own radian tlight,though fun andmoon 
Were in the flat fea funk. And Wifdom's felf 
Oft feeks to fweet retired folitude, 
Where, with her belt nurfe, Contemplation, 
She plumes her feathers and lets grow her winsrs* 
That in the various bultle of relbrt 
Were all too ruffled, and fometimes impair'd. 
Ke that has light within his own clear breaft 
May lit i' th 1 centre, and enjoy bright day: 
But he that hides a dark foul, and foul thoughts, 
Benighted walks under the mid-day fun ; 
Himfelf is his own dungeon. 



M 



§ 5. Meditation and Beauty. Milton, 
"using Meditation molt affects 
The penfive fecrecy of defert cell, 
Far from the cheerful haunt of men and herds, 
And fits as fafe as in a fenate-houfe ; 
For who would rob a hermit of his weeds, 
His few books, or his beads, or maple dilh, 
Or do his grey hairs any violence ? 
But Beauty, like the fair Hefperian tree 
Laden with blooming gold, had need the guard 
Of dragon watch, with uninchanted eye, ' 
To fave her blolfoms, and defend her fruit 
From the ralh hand of bold incontinence. 



§ 6. Cbaflity. Milton. 
Che that has that, is clad in complete Itecl, * 
^ And like a qui ver'd nymph with arrows keen 
May trace huge forefts, and unharbour'd heaths, 
Infamous hills,- and fandy psrilous Wilds, 
Where, through the facred rays of chaftity, 
No favage, fierce bandite, or mountaineer, 
Will dare to foil her virgin purity : 
Yea there, where very defohtion dwells, 
By grots,and caverns magg d with horrid fhades, 
She may pafs on with unblench'd majelty 
Be it not done in pride, or in prefumption* 
Some fay no evil thing that walks by night, 
In fog or fire, by lake, or moorim fen, 
Blue meagre hag, or itubboru unlaid pholh 

Thae 
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That breaks his mngic chains at curfeu time, 
No goblin, or fwart fairy of the mine, 
Hath hurtful powY o'er true virginity. 
Do ye believe-me yet, or mall I call 
Antiquity from the old fchools of Greece 
To teftify the arms of chaltity ? 
• Hence had the hunti'efs Dian* her dread bow, 
pair iilver-fhafted queen, for ever chalie, 
Wherewith fhe tam'd the brindtd lionefs 
And fpotted mountain pard, but fet at nought 
The fri volous bolt of Cupid } gods and men 
Fear'd her Hern frown, and me was queen o' th 
woods. 

What was the lhaky-headed Gorgon fnield, 
That wife Minerva wore, unconquer'd virgin, 
Wherewith me freez'd her foes to congeal'd 
But rigid looks of chafte auflerity, [itone, 
And noble grace, that dahYd brute violence 
With fudden adoration, and blank awe ? 
60 dear to Heaven is faintly Chaftity, 
That, when a foul re found fincerely fo, 
A thoufand liveried angels lackey her, 
Driving far off each thing of fin and guilt, 
And in clear dream, and folemn vifion, 
Tell her of things that no grofs ear can hear, 
Till oft converfe with heavenly habitants 
Begin to caff a beam on th' outward ihape, 
The unpolluted temple of the mind, 
And turns it by degrees to the foul's eflence, 
Till all be made immortal : but when lull, 
By unchafte look?, loofe geltures, and foul talk, 
But moft' by lewd and lavilh aft of t : n, 
Lets in defilement to the inward parts, 
The foul grows clotted by contagion, 
Imbodies, and imbrutes, till me quite lofe 
The divine property of her firft being. 
Such are thofe thick arid gloomy fhadows damp 
Oft feen in charnel vaults, and fepulchres, 
■Lin^Ying and fitting by a new-made grave, 
As loth to leave the body that it lov'd, 
And linkM itfelf by carnal fenfuality 
To a degenerate and degraded Hate, 

§ 7. Pkilofophy. Milton. 
TTow charming 7s divine Philofophy ! 

Not harm,and crabbed, as dull fools fuppofe, 
But mufical as is Apollo's lute, 
And a perpetual feaft of neftar'd fweets, 
Where no crude furfeit reigns ! 

§ 8. True Liberty. Milton. 

-True Liberty 



Is loir, which always with right reafon dwells 
Twinned, and from her hath no dividual being; 
Keaibn in man obfeur'd, or not obey'd, 
Immediately inordinate defires 
And upitart paflions catch the government 
From reafon, and to fervitude reduce 
Wan, till then free. 

§ 9. Proivefs of Body and Mind. Milton. 
f\H how comely it is, and how reviving 
^ To the fpirits of juit men. long opprefs'd, 
When Gcd into the han J* oi their deliverer 



Puts invincible might, 

To quell the mighty of the earth, th 1 oppreflbr, 

The brute and boiftYous force of violent men, 

Hardy and indubious to fupport 

Tyrannic powY, but raging to purfue 

The righteous, and all fuch as honour truth I 

He all their ammunition 

And feats of war defeats ; 

With pl ain heroic magnitude of riiind, 

And celellial vigour arm'd, 

Their armories and magazines contemns, 

Renders them uftlefs, while 

With winged expedition, 

Swift as the lightning glance, he execute* 

His errand on the wicked, who, furpris\!, 

Lofe their defence, diftra&ed and amaz'd. 
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§ 10. On Sbakejpeare. Milton, 
hat needs my Shakefpeare for his honoured 

bones 

The labour of an age in piled (tones, 
Or that his hallow'd reliques fhould be hid 
Under a ftarry-pointing pyramid ? 
Dear fon of memory ! great heir of fame ! [name > 
What need'ft thou fuch weak witnels of thy 
Thou in our wonder and aftonilhment 
Hall built thyfelf a live -long monument. 
For whiift to th' fhame of flow-endeavouring art 
Thy eafy numbers flow, and that each heart 
Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued book 
Thole Delphic lines with deep impreflion took, 
Then thou our fancy of itfelf bereaving, 
Doft make us marble with too much conceiving j 
And fo fepulchred in fuch pomp doth lie, 
That kings for fuch a tomb would wiih to die. 



$ 11. Song: On May Morning. Milton. 
Njow the bright morning ftar, day's harbin- 

Comes dancing from the eafl,and leads with her 
The flowery May,\vho from her green lap throw* 
The yellow cowflip, and the pale prjmrofe. 
Hail, bounteous May, that doll infpire 
Mirth, and youth, and warm delire ! 
Woods and groves are of thy drefling, 
Hill and dale doth boaft thy blefling. 
Thus we falute thee with our early fong, 
And welcome thee, and wifli thee long. 



V 



§ 12. Virtue and Evil. Milton* 
irtue may be aflaiPd, but never hurt, 
Surprised by unjuft force,butnot inthraUM* 
Yea, even that which mifchief meant moll harm, 
Shall in the happy trial prove moft glory j 
But evil on itfelf (hall back recoil, 
And mix no more with goodnefs, when at laftv 
Gathered like fcum. and fettled to itfelf, 
It (hall be1n eternal reftlefs change 
Self-fed, and felf-conmmed s if this fat 1 , 
The pillar'd firmament is rottennefs, 
And earth's bale built on Hubble. 
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§ 13. Patience. Milton. 
XvTany are the layings of the wife, 

In ancient and in modern book 9 inrolPd, 
Extolling Patience as the truelt fortitude j 
And to the bearing well of all calamities, 
All chances incident to man's frail lire, 
Coniolatories writ [fought, 
With ituuied argument, and much perfuanon 
Lenient of grief and anxious thought ; 
But with trf aftli&ed, in his pangs, their found 
Little prevails, or rather feems a tune 
Harlh,and of diflbnant mood from his complaint; 
Unleis lie feel within 
fc>ome fource of coniolation from above, 
Secret, refrelhings, that repair his Itrength, 
And Minting fpirits uphold. 

$ 14. Sonnet: On bis deceafed Wife. Milton- 
*/iethought I faw my late efpoufed faint 
Brought to me like Alceftis from the grave, 
Whom Jove's great fen to her glad hulband 



And oft tho' Wifdom wake, Sufpicion fleeps 
At Wifdonrfs gate, and to Simplicity [ill 
Religns her charge, while Goodneis thinks no 
Where no ill feems. 



Milton, 



§ i 8. *The Lady reproving Comus. 
r hate when vice can bolt her arguments, 

And virtue has no tongue to check her pride. 
Impoftor ! do not charge moll innocent Nature, 
As if ihe would her children mould be riotous 
With her abundance j ihe, good caterefs, 
Means her provision only to the good, 
That live according to her ibber laws, 
And holy di&ate of ljpare Temperance: 
If every juft man, that now pines with wanfc, 
Had but a moderate and beieeming fhare 
Of that which lewdly -pamper \d luxury 
Now heaps upon fome few with vail excefs, 
Nature's full bleflings would be well dilpens'J 
In unfupertiuous even proportion, 
And (he no whit encumbered with her ftore, 
r C r ^ i » r 1 , i . r • And then the gi ver would be better thank'd, 
Refcuedfromdeathbyforce,tho paleandfaint His ifc due paid; for fWiifitb gluttony 
Mine, as whom wafli d from foot of child-bed Ne * er ]ooks to Heayen amkut his | Qrgeous fea ft 
Purification 111 the old Law did lave, [taint But with befottetl ba(e latitude 



And fuch, as yet once more I truft to have 
*Full light of her in heaven without reftraint, 
Came veiled all in white, pure as her mind : 

Her face was veird,yet to my fancied fight 

Love,fweetnefs, goodnefs, in her perfon ihin'd 
So clear, as in no face with more delight. 

But,oh ! astoembrace me ihe inclin'd. [night. 

I wak'd, (he fled, and day brought back my 

§ 15. Spirits. Milton, 
qpirits, when they pleafe, 
^ Can either lex ali'ume, or both ; fo foft 
And uncompounded is their eflence pure j 
Not tied or manacled with joint or limb, 
Nor founded on the brittle Itrength of bones, 
Like cumbrous fldh j but in what lhape they 
choofe, 

Dilated or condens'd, bright or obfeure, 
Can execute their airy purpofes, 
And works of love or enmity fulfil. 
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§16. Pain. Milton, 
that avails 
Valour or flrength, tho* matchlefs, 
quell'd with Pain, 
Which all fubdues, and makes remifs the hands 
Of mightieft r Senfe of pleafure we may well 
Spare out of life, perhaps, and not repine j 
But live content, which is the calmeft life.: 
But pain is pei feci: miicry, the worft 
Of evils ! and, exceflive, overturns 
All patience. 



Crams,and blaiphemes his feeder. Shall Igo on ? 
Or have I laid enough ? To him that dares 
Arm hfs profane tongue with contemptuous 
Againfl the fun-clad pow'r of Chaftity> [word* 
Fain would I fomething fay, yet to what end I 
Thoii haft not ear, nor foul to appreliend 
The iublime notion, and high myftery 
That mud be utter'd to unfold the fage 
And ferious doctrine of Virginity, 
And thou art worthy that thou Ihouldft not know 
More happinefs than this thy prelent lot. 
Enjoy your dear wit, and gay rhetoric, 
That have fo well been taught herdazziing fence, 
Thou art not fit to hear thyfelf convinced; 
Yet lhould I try, the uncontrouled worth 
Of this pure caufe would kindle my rapt fpirits 
To fuch a flame of (acred vehemence, thize, 
That dumb thing's would be mov'd to fympa- 
And the brute earth would lend her nerves, and 
lhake, 

Till all thy magic ftru&ures, rear'd fo high, 
Were ihatter'd into heaps o'er thy folic head. 



§ 17. Hjf aerify, Milton. 
f either man nor argel enn difcern 
Hypocrify, the only evil that walks 
Invifible, except to God alone', 
By his pcrmifave will, thro* heaven and "earth : 
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§19. Sonnet to the Nightingale. Milton. 

O nightingale, that on yon bloomy fprav 
Warbleft at eve, when all the woods are ft i I, 
Thou with frefh hope the lover's heart doft fill, 
While the jolly hours lead on propitious May. 
Thy liquid notes, that dole the eye of day,/ 
Firft heard before the fhallow cuckoo's bill, 
Portend fuccefs in love ; oh if Jove's will . 
Have link'd that amorous pow V to thy foft lay, 
Now timely ling, ere the rude bird of hate 

Fovetel my hopelefs doom in fome grove nigh} 
As thou from year to year haft fung too late 

For my relief, yet hadft no reaibn why: 
Whether the mufe,or love call thee his mate, 
Both them I ftrve, and of thtir train am T. 

§ 2ct 



1 
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$ 20. Echo: A Songi 

Sweet Echo, fweetelt nymph I that liv'ilunfeen 
Within thy airy fheil, 
By flow Meander's margent green, 
And in the violet-embroider'd vale, 

Where the love-lorn nightingale 
Nightly to thee her fad fong mourneth well j 
Canft thou not tell me of a gentle pair 
That likeit thy Narcilfus are ? 

Oh if thou have 
Hid them in fome flow'ry cave* 
Tell me but where, 
Sweet queen of 'parley, daughter of thefphere ! 
So maylt thou be tranflated to the fkies, 
And give refounding grace to all Heaven's har- 
monies. 



VARIOUS DESCRIPTIONS FROM 
SP.ENSER. 



B 



§ iti Adonis's Garden. 
ut were it not that Time their troubler is, 

All that in this delightful garden grows 
Should happy be, and have immortal blifs : 
For here all plenty and all plcafure flowes, 
And fweet love gentle fits emongft them throws. 

Without fell rancour, or fond jealoUfie ; 
Frankley each paramour his leman knows, 
Each bird his mate; ne any does en vie 
Their goodly merriment, and gay felicitie. 

1 Right in the middeft of that paradife 
There ftood a (lately mount, on whoes round top 

A gloomy grove of myrtle -tree? did rile, 
Whofe fhadie boughs fliarp fteele did never lop. 
Nor wicked beafts their tender buds did crop ; 

But, Hkeagirlond compared the hight, [drop, 
And from their fruitfull fides fweet gumcs did 

That all the ground with precious dewNidight, 
Threw forth moft dainty odours, and moft fweet 
delight ! 

And, in the thickert covert in that (hade, 
There was a plcaiant arbour, not by art, 

But of the trees own inclination made, 
Which knitting their ranke branches part to part, 
With wanton ivte-twine entail d athwart, 

And eglantine and caprisfole emong, 
Fafhion'd above within her inmofl part, 

That neither Phoebus' beams could thro' them 
throng, 

Nor Coins' (harp blaft could work them any 
wrong. 

And all about grew every fort of fl^wre, 
To which fad lovers were transformed of yore; 

Frcfli Hyacinthus, Phoebus' paramofcre, 
And dearelt love ; 

Foolifh NarcilTe, that likes the wat'ry more; 

Sad Aniaranthus, made a flowre but late ; 
Sad Amaranthus, in whofe purple -gore 

Mefeemes I fee AmintaV wretched fate, 
To whom fweet poets verfe hath given endlefs 
date, 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Book. IV* 

§ 22, Affefiions. 

How great a^ toil to ftem the raging flood, 
When beauty ftirs the mais of youthful 
blood ! 

When the fwoln veins with circling torrents rue, 
And fofter pafilons fpeak thro' wiming eyes 1 

Thevoice of reafon's drown'd; in vain it fpeak:?, 
When hafty anger dyes the gloomy cheeks; 
And vengeful pride hurries the mortal on 
To deeds unheard, and cruelties unknown. 

Then 'gan the Palmer thus: Moll wretched - 
That to atteclions does the bridle lend ; [man, 

In their beginning they are weak and wan, 
But foon, through fufTrance, growe to fearfull 
end; [tend: 
Whiles they are weak, betimes with them con* 
For when they once to perfect flrength do' 
growe, . t 
Strong warres they make, and cruel batt'ry bend 
* 'Gainft' fort of reafon, it to overthrowe: 
Wrath, jealoufy, grief, love, this 'fquire have 
laid thus lowe. #9 

Wrath, jealoufy, grief, love, do thus expell: 
Wrath is a fire, and jealoufy a weed ; 

Grief is a ftood, and love a monfter fell ; 
The fire of fparke, the weed of little feed, 
The flood of drops, the moniter filth did breed : 
But fparks, feed,drops,and filth do thusdecay; 
The fparks foon quench, the fp ringing feed out- 
weed, 

The drops dry up, and filth wipe clean away ; 
So fhall wrath, jealoufy, grief, love, die and 
decay. 



§ 23. Ambition. 
\ rout of people there aflembled were, 
Of every fort or nation under Iky, 
Which with great uprore preafltd,todraw near 
To th' upper part, where was advanced hie , 
A Itately feat of foveraigne majeilie, 

And thereon fate a woman gorgeous gay, 
And richly clad in robes of royal tie, 

That never earthly prince in fuch array [play; 
His glory did enchaunce,and pompous pride dif- 

Her face pght wondrous faire did feem to be* 
That her broad beauties beam great brightnefs 
threw [fee : 

Thro' the dim fhade, that all men there might 
Yet was not that fame. her own native hew, 
But wrought by art ; and counterfeited {hew, 
Thereby more lovers unto her to call ; 
Nath'lefs, more heavenly faire in deed and view 
She by creation was, till (he did fall j 
Thenceforth lhe fought for helps to cloke her 
crimes withall. 

There, as in glirVring glory fhe did fit, 
She held a great gold-chain y linked well, 

Whole upperend to Itigheft heaven was knit, 
And lower part did reach to lowell hell ; 

IAnd all that preafe did round about her fwell, 
To catchen hold of that long chaine theretr 
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To climb aloft, and others to excell ; 

That was Ambition, rafh deiire to (tie, 
And ev'ry link thereof a ftep of dignitie. 

Some thought to raifethemfelves to high degree 
By riches and unrighteous reward ; 

Some by clofe IhouldYing, ibme by flatteree ; 
Others through friends, others for bafe reward ; 
And all, by wrong ways, for themfelves prepared. 

Thofe that were- up themfelves, kept others 
lowe i 

Thofe that were lowe themfelves,held others hard, 

Ne futfer'd them to rife, or greater growe ; 
But every one did llrive his fellow down to 
thro we. ^ 

O facred hunger of ambitious mindes, 
And impotent deiire of men to raigne ! 

Who nether dread of God, that devils bindes, 
Nor laws of men, that common weals containe, 
Nor bands of nature, that wild beafts reltraine, . 

Can keep from outrage, and from doing wrong, 
Where they may hope a kingdom to obtaine. 

No faith fo firm, no trull can be fo ftrong, 
No love fo Lilting then, that may enduren long. 
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§ 24. Anguijh. 

hat equal torment to the gricfeof minde, 
And pyningan^uiih hid in gentle heart, 
That inly feeds itfelf with thoughts unkinde, 
And nourilheth her own confuming fmart > 
What medicine can any leache's art 

Yield fuch a fore, that doth her grievance hide, 
And will to none her inaladie impart ? 



§ 25. Arbour. 



And over him, art ftriveing to compaire 

With nature, did an arbour green diflpred, 
Framed with wanton ivie, flowering faire, 
Thro' which the fragrant eglantine did fpred 
His pricking arme?, entayl'd with rofes red, 

Which dainty odours round about him threw; 
And all within with flowres was garniflied, 

That, when mild Zephyrus emongft them blew, 
Did breathe out bounteous fmells, and painted 
colours (hew. 



§ 26. Avarice. 



A nd greedy Avarice by him did ride, 
Upon a camel loaden all with gold; 
Two iron coffers hung on either fide, 
With precious metall full as they might hold, 
And in his lap a heap of coin he told ; 

For of his wicked pelf his god he made, 
And unto hell himfelf for money fold: 

Accurfed ufury was all his trade, [waide. 
And right and vvronge ylike in equall ballance 

At laft he came into a gloomie glade, [light, 
Covered with boughs and fhrubs from .heaven's 

Whereas he fitting found, in fecret fhade, 
An uncouth; falvage 3 and uncivil 1 wight, 



Of griefly hew, and foul ill-ravour'd £ght ; 
His face with fmoake was tann'd, and eyes 
were blear'd $ 
His head and beard with foot were ill bedight ; 
His coMe-black hands did feem to have been 
lear'd [clawes appeared. 

In fmithe's fire-fpeting forge, and nails like 

His iron coat, all overgrown with ruft, 
Was underneath envejoped with gold, 

Whole gliltringglofs,darkened with filthy duft, 
Well it appeared to have been of old 
A work of rich entaihr, and curious mould, 
Woven with anticks, and wild imagery} 
And in his lap a mafs of coine he told, 
And turn'd uo-fide down, to feed his eye, 
And covetous deiire, with his huge treafury. 

And round about him lay, on every fide, 
Great heaps of gold, that never could be fpent; 

Of which, ibme were ore not purifide 
Of Mulciber's devouring element; 
Some others were new driven, and diflent 

Into great ingots, and to wedges fquare; 
Some in round plates withouten monument; 

But moil were ftampt, and in their metall bare 
The antick fhapes of kings and Cxfars ltrange 
and rare. 



§ 27. Bafifulnefs. 
r pHE whiles-, the fairie knight did entertaine 
Another damfel of that gentle crew, 
That was right faire, and modelt of demaine, 
But that too oft fhe chang'd her native hue. 
Strange was her tire, and all her garments blue, 
Clofe round about her tuckt, with many a 
plight : 

Upon her rift, the bird that (hunneth view, 

And keeps in coverts dole from living wight, 
Did fit, as if aiham'd how rude Dan did her 
dight. 

So long as Guyon with her communed, 
Unto the ground (he call her modeft eye, 

And ever and anone, with rofie red, 
The balhfull blood her(nowy cheekes did. die, 
And her became as polihYd ivorie, 

Which cunning craftfman's hand hath overlaid 
With fair Vermillion, or pure laftery. 

Great wonder had the knight to fee the maid 
So ftrangely paflioned, and to her gently faid 5 

Fair damfell, feemeth by your troubled cheare, 
That either me too bold yee weene, this wife 

You to moleft, or other ill to feare, 
That in the fecret of your heart clofe lyes, 
From whence it doth, as cloud from fea, arife. 

If it be I, of pardon I you pray ; 
But if ought elfe that I mote not devife, 

I will (if pleafe you it difcrue) aflay 
To eafe you of that ill, fo wifely as I may. 1 

She anfwer'd nought, but more abalht for 
fliame, 

Held down her head, the whiles her lovely face 
The flulhing blood with blulhing did intlame, 
And the itrong pallion marr'd her incdeit grace, 
3 A That 
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That Guy on marvail'd at her uncouth cafe : 
Till Alma him befpake, Why wonder yee, 

Fair fir, at that which you fo much imbrace ? 
She is the fbuntaine of your modeltee » 

You ihame-fac'd are, but Shame-fac'dnefs itfelf 
/ is fhee. 

Another. 

And next to her fate goodly Shame-fac'dnefs j 
Ne ever durft her eyes from ground up-reare, 

Ne ever on ce did look up from her dreis, 
As iHbme blame of evill fhe did feare, 
That in her cheek made roles oft appeare. 



So alfo did the great Cetean knight, 

For his love's fake, his lion's (kin undight: 

And fo did warlike Anthony neglect 
The world's whole rule, for Cleopatra's fight. 

Such wond'rous pow'rehas women's fairafpecT, 
To captive men, and make them all the world 
rejecl. 



§ 28. Beauty. 

Nought is there under heaven's wide hollow- 
nefs 

1 hat moves more dear companion of mind, 
Than beauty brought V unworthy wretched- 
nefs 

By envy's fnares, or fortune's freaks unkind : 
I, whether lately thro' her brightnefs blind, 

Or thro' allegiance and fait fealty, 
Which I do ova e unto all womankind, 

Feel my heart piere'd with 16 great agony, 
When fuch I fee, that all for pity I could die. 

( Eftfoons there ftepped forth 
A goodly lady, cfad in hunter's weed, 



That ieem'd to be a woman of great worth, 
And by her (lately poi tance, borne of heavenly 
birth. 

Her face fo fair, as flefh it feemed not, 
But heavenly portrait of bright angels hiew, 

Clear as the fky, withouten blame or blot, 
Thro' goodly mixture of complexions dew, 
And in her cheeks the vermill' red did fhew 

Like rofes in a bed of liliies fhed, 
The which ambrofial odours from them threw, 

And gazers fenfe with double pleafure fed,. 
Able to. heal the lick, and to revive the dead. 

In her fair eyes two living lamps did flame, 
Kindled above, at th' heavenly Maker's light, 

Aud darted fiery beams out of the fame, 
So'paffing pfcarceanr, andfo wondrous bright, 
That quite bereav'd the raih beholders of their 
figlit: 

In them the blinded God his luftful fire 
To kindle oft aflay'd, but had no might ; 

For, with d;ead majefty, and awful ire, 
She broke his wanton darts, and quenched bafc 
defire. 

Nought under heaven fo (trongly doth allure 
The fen'le of mail, and all his mind pofiefs, 

As beauty's love bait, that doth procure 
Great warriors of their rigour to reprefs^ 
And mighty hands forget their man! inefs, 

Drawn with thepow'rofan heart-robbing eye, 
And wrapt in fetters of a golden trefs, 

That can with melting plealance mollify 
Their harden'd hearts, enur'd to blood and 
cruelty. 

So whilome learn 'd that mighty Jewifli fwain, 
Each of whole locks did match a man of mi Jit, 
To lay hi* fpoils before his leman's train f 



§ 29. Boar. 

And then two boars with rankling malice met, 
Their goary fides, frefli bleeding, fiercely 
fret, 

Till breathlefs both, themfelves afide retire, 
Where foaming wroth their cruel tulks they 
whet, [refpirej 
And trample th' earth the while they may 
Then back to fight again, new breathed and en- 
tire. 



^ 3c. Boiw of Blifs. 

Thence palling forth, they fhortly do arrive 
Whereat the Bower of Blifs was fituate; 
, A place pick'd out by choice of belt alive, 
That nature's work by art can imitate ; 
In which whatever in this worldly Hate 

Is fweet and pleating unto living fenfe, 
Or that may daintieit fantatie aggrate. 

Was poured forth with plentiful difpenfe, 
And made there to abound withlavifh affluence. 

Goodly it was enclofed round abour. 
As well their enter'd guelts to keep within, 

As-thofe unruly beafts to hold without ; 
Yet was the fence thereof but weak and thin : 
Nought fear'd their force that fortilage to win, 

But wildom's powre and temperance's might, 
By which the mightieft things efforced bin : 

And eke the gate was wrought of fubftance 

light, bto^H 
Rather tor pleafure than for battery or fight, 

It framed uas of pretious yvory, 
That fcem'd a work of admirable witj 

And therein all the famous hiitorie 
Of Jaibn and Med&a was ywrit ; 
Her mighty charmes, her f urious loving fit, 

His goodly conquell of the golden fleece, 
His failed faith, and love to lightly nit, 

The wondred Argo, which invent'rous pesce 
Firit thro' the Euxian feas bore all the flow 1 of 
Greece. 

Ye might have feen the frothy billowes "ry 
Under the (hip, as thorough them {he went, 

That feemed waves were into y voiy, 
Or yvory into the waves were fent : 
And other where the fnowy fubftance fprent, 

With vermeil- like the boyes bloud therein fhed, 
A piteous fpeclacle did rtprefent } 

And otherwhiles with gold befprinkeled, 
It feem'd th' enchanted flame which did Creiifa 

All this and more might in this goodly gate 
Be read j that ever open flood to all 

Which 
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Which thither catttej but in the porch there fate 
A comely pepfonage of ftature tall, 
And iemblance pleating more than natural, 
' That travellers to him feemM'to entice \ 
His loofer garments to the ground did fall, 

Aftd flew about his heels in wanton wife, 
Not fit for ipeedy pace or manly exercife* 

The foe of life, that good envies to all, 

That fecretly doth us procure to fall* 
Through guileful femblaunce which he makes 
He of this gardin had the governaH, [us fee, 

And Pleafure's porter was devised to be, 
Holding a ftafle in hand for more formalitie. 

Thus being entred, they behold around 
A large and fpatious plaine on ev'ry fide 

Strow'd with plealaUnce, whofe faire graffie 
ground 

Mantled with green, and goodly beafifide 
With all the ornaments of Floraes pride, 

Wherewith her mother Art, as half in fcorne 
Of niggard Nature, like a pompous bride, 

Did deck her, and too lavilhly adorne, 
When forth from virgin bowre (he comes in th' 
early morne. 

Thereto the heavens always joviall, . 
Lookt on then? lovely, ftiil in ftedfall ftate, 

Ne fulfer'd ftorme nor froit on them to fall, 
Their tender buds or leaves to violate, 
Nor fcorching heat, nor cold intemperate, 

T' afflict the creatures which therein diddwell; 
But the milde air with feafon moderate 

Gently attempred and difpos'd lb well. 
That ftill it breathed forth fweet fpirit and 
whole ibme fmfell. 

.More fweet and wholefome than thepleafant hill 
Of Rhodope, on which the nymph that bore 

A giant-babe, her felfe for griefe did kill ; 
Or the Thenalian Tempe, where of yore 
Faire Daphne Phoebus' heart with love did gorej 

Or Ida, where the Gods lov'd to repaire, 
When-evcr they their heavenly bowres forlore 

Or fweet Parnafle, the haunt of mufes faire; 
Or Eden, if that aught with Eden mote compare, 

Till that he came unto another gate, 
No gate, but like one, beeing goodly dight 
With boughes and branches, which did broad 
dilate 

Their clafping armes, in wanton wreathings in- 
tricate. 

So ihioned a porch with rare divife, 
Archt over head with an embracing vine, [tice 

Whofe bunches hanging downejfeem'd to en- 
All pafiers by to tafte their lufhious wine, 
And did the'mfelves into their hands incline, 

As freely offering to be gathered: 
Some deep empurpled as the hyacint, 

Some as the rubine, laughing fweetly red, 
Some like faire emeraudes not yet ripened. 

And them amongft,fome were of burnilht gold, 
So made by art, to beautifie the reft, 
Which did thcmfelves emongll the leaves en- 
fold, 
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As lurking from the view of covetous giieft, 
That the weak boughes,with lb rich load oppreft, 
Did bow adown as over-burthened. 
There the moft dainty paradife on ground, 
It i'elf doth offer to his ibber eye, 

In which all pleasures plentioufly abound, 
And none does others happinels envie; 
The painted iiowres, the trees upihooting hie, 

The dales for ihade,the hills for breathing place, 
The trembling groves, the cryftall running by - y 
And that which all fair works doth moit ag • 
grace, 

The art w Inch wrought it all appeared in no place. 

One would have thought(lb cunningly the rude 
And fcorned parts were mingled with the fine) 

That Nature had for wantonnefs enfude 
Art, and that Art at Nature did repine ; 
So ftriveing each the other to undermine, 

Each 01 the other's worke more beautify ; 
So differing both in v willes, agreed in fine : 

So all agreed through fweet diverfitie, 
This garden to adorne with all varietie. 

And in the midft of all, afountaine ftood, 
Of rich', i fubftance that on earth might be- 

So pure and ftiiny, that the lilver flood 
Through every channell running, one might fee ; 
Moft goodly it with pure imageree 

Was over- wrought, and (napes of naked boyes, 
Of which fome feem'd with lively jollitee 

To fly about, playing their wanton toyes, 
Whiles others did themlelves embay in liquid 
joyes* 

And over all, of pureft gold, was fpred 
A trayle of ivie in his native hew : 

For the rich metall was lb coloured, 
That wight that did not well advifed view, 
Would rarely deem it to be ivie true : 

Lowe his lafcivious armes adownedid creep, 
That themfelves dipping in the filver dew, 

Their neecie flowres they tenderly did fteepe, 
Which drops of cryftall leem'd for wantonnels 
to weepe. 

Infinite ltreames continually did well 
Out of this fountaine, fweet and faire to fee, 

The which into an ample laver fell, . 
And lhortly grew to fo great quant itie, 
That like a little lake it feem'd to bee j 

Whofe depth exceeded not three cubits height 
That through the waves one might the bottom fee, 

All pav'd beneath with jafper mining bright 
That leenVd the.fountaine in that fea did fayle 
upright. 

And all the margent round about was fet 
With fhady lawre'.l- trees, thence to defend 
v The funn^ beames, which on the billows bet, 
And *hole which therein bathed, mote offend. 



§ 31. Bower of Proteus* 

His bowre is in the bottom of the maine, 
Under a mighty rock, 'gainft which doe rave 
The roring billoes in their proud difdaine ; 
I A a • That 
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That with the angry working of the wave, 
Therein is eaten out an hollow cave, 

That ft- cms rough mafon's hand, with engine 

keen, 

Hid long while laboured it to engrave: 

There was his wonne, ne living wight was fcen, 
Save an old nymph, Light Panope, to keep it 
clean. 



§ it. Bull. 
A s falVage bull, whom two fierce maftives bait, 
**• When rancour doth with rage him once 
begore, 

Forgets with warie w r ard them to await, 
But with his dreadful horns them drives afore, 

Or flings aloft, or treads down in the flore, 
Breathing out wrath, and bellowing out difdaine, 

That all the tbrelt quakes to hear him roar. 

Another. # 

As two fierce bulls, that ftrive the rule to get 
Of all the herd, meet with fo hideous maine, 
That both rebutted, tumble on the plainer 

Sotheletwochampions to the ground were feld. 

Another. 

Like a wild bull, that being at a bay, 
Is baited of a maftifF and a hound, 

And a curre-dog, that do him fharp aflay 
On every lide, and beat about him round ; 
But moft the currc, barking with bitter found, 

And creeping dill behind, doth himincomber, 
That in chaufte he digs the trampled ground, 

And threats his horns, and bellows like the 
thunder. 



$ 3 5- Charity. 
v:HE was a wpman in her fre.'heft age, 
^ Of wondrcus beauty, and of bountie rare, 

With goodly grace and comely peribnage, 
That was on earth noteafjr to compare; 
Foil of great love, but Cupid's wanton fnare 

As hell (he hated, chaft in work and will; 
Her neck and breads w r ere«evcr open bare, 

That aye thereof her babes might fuck their fill j 
The reft Was all in yellow robes arraied It ill. 

A multitude of babes about her hang, 
Plying their fports, that joyM her to behold, 
Whom Hill flic fed, whilit they were weak and 
young, 

But thruft them forth (till, as they wexed old : 
And on her head me wore a tire of gold, [fair, 

Adorn \l with gemmes and owches wondrous 
Whoes paffing price uneath was to be told ; 

And by her lide there /ate a gentle pair 
Of turtle doves, me fitting in an ivory chaire. 



§ 36. Concord. 



B 



ut lovely concord, and moft facred peace, 
Doth nourim virtue, and fait friendfhip 
breedes; [does increalc, 

Weake me makes ftrong, and ftrong things 
Till it the pitch of higheft praiie exceeds. 

Brave be her warres, as honourable deedes, 
By which flie triumphs over ire and pride, 
And winnes an olive girlond for her meeds. 



§ 33. Calumny. 
TT is a monfter bred of hellim race, 
•* Then anfwer'd he, which often had annoy *d 
Good knights and ladies true, and many elfe 
deftroy'd. 

Of Cerberus whylome he was begot, 
And fell Chimaera in her darkfome den, 

Through foule commixture of his filthy blot, 
Where lie was foftred long in Stygian fen, 
Till he to perfect ripenefs grew, and then 

Into this wicked world he forth was lent, 
To be the plague and lcourge of wretched men : , 

Whom with vile tongue and venemous intent! 
Ill lore dotk wound,and bite,and cruelly torment. 



% 37. Contemplation. 

H ere they doe find that godly aged fire, 
• With fnowy locks adown his ihoulders fhed, 
As hoarie frolt with fpangles doth attire 
The molly branches of an oak half dead. 
Each bone might through his b©dy well be read, 

And every linew ieen through his long faft; 
For nought he car'd, his carcane long unfed \ 

His mind was full of fpiritual repaft, 
And pynM his flem, to keep his body lowe and 
chafte. 



^ 34.. Cannon \ 
A B when the dcvelifh iron engine wrought 
•* In decpeft hell, and franVd by furies lkill, 

With windy nitre arrd quick iulphur fraught, 
And ramm'd with bullet round ordainM to kill,. 
Conceiveth fire, the heavens it doth till 

With thundering noife, and all the aire dothj 
choke, 

That none can breathe, nor fee, nor hear at will, 
Thro' fmouldry cloud of dulk ifh Itinking fmoke 
That th' only breath him daunts who hath efcapt 
his itroke. 



§ 38. Cupid. 

T ik f a Cupidoon Ida?an hill, 

^ When h aving laid his cruel bowe away. 

And mortal arrows, wherewith he doth nil 
The world _with wondrous lpoilsand bloudie prey: 
With his faire mother he him dights to play, 

And with his goodly fillers, graces three ; 
TUgoddelfe pleafed with his wanton nlav, 

Suiters herfelf through deep beguil'd to be, 
The whiles the other 'ladies mind their merry 
glee. 

Firft, <he him fought in court where moft he 
uled 

Whylome to haunt, but there me found him not , 
But rmny there lhe found, which fore acculed 



His falfchood, and with foule infamous blot, 
His cruel deeds and wicked wile* did ipot : 



Ladies 
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Ladies and lords (he every-where mote hear 
Complaining, how with his empoyhied ihot 

Their woful hearts he wounded had whyleare, 
And fo had left them languithing 'twixt hope 
and feare. 



She then the cities fought from gate to gate, 
And every one did atk, did he him lee ; 

And every one her anfwcr'd, and too late 
He had him feen, and felt the cruel tie 
Of his iharp darts, and hot artillerie ; 

And every one threw forth reproaches rife 
Of his mifchievous deeds, and faid, that lav 

Was the difturber of all civil life, 
The enemie of peace, and author of all ftrife. 

Then in the country (lie abroad him fought, 
And in the rural cottages enquired j 

Where alfomany plaints to her were brought, 
How he their heedlefs hearts with love had tired, 
And falfe venim thorough their veines infpired ; 

And eke the gentle mepheard fwaines, which 
fate 

Keeping their fleecie flock?, as they were hired : 
Shee fweetly heard complaine, both how and 
what 

Her fonne had to them doen j yet ihe did fmile 
, thereat. 

And at the upper end of the faire towne, 
There was an altar built of precious (lone, 

Of palling value, and of great renowne, 
On which there ftood an image all alone, 
Of mallie gold, which with his own light (hone; 

And wings it had with fundry colours dight, 
More fundry colours than the proud pavone 

Bears in his boailed fan, or Iris bright, 
When her difcolour'd bow flie fpreads thro* 
heaven bright. 

Blindfold he was, and in his cruel tilt 
A mortal bow and arrowes keen did hold, 

With which he ihot at random when he lift: 
Some headed with lad lead, fome with pure gold 
(Ah, man ! beware how thouthofe darts behold). 

A wounded dragon under him did lye, 
Whoes hideous tayle his left foot did enfold, 

And with a ihaft was (hot through eyther eye, 
That no man forth could draw, ne no man re- 
medy. 

Next after her, the winged god himfelf 
Came riding on a lyon ravenous, 

Taught to obey the menage of that elfe, 
That man and beait with powre imperious 
Subdreth to his kingdom tyrannous : 

His blindfold eyes he had awhile unbind, 
That his proud fpoyle of that fame dolorous 

Faire dame he might behold in perfect kind ; 
Which km he much rejoycefh j n his cruel mind. 

Of which full proud, himfelf up-rearing hye, 
He looked roundabout with lteme diidainej 

And did furvey his goodly company : 
Andmarihallingthe evil ordered traine, [ftraine, 
With that the darts which his right hand did 

Full dreadfully he /hook, that all did quake, 
And clapt on high his coloured wing* luaine, 
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That all his many it afFraide did make : 
Tho* binding him again*, his way he forth did 
- take. 



§ 39. Danger* 
tT7iTH him went Danger, clotlTd in ragged 
W .weed, 

Made of a beares (kyn, that him more dreadful 
made : 

Yet his own face was dreadful, ne did need 
Strange horror, to deform his grielly (hade j 
A net in til' one hand, and a ruity blade 

In th' other was : this miichiete, that mifliap - y 
With th' one his foes he threatened to invade, 

With th' other he his friends meant to enwrap ; 
For, whom he could not kill, he pra&isM to 
entrap. 

Another. 

But in the porch did ever more abide 
An hideous giant, dredful to behold, 

Thatltoptthe entrance with his fpatious ftridc; 
And with the terror of his countenance bold, 
Full many did affray, that elfe faine enter would. 

His name was Danger, dreaded over all, 
Who day and night did watch and duly ward, 

From fearful cowards entrance to torltall, 
And faint-heart fooles, whom ihew ofpenll hard 
Could terririe from Fortune's faire award: 

For, oftentimes, faint hearts at firft efplall 
Of his grim face, were from approaching icar'd ; 

Unworthy they of grace, whom ouedeniaJl 
Excludes team faire hope, withouten further 
trial!. 

Yet many doughty warriors, often tride 
In greater perills to be Itout and bold, 

Durlt not the iternnels of his look abide ; 
But foon as they his countenance behold, 
Began to taint, and feel their courage cold. 

Again, fome other, that in hard allaies 
Were cowards known, and little count did hold, 
Either through gifts, or guile, or fuch like waies, 
Crept in by itooping lowe, or Healing of the kaies. 

§ 40, Day -break. 

By this, the northern waggoner had fet 
His ievenfold teme behind the ftedfaft ftar, 
That was in ocean waves yet never wet, 
But firme is fat, and Jendeth light from far 
To all, that in the wide deep wandering are: 

Andehearful Chaunticlere with his note ihrill 
Had warned once, that Phoebus' riery carre 
In hafte was climbing up the eaftern hill ; 
Full envious that night 10 long his room did till 



§ 41. Death. 

AND in his hand a bended bow was feene, 
And many arrowes under his right fide, 
All deadly dangerous, all cruel keene, 
Headed with flint, and feathers bloudie dide, 
3 A 3 Such 
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Such as the Indians in their quivers hide: 
T^ofe could he well direct, and it: aire as line, 
And hid them ftrike the marke which he had eydej 

Ne was there falve. ne was there medicine, 
That mote recure their wounds j fo inly they 
did tine. 

As pale and wan as alhes was his look, 
His body lean and meagre as a rake, 

And Ikin all withered as a dried rook, 
Thereto as cold and drery as a fnake, 
That feem'd to tremble evermore, :!nd quake ; 

All in a canvas thin he was bedighl, 
And girded with a belt of twilled brake, 

Upon his head he wore an helmet light, 
Made of a,dead man's fcull, that feem'd a gaftly 
fight. 



Which nill he blew, and kindled bufily, 
That foon they 4ife conceived, and forth in, 

flames did riy. 



$ 42. Defamation, 

Him in a narrow place he overtook, 
And fierce alTailing forc't him turn againe ; 
Sternly he turned again, when he him ilrooke 
With his fharp fteele, and ran at him amaine 
With opon mouth, that feemed to coataine 
A full good peck within the utmoft brim, 
'All let with iron teeth with ranges twaine, 
|i That terrified his foes, and armed him, 
Appearing like the .mouth of Orcus, griily grim 

And therein werea thoufand tongues empight, 
Of lundry kindes, and fundry quality ; 

Some were of dogs, that barked day and night, 
And lbme of cats, tha>t wrawling Hill did cry ; 
And fome of bears, that groynd continually 5 

And fome of tygers that did feem to gren 
And fnar at all that ever palled by : 
)>, Butmollof them were tongues of mortal men. 

That fpake. reproachfully, not caring where norj |poaini ng wi^po)"^ 



§44. Dcttptlion. 

y*HE other nothing better was than^fhe ; 
Agreeing in bad will and cancred kind, 

But in bad^manner they did difagree 
For, what-fb Envie good or bad did tind, 
She did conceale and murder her own mindj 

But this, whatever evil flie conceaved, 
Did fprrad abroad, and throw in th' open wind, 

Yet this in all her words might be perceived, 
That all (he fought was men's good names to 
have bereaved. 

For whatfoever good by any faid, 
Or done, Ihe heard, (he would ltrait-waies invent 

How to deprave, or flanderoufiy upbraid, 
Or to mifconliTue of a man's intent, 
And turne to ill the thing that well was ment. 

Therefore flie uled often to rcfort 
To common haunts, and companys frequent, 

To hark what any one did good report, 
To blot the lame whh blame, or wreft in wicked 
fort. 

And if that any ill (lie heard of any, 
She would it eke, and make it worle by telling, 

And take great joy to publilh it to many, 
That every matter worfe was for her mellhurs 
Her name was hight Detraction, and her dwelling 
Was near to Envy, even her neighbour next \ 
A wicked hagg, and Envy's felf excelling 
In milchiefe : for, her lelf (he only vext: 
But this fame, both hciielf and others eke per- 
plext. 

Her nice was ugly, and her mouth diftorr, 



when. 

And then amongll were mingled here and 



In which her curled tongue (full lharp and 

ihort) 



there 



The tongues of ferpents^with three forked llin_ 
That fpat out poifon, and bore bloudy gere_ 

At all that came within his ravenings, 

And fpake licentious w ord*, and hateful things 
Of good and bad alike, or low and hie j 

Xe Celars fpared he a whit, nor kings, 
But either blotted them with infamy*, 

Or bit them with his baneful teeth of injury. 



1 Appear'd'like afpis fling, that clofely kills, 
gs, Op cruelly does wound whom fo (lie wills ; 
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fire. 



jl nd him bef.de marcht amorous Defire, 

Who fccniM of riper years than th 1 other 



A diHalie in her other hand die had, 
Upon the which flu? little fpinnes, but fpils, 

Ant! laines to weave f ale tales and leafings had, 
To throw among the good, when others had 

difprad 

§ 45. Difcord. 

rjMREKRANn of bell, firft tin'd in Phlegeton, 
*■ By thoufand furies, and from thence out- 
thrown, 

Into this world, to work confufion, 
And fett it all on fire (by force unknown), 
Is wicked Difcord, whole (mall fparkes once 

bi-'>wne, 

None but a rod, or godlike man, can flake : 
Such as was Orpheus, that when ftrife was grown 
Amongltthofe famous impcsofGreece,didtake 



lwaine ; 

Yet was that other Twaine the elder fyre, 
And gave him being, common to them twaine : 
His garment was dilguile J very vaine, 

And his embroidered bonet late awry; 
*Twixt both his hands flew fparkes he clofe did His lilver harp in hand, and'lhortly friends them 



fhain, 



make 
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§ 46. Difcord": Houfe. 

TTARi) by the gates of hell her dwelling is, 
There whereas all plagues and harmes abound, 

Which punilh wicked men, that walk amiis: 
It is a darklbir^ *Hve farre under ground, 
With thornesand barren brakes environd round, 

That none the fame way may out-win ; 
Vet many wayes to enter may be found, 

But none to iflue forth when one is in; 

For difcord harder is to encUthan to begin. 

And all within the riven walles were hung 
With ragged monuments of times fore-pall, 

Of which, the lad effecls of difcord fung : 
There were rent robes, and broken fcepters placet, 
Altars denTd, and holy things defac't, 

Diflievered fpears,and lhieldsytorne intwaine, 
Qreat cittys ranfackt, and ltrong caftles ras't, 

Nations captived, and huge armies llaine : 

Of all which mines there Ibme reliques did 
remaine. 

There was the figne of antique Babylon, 
Of fatal Thebes, of Rome that raigned long, 

Of facred Salem, and lad Ilio*v, 
For memory of which, on high there,hong 
The golden apple (caufe of all their wrong) 

For which the three faire goddeffes didllrivc : 
There alio was'the name of Nlmrod ftrong, 

Of Alexander, and his princes live, 

Which lhar'd to them the fpoiles which he 
had got alive. 

And there the reliques of the drunken fray, 
The which amonglt the Lapithees befell, 

And of the bloody fealt, which fent away 
So many centaures drunken foules to hell, 
That under great Alcides' furie fell : 

And of the dreadful difcord, which did drive 
The noble Argonauts to out -rage fell/ 

That each of life fought other to deprive, 

AH mindlefs of the goiJen-fieece which made 
them itrive. 

Ajid eke of private perfons many moe, 
That were too long a' worke to count them all; 
. Some of fworne friends, that did their faith 
forgoe j 

Some of borne brethren, prov'd unnatural} 
Some of deare lovers, foes perpetual ; 

Witnefs their broken bands there to be feen, 
Their girlond* rent, their bowres difpoiled all ; 
The monuments whereof there byding been, 
As plaine as at the firft, when they were frelh 
and green. 

Such was the houfe within \ but all without 
The barren ground was full of wicked weeds, 

Which Ihe herlelf had fowcn all about, 
Now growen great, at flrft of little feedes, 
.The feedes of evil words, and factious deedes; 

Which when to ripenefs due they growen are, 
JJring forth an infinite increafe, that breedes 

Tumultuous trouble, and contentious jarre, 

fne whrth moll often end in blood-lhed and 
in warre. 
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And thole fame curfed feedes doalfo ferve 
To her for breiid, and yield a living food : 

For life it is to her, when others Iterve 
Thro* mifchievous debate, and deadly feood, 
That flip may f uck their life,and drink their blood, 
With which lhe from her childhood had been 
For (he at firlt was born of hellim brood, [fed, 
And by infernal furies nourilhed, [read- 
That by her monftrous lhape might ealily be 

Her face moll foule and filthy was to fee, 
With fquintcd eyes contrary ways entended, 

And loathly mouth, unmeet a mouth to be; 
That nought but gall and venim comprehended, 
And wicked words that God and man offended : 

Her lying tongue was intwo parti divided, 
And both the parts did fpeak,and both contended; 

And as her tongue, fo was her heart decided, 

That never thought one thing, but doubl / 
dill was giuded. 

Als as (he double fpake, fo heard (he double, 
With matchlefs eares deformed and diftort, 

FiTd with falfe rumors, and feditious trouble, 
Bred In aflemblies of the vulgar fort, . 
That llill are led with every light report. 

And as her eares, fo eke her feet were odde, 
And much unlike j tli* one long, the other Ihort, 

And both mifplac't 5 that when tlr one fur- 
ward gode, 

The other back retired, and contrary trode* 

Likewife unequal were her handes twaihe; 
That *one did reach, the other pulht away 

The one did make, the other marr'd againe, 
And fought to bring all things unto decay ; 
Whereby great riches, gathered many a day, 

She in fliort fpace did often bring to nought, 
And their poifclfours often did difmay. 

For all her ftudy was, and all her thought, 

How (lie might overthro we the thing that con- 
cord wrought. 

So much her mallice did her might furpafs, 
That even th' Almighty felf lhe did maligne 

Becaufe to man fo merciful he was, 
And unto all his creatures fo benigne, ■ 
Sith (lie her felf was of his grace indigne : 

For all this world's fa ire workmanfhip lhe 
Unto his lalt confulion to bring, [tride 

And that great golden chain ouite to divide, 

With which it blelled concord hath together 
tide. 



§ 47. Dolphin. 

As when a dolphin and a fele are met, 
In the wide champian of the ocean plaine, 
With cruel chaufe their courages they whet, 
The raalterdome of each by force to gaine, 
And dreadful battaile 'twixt them to darraine: 
They fnulf, they fnort, they bounce, they rage, 
they rore, 

That alithe fea (difturbed with their traine) 
Doth frie with fome above the (urges hore, 
Such was betwixt thele two the troublelome 
up rore. 

3 A 4- §4* 
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$ 48. Doubt. 

Next after him went Doubt, yclad 
In a difcolourM cote of ftrange difguife, 
That at his back a brode cappucio had, 
And fleeves dependant Albanefe -wife : 
He lookt alkew with his miftruftful eyes, 

And nicely trode, as thornes lay in his way, 
Or that the flore to fhrinke he did avile, 
And on a broken reed he ftill did ftay 
His feeble Heps, which lhrunke, when hard 
thereon he lay. 

Another. 

That was taweer, the. porter of the place, 
Unto whole trult the charge thereof was lent : 

His name was Doubt, he had a double face, 
Th' one forward looking,and th' other backward 
bent ; 

Therein refembling Janus auncienr, 

Which hath in charge the ingateof the yeare: 

And evermore his eyes about him went, 
As if fome proved perill he did feare, 
Or did mifdoubt fome ill, whoes caufe did not 
appeare. 



$ 49. Dungeon. 
"pvEEP in the bottom of an huge great rocke 
~ The dungeon was,in which her bound he left. 

That neither yron barrs, nor brazen lock 
Did need to guard from force, or lecret theft 
Of all her lovers, which would have her reft. 
For walPd it was with waves, which rag'dand 
roar'd 

As they the clift in pieces would have cleft : 
Befides, ten thoufand monfters, foule abhor'd, 
Did waite about it, gaping griefly, ail begor'd. 



§ 50. Eagle. 
T ike to an eagle in his kingly pride, 
Soaring through his vvide empire, 
To weather his broad fayles ; by chance hath 
fpide 

A goftiaulk, which hath fei/ed for her (hare 
Upon fome fowlc, that mould her feaft prepare \ 

With dreadful force he flies at her belive, 
That with his fouqe, which none enduren dare, 
Her from the quarrey he away doth drive, 
And from her griping pounce the greedy prey 
doth rive. 

Another. 

As,whenJove s harnels-bearingbird from high, 
S'oupes at a flying heron with proud difdajne, 

The ftone-deacTquarrey fals fo forcibly, 
1 hat it rebounds p.gainil the lowlie plaine, 
A i'ccond fall redoubling back againe> 



§51. Eafe. 
Proceeding to the midll he ftill did (land, 
As if in minde he fome what had to fay j 
And to the vulgar beckning with his hand 
In figne of iilence,as to hear a phy, 
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By lively a&ions he began bewray 
Some argument of matter paflioned; 

Which doen, he back retired foft away : 
And pafling by, his name difcovered, 
Ea/e ou his robe in golden letters cyphered. 



$ 52. Envy. 

AND next to him malicious Envie rode, 
Upon a ravenous wolfe, and ftill did chaw 
Between his cankred teeth a venemous toad» 
That all the poyfon run about his jaw; 
But inwardly he chawed his own maw 

At neighbours wealth, that made him ever fad, 
For death it was, when any good he law, 
And wept, that caufe of weeping none he had \ 
But when he heard of harme, he wexed won^» 

drous glad. 
All in a kirtle of difcolour'd fay 
Me clothed was, ypainted full of eyes ^ 
And in his boibm fecretly there lay 
An hateful make, the which his tail up tiea 
In many folds, and mortal fting implies. 

Still as he rode, he gnalht his teeth, to fee 
Thofe heaps of gold with griple covetife, 
And grudged at the great felicity 
Of proud Lucifera, and his own company. 

He hated all good works and virtuous deeds, 
And him no lels, that any like did ufe : 

And who with graciou -bread the hungry feeds, 
His almes for want of fait,Vhe doth accufe : 
So every good to bad he doth abufe ; 

And eke the verfe of famous poet's wit 
He does back-bite, and fpight'ful poyfon fpues 

From leprous mouth, on all that ever writ : 

Such on vile Envy was, that firft inrowe did lit. 
Another. 

The one of them, that elder did appear, 
With her dull eyes did feem to look alkew, 
That hermif-ihape much helpt j and her foul 

ha ire 

Hung loofe and loath fonuly : thereto her hew 
Was wan and leane, that all her teeth arew 

And all her bonesmight thro Miercheeksbercadi 
Her lips were like raw leather, pale and blue: 

Andaslhe fpake, therewith flic Havered; 

Yet fpake fhe leldome, but thought more the 
lels Hie laid. 

Her ha^ids were foule and dirty, never waftit 
In all her life, with longnailes over-raught, 
Like puttccks clawes, with th' one of which 
(he fcracht 

Her curled head, although it itched nought; 

The other held a make with venime fraught, 
On which (lie fed, and gnawed hungerly, 

As that long flie had not eaten ought ; 
That round about her jawes one might defcry 
The bloudy gore and poilbn dropping loth' 
fomely. 

Her name was Enyie,knowcn well thereby ; 
Whoes nature is to grieve, and grudge at all 

That ever flic fees doen praile worthily : 
Whoes light to her is greatelt crofs may fall, 
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And vexeth fo, that makes her eat her gall. 
For when fliewanteth other things to eat, 

She feeds on her own msrw unnatural, [meat j 
And of her own foul entrailes makes her 
Meat fit for fuch a monfter's monllrous diat. 

And if (he hapt of any gocd to hear, 
That had to any body happily betid, 

Then would iheinly fret,and grieve, and teare 
Her flelh for felnefs, which (he inward hid : 
But if lhe heard of ill that any did, 

Or harm that any had, th<n would (he make 
Great chtarc, like one unto a banquet bid ; 

And in another's lofs great pleafure take, 
As me had got thereby, and gained a great Hake. 



§ 53. Error. 



fnpHis is a wandring wood, this Error's den ; 
■* A monftervile,whomGodand man does hate. 

By which he faw the ugly monfter plaine, 
Half like a ferpent horribly difplaide, 

. Butth* other half did woman's lhape retaine, 
Moll lothfome, filthy, foul, and full of vile dif- 
daine. 

As me lay upon the dirtie grownd, 
Her huge long taile her den all over-fpread, 

Yet was in knots and many boughs upwound, 
Pointed with mortal lting. Of her there bred 
A thou land young ones, and (he daily fed, 

Sucking upon her poifonous dugs, each one 
Of fundry lhape, yet all ill-favoured : 

Soon as that uncouth light upon them (hone, 
Jnto her mouth they crept, and fuddaiu all were 
gone. 



ht 



§ 54. Excefs. 

>ut young Perifla was of other mind, 
' Full of dilport, Hill laughing, loofely li_ 
And quite contrary to hc*r filter's kind j 
Mo meaiure 111 her mood, no rule of right, 
But poured out in pleafure and delight j 

In wine and meats lhe flow'd above the bank, 
And in excefs exceeded her own might j 

In fumptuous tire lhe joy'd herfclf to prank j 
Put of her loye to lavifli, little have me tliank. 

Another. 

Under that porch a comely dame did reft, 
Clad in faire weedes, but foule difordered, 
And garments loofe, that feem'd unmeet for 
womanhood. 

In her left hand a cup of gold fhe held, 
And with her right the riper fruit did reach, 

Whoes fappy hquor with that fulnefsfwelTd, 
Into her cup lhe fcruz'd, with dainty breach 
Of her fine fingers, without foule empeach, 

That fo faire wine-prefs made the wine more 
fweet 5 

Thereof (he us'd to give to drink to each, 

Whome pafling by me happened to meet: 
Jt was her guife, all llrangers goodly lb to greet. 



§55. Faith. 

OF which the eklclt, that Fidelia hight, 
Like funny beames threw from her cryftal 
face, [l»ght, 
That could have daz'd the ralh beholder's 
And round her head did Ihine like heaven's light. 

She was arraid all in lily white, 
And in her right hand bore a cup of gold, 

With wine and water HUM up to the height, 
In which a ferpent did himfelf enfold, 
That horror made to all, that did behold ; 

But me no whit did change her conftant 
And in her other hand lhe fait did hold [mood : 

A book that was both fign'd and feal'd with 
blood, 

Wherein dark things were writ, hard to be un- 
derltood. 



Falcon. 
a falcon faire 



That once has failed of her foufe full neare, 

Remounts again into the open aire, 
And unto better fortune does herfelf prepare. 

Another. 

As when a falcon hath with nimble flight 
Flown at a flulh of ducks, foreby he broke, 
The trembling brood difmaid with/ dreadful 
fight 

Of death, the which them almoft overtook, 
Doe hide themfelvcs from her aitonying look, 
Amonglt the flags and covert round about. 
Another. 

As when a call of falcons make their flight 
At an hernelhaw, that lyes aloft on wing, 
The whiles they llrike at him with heedlefs 
might, 

The warie fowl his bill doth backward wring ; 
On which lhe lirft,whoes force her firit doth bring, 

Her ielf quite through the body doth engore, 
And fallethdown to grownd like lenlelefs thing; 

But th' other not lb fwift as lhe before, 
Fails of her foufe, and palling by doth hurt no 
more. 



§ 57. Fancy. 

Emongst them all late he which wonned 
there, 

That hight Phantaftes by his nature trew ; 

A man inyeares, yet frelli as mote appeare, 
Offwarth complexion, and of crabbed hue, 
That him full of melancholy did mew 3 

Bent hollow beetle browes,(harp ftairing eye?, 
That mad or fooliih feem'd : one by his view 

Mote deem him borne withill-dilpofed Ikyes, 
When oblique Saturne fate in the houle of ago- 
nies. 

Another. 

The firft was Fancy, like a lovely boy, 
Of rare alpec>, and beauty without pearej 

Matchable eyther to that impe of Troy, 
Whom Jove did love, and ehoic his cup to bcar<\ 

Or 
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Or the fame dainty lad, that was fo deare 
To great Alcides, that when as he did hide, 

He wailed woman-like with many a teare, 
And every wood and every valley wide 

He fiird with Hylas* name, the nymphes eke 
Hylas cride. 

His garment neither was of filk nor fay, 
But painted plumes, in goodly order dight, 

Like as the fun-burnt Indians do array 
Their tawny bodies in their proudelt plight : 
As thofe fame plumes, fo feem\l he vain and 

That by his gate might eafily appeare : [light. 
For (till he far'd as dancing in delight, 

And in his hand a windy fan did beare, 
That in the idle aire he mov'd ftill here and there 



$ 58. Fear. 

Next him was $eare, all arnVd from top to toe, 
Yet thought himfelf not fafe enough thereby, 
But fearM eachthadow moving to and fro ; 
And his own armes* when glittVing he did fpy, 
Or claming heard, he fall away did fly, 

Asafties pale of hue, and wingy-heel'd \ 
And evermore on danger fixt his eye, 

'Gainft whom-he always bent a brazen fhield, 
Which his right hand unarmed fearfully did 
wield. 



h 59. Ship. 

A s when a fhip that flies fair under faile, 
** And hidden rock efcaped hath unawares, 

That lay in wait her wrack to bewaile, 
The mariner yet half amazed (tares 
At peril paft, and yet itjdoubt ne dares 

To joy at his fool-happy oVer light. 

Another. 

As a tall (hip toffed in troublous feas, 
Whome raging winds, threating to make the 

Of the rough rocks, dodiverfly difeafe, [prey 
Meets two contrary billows by tire way, 
That her on either fide do fore affay, 

And boaft to fwallow her in greedy grave ; 
She, fcorning both their fpights, does make wide 
way, 

And with herbreaft breaking the foamy wave, 
Does ride on both their backs, and faire her felf 
doth lave. 
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§ 6c. Feeling. 
ut the fift troupe mod horrible of hue, 
And fierce of force, was dreadful, to reporte : 
For fome 1 i k e mail s, fome d id 1 i ke fpide rs fhe w, 
And fome like ugly urchins, thick and fhort ; 
They cruelly aflluled that fift fort, 

Armed with darts of fenfuall delight, 
With ftings of carnall hid, and ftrong effort 

Of feeling pleafurc, with which day and night 
Againft that fame fift bulwark they continued 
fight. 



§ 61. Fire. 

Like as a fire, the which in hollow cave 
Hath long beenunderkeptanddownfuppreft, 
With murmurous difdain doth inly rave, 
And grudge in fo ftreight prifon to be preft, 
At lait breakes forth with turious unrelt, 

And ftrives to mount unto his native feat; 
All that earft it hinder and moleft, [heat, 
It now devours with flames and fcorching 
And carries into fmoake with rage and horror 
great. 



,§ 62. Firfi Age. 
T^HE antique world, in his firft flowing youth. 
Found no defeel in his Creator's grace ; 

But with glad thanks, and unreproved truth. 
The gifts of foveraigne bounty did embrace : 
Like angels life was then man's happy cafe j 

But later ages pride (like corn-fed fteed) 
AbusM her plenty, and fat-fwoln encreafe, 

Tc^all licentious lull:, and gan exceed [need. 
The meafure of her meane, and natural firft 

Then gan a curled hand the quiet wombe 
Of his great grandmother with lleele to wound, 

And the hid treafures in her facred tombe 
With facrilege to dig. Therein he found 
Fount ai nes of gold and fi Iver to abound, 

Of which the matter of his huge defire 
And pompous pride eftfopnes he did compound^ 

Then avarice gan through hisveinestoinfpire 
His greedy flames, and kendle life-devouring lire. 



§ 63. Flood. 

A s he that ftrives to flop a fuddein flood, 
And in Itrong bankes his violence enclofc, 

Forceth his fwell above his wonted mood, 
And largely overflowe the fruitful plaine, 
That all the country feems to be a maine, 

And the rich furrowes flote,allquitefordonne, 
The woful hufbandnyin doth loud complaine, 

To fee his whole yeares labour loft fo foon, 
For which to God he made fo many an idle 
boon. - 



§ 64. Fury. 

Dut Fury was full ill apparelled 

In rags, that naked nigh me did appeare. 

With ghaftfull lookes and dreadfnll drery head, 
For from her back her garments Ihe did teare, 
And from her head oft rent her fnarled haire : 

In her right hand a fire-brand fhe did tofle 
About her head, ftill roaming here and there; 
' As a difmayed deere in chace emboft, 
Forgetful of his fafety hath his right way loft. 



§ 65. Giant. 
-His monftrous enemy' 



Wnh fturdy fteps came ftalking in his fight, 
An hideous giant horrible and hie, 

That 
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That with his talnefs fecmM to threat the fky ; 

The ground eke groncd under him for dreed ; 
His living like faw never Jiving eye, 

Nedurifc behold j his ftaturedid exceed [feed. 
The height of three the talleft fons of mortal 



And fouce fo fore, that they the heavens affray. 
The wife (outhfayer feeing io fad a fight, [fight- 
The amazed vulgar tells of warres and mortal 



§66. Gluttony. 

and by his fide rode loathfome Gluttony, 
^ Deformed creature, on a filthy fwine, 
His belly was up-blown with luxury, 
Ami eke with fatnefs fwollen were his eyne : 
And like a crane his neck was long and fine, 

With which he fwallowed up exc£ffive feait, 
For want whereof poor people oft did pine ; 

And all the way, molt: like a brutifh bealt, 
He fpewed up his gorge, that all did him deteaft. 

In green vine leaves he was right fitly clad, 
For other clothes he could not wear for heat, 

And on his head an ivy girlond had, 
From under which faft trickled down the fweat: 
Still as he rode he fomewhat did eat, 

And in his hand did bear a boozing cann, 
On which he fupt fo oft, that on his feat 

His drunken corfe he fcarce upholdencan, 
In fhape and life more like a monfter than a man. 

Unfit he was for any worldly thing, 
And eke unable once to ftirre or go ; 

Not meet to be a councel to a king, 
Whoes minde in meat and drink was drowned fo: 
Full of dileafe was his carcaffe blue, 
And a dry dropfy thro' his flefh did flow, 
"Which by mildiet daily greater grew : 
Such one was Gluttony, the fecond of that crew 



§ 7c. Grove. 
Into that forefl farre they thence him led, 
* Where was their dwelling, in a pleafant glade 

With mountains round about environed, 
And mighty woods, which did the valley {hade, 
And like a ftately theatre it made, 

Spreading itielf into a fpatious plaine, 
And in the midlt a little river plaid [plaine . 

Emongft the pumyftones, which feem'd to 
With gentle murmur f;hat his courfe they di4 
reftraine. 

Enforc't to feek fome covert nigh at hand, 
A fhady grove not farre away they fpide, 

That pronuYt ayde the tempeft to withlbmd: 
Whoes lofty trees yclad with fummer's pride. 
Did fpread fo broad that heaven's light did hide, 

Not perceable with power of any ftarre ; 
And all within were paths and alleies wide, 

With footing worne, and leading inward farre : 
Faire harboure, that them feemes j fo in they 
entred are. 



§ 67. Greedinefs. 
npHAT is the Gulfe of Greedinefs, they fay, 
\ That deep engorgeth all this world's prey: 
Which having fwallowed up exceffively, 

He foon in vomit up again doth lay, 
And belcheth forth his fuperfluitie, 
That all the leas for fear doe feem away to fly. 
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§ 68. Grief. 

text him went Grief and Fury matchtyferei 
' Griefe, all in fable forrow fully clad, 
Down-hanging his dull head with heavy 
Yet inly being more than feemly fad : [cheere, 
A pair of pincers in his hand he had, 

With which he pinced people to the heart, 
That from thenceforth a wretched life they had, 

In wilful languor and confuming fmart, 
Dying each day with inward wounds of dolours 
dart. 



§ 71. Harmony. 
P ftsoones they heard a molt melodious foun(^ 
■ L# Of all that mote delight a dainty eare, 

Such as at once might not on living ground, 
Save in this paradife, be heard elfewhere : 
Right hard it was for wight that did it heare, 

To read what manner mufick that mote be : 
For all that pleaiing. is to living eare, 

Was there contorted in one harmonie, 
Birds, voices, inftruments, windes, waters, — all 
agree. 

The joyous birds, fhrouded in chearful made, 
Their notes unto the voyce attempred fvveet; 

The angel call foft preambling voyces made 
To the inftruments divine refpondence meet: 
The filver founding inftruments did meet 

With the bafe murmure of the waters fall : 
The waters fall, with difference difcreet, 

Now foft, now loud, unto the wind did call ; 
The gentle warbling wind lowe anfwering to all. 



§ 69. Griffon. 
A B when a griffon feized on his prey, 

A dragon fierce encountreth in his flight : 
Thro' wildeft ayre making his idle way, 
That would his rightful ravine rend away; 
\Vith hedious horrour, both together fmight, 



§ 72. Hearing. 
nr^HE fecond bulwarke was the hearing fenfe, 
A 'Gainft which the lecond troupe afhVnment 
makes ; 

Deformed creatures, in ftrange difference, 
Some having heads like harts; fome like to makes, 
Some like wild bores late rous'd out of the 
breakes, 

Skndrous reproches, and foule infamies, 
Leafings,backbitings,and vain-glorious crakes 

Bad counfels, prayfes, and falfe flatteries. 
All thofe againft that fort did bend their bat- 
teries. 
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A little lowly hermitage it was, 
Down in a dale hard by aforeft fide, 
Farre from reibrt of people that did pafs 
In travell to and fro : a little wide 
There was aa holy chappell edified, 
Wherein the hermit duly went to fay 

His holy things each morn and even tide : 
Thereby a cryftal ftreame did gently play, 
Which fromalacred fountain welled forth away. 

He thence led me into this hermitage, 
Xetting his fteeds to graze upon the green ; . 

Small was his houie, and like a little cage, 
for his own turne, yet inly neat and clean, 
Deckt with green bougies, and flowers gay be 
ieenc ; 

Therein he them full faire did entertaine, 
Not with fuch forged fhowes, as fitter beene 

For courting fools that courtilie9 would faine, 
Put with entire affection, and appearance plaine 



§ 74, Hippolttus. 
TTiPFOLYTUs a jolly huntfman was, 
" That wont in charot chafe the foaming boar; 

He all his peers in beauty did furpafs, 
But lady's love, as lofs of time, forbore ; 
His wanton ftepdame loved hrm the more. 

But when (he law her otfer'd Iweet refufed, 
Her love lhe turn'd to hate, and him before 

His father fierce, of trealbn falfe accufed, 
And with her jealous terms his open ears abufed 

Who all in rage his iea-god lire belbught 
Some curled vengeance on his fon to caftj 

From furging gulph two monfters ltraight 
were brought, 
With dread whereof his chafing deeds aghaft 
Both charot fwift and hunti'man overcalt j 

His goodly corps on ragged clifts yrent 
Was quite difmembred, and his members chad 

Scattred on every mountaine, as he went, 
That of Hippolytus was left no monument. 



§ 75. Honour. 

TIThoso in pompe of proud eftate (cjuotb (he) 
Does fwim, and 'bathes himlelt in courtly 

Does wait his dales indarke oblcurity [blifs, 
And in oblivion ever buried is ; 
Where eafe abounds, it's ealie to doe amifs; 

Kut who his limbs with labours, and his mind 

haves v, ith cares, cannot fo eafie mils. 

Abroad in arms, at home in Itudious kind, 
Who feekes w ith painefull toiie, (hall honour 
Jboneft find.- 

In woods, in waves, in wars (lie wonts to dwell, 
And will be found w ith perill and with painej 

Ne can the man that moulds in idle cell, 
Unto her happy manlion attaine : 
Before her gate high God did fweat ordaine, 

And wakeful watches ever to abide ; 
But ealie is the way, and paliagc plaine 



To Pleafures's palace ; It may foon be fpide, 
And day and night her doors to all Hand open 
wide. 

§ 76. Hope. 
TX7 ith him went Hope in rank, a handfomc 

* mayd, 
Of chearful look, and lovely to behold j 

In filken iamile lhe was light anuid, 
And her fairc,, locks were woven up in gold ; 
She always fmil'd, and in her hande did hold 

An holy water fprinkle dipt in deawe, 
In which lhe fprinkled favours manyfold, 

On whome melift,and did great liking mewe; 
Great liking unto many, but true love to fewe^ 
Another. 

Ker youngeft filler, that Specanza hight, 
Was clad in blue, that her befeemed well, 

Not all fo chearful feemed lhe of light, 
As was her filter; whether dread did dwell, 
Or ang'iilh in her heart, is hard to tell : 

Upon her arme a filver anchor lay, 
Whereon fhe leaned ever, as befell : 

And ever up to Heaven as lhe did pray, [way. 
Her ftedfaft eyes were bent, ne fwarved other 



§ 77. Hydra, 



f\ Rlike thehell-bope Hydra, which they faine, 
" That great Alcides whylome over-threw, 

After that he had laboured long in vadne, 
To crop his thoufand heads, the which ftill new 
Forth budded, and in greater numbers grew, 
Another. 

Such own it was, as that renowned fnake 
Which great Alcides in Stremona Hew, 

Long folter'd in the filth of Lerna lake, 
Whofemany heads out-budding ever new, 
Did breed him endlefs labour to fubdue. 



§ 78. Hypocrite. 

A t length they chanc't to meet upon the way 
An aged lire, in long black weeds yclad, 
His feet all bare, his beard all hoarie graie, 
And by his belt his book he hanging had \ 
Sober he iecm'd,and very lagely iiid, 

And to the ground his eyes were lowly bent, 
Simple in lhewe, and void of malice bad, 

And all the way he prayed as he went, [pent, 
And often knockt his breaft, as one that did re* 



§ 79. LUewfs. 
r\v which the firft, that all the reft did gujde, 
^ Was lluggilh Idlenefs, the nurfe of iin'j 

Upon a llothful afs he chofe to ride, 
Anaid inhabit black, and amis thin, 
Like to an holy monk the fervis to begin. 

And in his hand a portefle ftill he bare, 
Th?X much was worne, but therein little red ; 

For of nevotion he had little care, 
Still drown'd in llcep,and molt of his days dead, 

Scarce 
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Scarce could he once uphold his heavy head 
To looken whether it were night or day. 

May feem the waine was very evil led, 

When fuch an one lud guiding of the way, 

That knew not whether right he went, or elle 
affray. 

From worldly cares himfelf he did eftoine, 
And greatly ihunned manly exercife 

For every work he challenged eifoine, 
For contemplation (like : yet otherwife, 
His life he led in lawlefs riotife : 

By which he grew to grievous maladie ; 
For in his lultlefs limbs through evil guife 

A making feaver raign'd continually : 
Such one was Idlenefs, rirft of this company. 



§ Sc. Iterance. 
A T lalt, w r ith creeping crooked pace, forth 
came 

An old man, with beard as white as fnow, 
That on a Halle his feeble Heps did frame, 

And guide his weary Heps both to and fro j 

For his eye-light him failed long ago : 

And on his arme a bunch of keys he bore, 

The which, unufed, rult did over-growe : 
Thofe were the keys of eveiy inward dore: 

But he could nut them ule, but kept them Hill 
in ltore. 

But very uncouth fight was to behold 
How he did falhion his untoward pace: 

For as he forward mov'd his footing old, 
So backward ftill was turn'd his wrinkled face ; 
Unlike to men, who ever as they trace, 

Both feet and face one way are wont to lead ; 
This was the ancient keeper of that place, 

And foHer-father of the giant dead, 
His name Jgnaro did his nature right aread. 



§ 8 1. InconJIancy. 
poR thofe fame i Hands, feeing now and then, 
Are not firme land, or any certein wonne, 
But ftraggling plots ; which to and fro do ronne 
In the wide waters : therefore are they hight 
The Wandring Iflands : therefore do them 
ftionne ; 

For they have oft drawn many a wandring 
wight 

Into molt deadly danger and diftrefled plight. 

Yet well they feem to him, that farre doth view, 
Both faire and fruitful, and the ground difpred 

With grallie green of delectable hew, 
And the tall trees with leaves unparelled, 
Are deckt with bloflbms dyed in white and red, 

That mote the pallengers thereto allure ; 
But whofoever once hath faftened 

His foot thereon, may never it recure, 
But wandreth evermore uncertain and unfure. 



§ 82. Incontinence. 

THE wanton lady with her lover rofe, 
Whoes flcepy head (he in her lap did foft 
difpule. 



Upon a bed of rofes Ihe was laid, 
As faint through heat, or dight to pleafant fin, 

And was arraid, or rather dilarraid, 
All in a veil of iilk and iilver thin, 
That hid no whit her alabafter lkin, [he : 

But rather fhewd more white, it* more might 
More fubtile web Arachne cannot fpin, 

Nor the fine nets which oft we woven fee 
Of korched dew, do not in th 1 air more lightly 
flee. 



§ 83. Lcchrry. 
\ nd next to him rode lu.'hull Lechery, 

Upon a bearded goat, whoes rugged haire, 
And whaley eyes (the figne of jealoulie) 
Was like the perfon felf whom he did beare ; 
Who rough, and black, and filthy did appeare, 

Unfeemly man to pleafe fair lady's eye $ 
Yet he of ladys oft was loved dear, 

When fairer faces were bid Hand en by \ 
O ! who does know the bent of woman's fan - 
talie ? 

In a green gowne he clothed was full faire, 
Which underneath did hide his filthinefs, 

And in his hand a burning heart did bare, 
Full of vaine follies, and new fanglenefs : 
For he was falfe, and fraught with ficklenefs, 

And learned had to love with fecrett lookes, 
And well could dance and fing with ruefulnefs, 

And fortunes tell, and read in loveing books, 
And thoufand other waies, to bait his fleflily 
hooks. 

Inconftant man, that loved all he faw, 
And lulled after all that he did love, 

Ne would his looferlifebe tied to law, [prove, 
But joy'd weak women's hearts to tempt and 
If from their loyal loves he might them move ; 

Which lewdnefs fillM him with reproachful 
Of that foul evill which all men reprove; [paine 

That rots the marrow and con fumes the braine: 
Such one was Lechery, the third of all this 
traine. 



§ 84.. Life. 
r\ why doe wretched men fo much defire 
^ To draw their days unto the utmoll date, 

And doe not rather wilh them foon expire', 
Knowing the mifery of their eilare. 
And thoufand perils which them It: 1 1 1 awaite, 

Tolling themfelves like a boat amid the mnine 
That every hour they knock at deathes gate ? 

And he that happy feemes,and leaftin paine, 
Yet is as_ nigh his end, as he that moll doth 
plaine. 

The whiles fome one did chaunt this lovely lay: 
Ah lee, who fo faire thing doit faine to fee, 

In fpringing flowre the image of thy day 5 
All fee thy virgin rof., how fweetly mee 
Doth firfl: peep forth with baihful modeftie, 

That fairer feems, the lefs you fee her may; 
Lo, fee foon after, how more bold and free ' 

Her bared bofom Ihe doth broad difplay 5 
Lo, fee foon after, how Hie fades and falls away. 



7tt 



ELEGANT 



So pafleth in the parting of a day, 
Of mortal life the leafe, the bud, the flowre, 

Ne more doth flourifh after firft decay, 
That earft was fought to deck both bed and 
Of many alady,and manya paramoure : [bowre 

Gather the rote of love, whilft yet is time ? 
Wliilit loving thou may ft loved be with equal 

crime. _ 

§ 85. Lion. 

Like as a lion that by chaunce doth fall 
Into the hunter's toyle, doth rage and roare, 
In royal heart difdnining to be thrall : 
But all in vaine ; for what might one do more ? 
They have him taken captive, tho' it grieve 
him fore. 

Another. 

Like as a lion, whoes imperial powre 
A proud rebellious unicorn defies, 

T* avoid the rafh aflault and wrathful ftowre 
Of his fierce foe, him to a tree applies, [fpies, 

And when him running in full couiie he 
He flips afide ; the whiles that furious beaft 
His precious home fought of his enemies, 

Strikes in the ftock, ne thence can be releaft, 
But to the mighty victor yields a bounteous 
feait. 

§ 86. Love. 

O sacred fire that burneft mightily 
In living brefts, y kindled firft above, 
Emongft th 1 eternal fpheres and lamping fky, 
And thence poured into men, which men call 

love ; . 
Not that fame which doth bafe affections move 

Inbrutilh mindes,and filthy lull inflame ; 
But that fweet fit, that does true beauty love, 

And chofeth vertue for his dcarell dame, 
Whence fpring all noble deeds, and never- 
dying fame. 
Well didantiquitie a god thee deeme, 
That ever mortal minds has fo great might, 
To order them as beft to thee doth feeme, 
And all their actions to direct aright j 
The fatal purpofe of divine fore fight 

Thou dolt effect in deftined delcents, 
Through deep impreflion of thy fecret might 

And ftirreall up the heroes high intents, 
Which the hie world admires for wondrous 
monuments. 

Wondrous it is to fee in diverfe mindes, 
How "diverfly Love doth his pageants play, 

And fhews his power in variable kinds : 
The bafer wit, whoes idle thoughts alway, 
Are wont to cleave unto the lowly clay, 

It ltirreth up to fenfual defire, 
' And in lewd (loth to waft its carelefs day ; 

But in brave fprite it kindles goodly fire, 
That to all high defert and honour doth afpire 

Ne fuffereth uncomely idlcnefs 
In his free thought to build her fluirgifh neft j 

Ne fuffereth it thought of ungcmtlenels, 
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Ever to creep into his noble brefrj 
But to the higheft and the wordy ell 

Lifteth it up, that eUe would lowly fall : 
It'lets not fall, it lets it not to reft : * 

It lets not fcarcc this prince to breath at all, 
But to his firft puri'uit him forward ftill doth 
call. 



§ 87. MaJriefs., 
TTTiTH hundred iron chains he did him bind, 
* ' And hundred knotts that did him fore 
conftraine: ' 
Yet his great iron teeth he ftill did grinde, 
And grimly gn.ifh, threatning revenge in vaine: 
His burning eyn, whom bloudy ftrakes did ftaine, 
Stared full wide. and threw forth fparks of fire; 
And morefor ranke defpight, then for great paine, 
Shak't his long locks, colour d like copper 
wire, 

And bit his tawny beard to fhew his raging ire. 



§ 88. Mafliff. 
T ike as a maftiffe, having at a bay 

A falvage bull, whoes cruel homes do threat 
Defperate danger, if he them aflay, 
Traceth his ground, and round about doth beat, 
To fpy where he may fome advantage get ; , 
The whilft the beaft doth rage and loudly roar. 



§ 89. Mediocrity. 
r\? fecond filler, who did far excel 
^ The other two j Medina was her name, 
A fober, fad, and comely courteous dame ; 

Who rich array *d, and yet in modeft guize, 
In goodly garments, that her well became, 
Faire marching forth in honourable wife, 
Him at the threihold met, and well did enter- 
prize* 

She led him up into a goodlv bowre, 
And comely courted with meet modeftie, 

Ne in her fpeech, ne in hev haviour, 
Was lightnefs feene, or loofer vanitie, 
But gratious womanhood, and gravitie, 

Above the realbn of her youthful years i 
Her golden locks lhe roundly did uptie 

In brayded trammells, that no loofer hares 
Did out of order It ray about her dainty eares. 

Betwixt them both the fair Medina fate, 
With fbber grace, and goodly cariage : 

With equail meafure me doth moderate 
The llrong extremities of their outrage 5 
That forward pair fhe ever would aflwage, 

When they would ftrive due realbn to exceed ; 
But that fame froward twaine would accourage, 

And of her plenty adde unto their need : 
So kept ihe them in order, and her felf in heed 

§ 9c. Mercy, 
rpKEY, pafTing by, were guided by degree 
f Unto the prclfance of that gratious queen : 
Who fate on high, that lhe might all men iu , 

And 



fee ok IV. SENTIMENTAL, LYRICAL, an* LUDICROUS. 



And might of all men royally be feene, 
Upon a throne of gold full bright and (lieene j 

Adorned all with gemmes of endlefs price, 
As either might for wealth have gotten been, 

Or could be fram'd by workman's rare device; 
And all emboli with lyons and with flowre de lice. 

And over all her cloth of ft ate was fpred, 
Not of rich tiflew, nor of cloth of gold, 

Nor of ought elfe that may be richeft red, 
But like a cloud, as likeft may be told, 
That her broad fpreading wings did wide unfold; 

Whofe fkirts were bordered with bright fun- 
ny beames, 

Gliftring like gold, amongfl the plights enrold, 

And here and there mooting forth filver 
ltreames, [glittering gleames. 

Mongft which crept the little angels thro' the 

Seemed thofe little angels did uphold 
The cloth of ftate, and on their purpled wings 

Did bear the pendants, thro' their nimblefs 
Befides a thoufand more of luch, as fings [bold, 
Hymnes to high God, and carols heavenly things, 

Encompafied the throne, on which (he late I 
She angel-like, the heir of ancient kings 

And mighty conquerors, in royal ftate, 
Whilft kings and Caefars at her feet did them 
proftrate. 

Thus (he did (it in fovereign majeftie, 
Holding a fceptre in her royal hand, 

The (acred pledge of peace and clemencie, 
With which high God had bleft her happy land, 
Maugre fo many foes which did withftand. 

But at her feet her fword was likewife layd, 
Whoes long reft rufted the bright fteely brand, 

Yet when as foes enforc't, or friends fought 
ayde, [maide. 
She could it fternly draw, that all the world dif- 

And round about before her feet there fate 
A beautie of faire virgins clad in white, 

That goodly feem'd t' adorne her royal ftate, 
All lovely daughters of high Jove, thathight 
Lite, by him begot in love's delight, 

Upon the righteous Themis : thofe they fay 
Upon Jove's judgment- feat waite day and night, 

And when in wrath he threats the world's 
decay, [ftay. 
They do his anger calme, and cruel vengeance 

They alfo doe, by his divine permifllon, 
Upon the thrones of mortal princes tend. 

And often treat for pardon and remiftion 
To fuppliants through frailtie which offend 5 
Thofe did upon Marcillae's throne attend : 

Juft Dice, wife Eunomie, mild Eirene 
And them amongft, her glory to commend, 

Sate goodly Temperance, in garments dene, 
And facred Reverance,yborne of heavenly ftrene. 

Some clerkes doe doubt in their deviceful art, 
Whether this heavenly thing, whereof I treat, 

To weeten, mercy, be of juftice part, 
Ordrawne forth from her by divine extreate. 
This will I wote, that fure fhe is as great, 

And meriteth to have as high a place, 



Sith in th' Almighties everlafting feat 

She firft was bred, and borne of heavenly race 3 
From thence pour'd down on men, by influ- 
ence or grace. 

For if that virtue be of that great might, 
Which from juft verdict will for nothing ftart, 

But to prelerve inviolated right, 
Oft Ipoils the principal to fave the part ; 
So much more then is that of powre and art, 

That feekes to fave the fubjecl of her (kill, 
Yet never doth for doom of right depart : 

As it is greater praife to fave, than fpill ; 
And better to reforme, than to cut off the ill. 



§ 91. Minerva. 
T ike as Minerva, being late return'd 
*-* From (laughter of the giants conquered ; 
Where proud Encelade, whofe wide nofetrils 
bum'd 

With breathed flames, like to a furnace red, 
Transfixed with his lpear, down tumbled dead 

From top of Hemus, by him heaped hie, 
Hath loos'd her helmet from her lofty head, 

And her Gorgon ian (hield gins to untie 
From her left arme, to reft in glorious victories 



^ 92. Morning. 
A t laft fair Hefperus, in his higheft fky 

Had fpent his lamp, and brought forth 
dawning light. 
Then up he role, and clad him haftily ; 
The dwarfe him brought his lteed: lb both 
away did fly. 

Another. 

Now when the rofy-finger'd morning faire, 
Weary of aged Tithon's (aftron bed, 

Had fpred her purple robe thro' deawy aire, 
And the high hills Titan difcovered, 
The royal virgin lhook her drowfy head. 

Another. 

At laft, the golden oriental gate 
Of greateft heaven gan to open faire, 

And Phcebus fre(h,as bridegrome to his mate, 
Came dancing forth, making his deawy heare : 
And hurles his glifteringbeamsthro' gloomy aire. 

Another. 

Soon as the fiery ftreakes with purple beames 
Difperfe the lhadowes of the mifty night, 

And Titan playing on the eafterne ftreamcs, 
Gan cleare the deawy aire with fpringing light: 

So foon as day, forth dawning from the call, 
Night's humid curtaine from the heavens with- 
drew, 

And early calling forth both man and beaft, 
Commanded them their daily workes renew. 

§ 93. Mountain. 

IT was an hill plac't in an open plaine, 
That round about was bordered with a wood 
Of matchlefs height, that feem'd th' earth to 
dildaine, 

In 
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In which all trees of honour (lately Mood, 
And did all winter as in iu miner bud, 

Spreading pavilions for the birds to bowre, 
Which in the lowly branches lung aloud, 

And in their tops the (baring haukedid towre, 
Sitting like kingof fowles in niajefty and powre. 

And at the foot thereof, a gentle flood 
His filver waves did foltly tumbledown, 

UnmarrM with ragged mofs or filthy mud ; 
Ne mote wild beads, ne mote the rude^clowne' 
There to approach, ne filth mote therein drowne : 

But nymphs and faeries bythebankes did fit. 
In the wood (hade, which did the waters crowne, 

Keeping all noiicjme things away from it, 
And to the waters fall tuning their accents fit. 

And on the top thereof a fpatious plaine 
t)\d fpread itfelf, to ferve to all delight, [faine, 

Either to dance, when they to dance would 
Or elie to courle about their bafes light : 
Ne ought there wan ted, which for pleafure might 

Defired be, cr thence to banilh bale : 
So pleafantly the hill, with equal height, 

Did feem to overlook the lowly vale, 
Therefore it rightly cleeped was Mount AcidaJe. 



§94. Mutability- 

Such is the weaknefs of all mortall hope ; 
So fickle is the (late of earthly things, 
That ere they come into their aimed fcope, 
They fall fo fliort of our fraile reckonings, 
And bring us bale and bitter forrowmgs, 

Inftead of comfort which we mould embrace: 
This is the Hate of Cfe&rs and of kings. 

Let none therefore that is in meaner place, 
Too greatly grieve at any his unlucky caie. 



h 95- Mo- 
ther E griefly Night, with vifage deadly fad, 
ThatPhoebus'chearfullfacedurftneverview, 
And in a foul black pitchy mantle clad. 
She finds forth comeing from her darkfomemew, 
Where (he all day did hide her hated hew. 

Before the door her iron charot flood, 
Already harnefled for journey new ; 

And cole -black deeds yborne of belli fn brood, 
That on their nafty bits did champ, as ihey 
were wood. 

By this,eternall lamps, where with high Jove 
Doth light the world, were half yfpent, 

And the moid daughters of huge Atlas (hove 
Into the ocean deep to drive their wearie drove, 
Now when as all the world in lilence deep 
Vihrowded was, and eveiy mortal wight 
Was drowned in the depth of deadly deep. 

Night, thou foule mother of annoyance fad, 
Sifter of heavy death, and nude of woe, 

Which was begot in heaven, but for thy bad 
And bruti(h fhape, thru It downe to hell below, 
Where, by the grim floud of Cocytus ilowe, 

That dwelling is Hcrebub' black Lous, 



(Black Hcrebus, thy hufband, is the foe 

Of all the Gods) where thou ungracious, 
Half of thy days doeft lead in hon our hedeousi 

What had th* Eternal Maker need of thee, 
The world in his continual courie to keep, 

That doell all things deface, ne letteft fee 
The beautie of his work? Indeed in fleep 
The flothful body doth love to fteep 

His ludlefs limbs, and drowne his bafer mind, 
Doth praife thee oft, and oft from Stygian deep 

Calls thee his goddefs, in his errour blind, 
And great dame Nature's hand-maid chearing 
every kind. 

But well I wote, that to an heavy heart 
Thou art the root and nuri'e of bitter cares, 

Breeder of new, renewer of old fraarts j 
Inilead of reft, thou lendeft ray ling tears, 

And dreadful villous, in the which alive, 
The dreary image of fad Death appears : 

So from the warie fpirite thou do(l drive 
Defired reft, and men of happinefs deprive. 

Under thy mantle black there hidden lye, 
Light fhunning theft, and trayterous intent, 

Abhorred bloudfhed, and vile felony, 
Shamefull deceipt, and danger iminent \ 
Foule horror, and eke helliih dreriment : 

All thefe (I wote) in thy protection bee, 
And light doe fhunne, for fear of being Ihent: 

For, light ylike is loth'd of them and thee, 
And all that lewdnefs love, doe hate the light 
to fee. 

For day difcovers all difhoneft wayes, 
And iheweth each thing as it is indeed ; 

The prayfes of high God he fair difplayes, 
And his large bounty rightly doth areed, 
Days blened children be the bleffed Iced, 

Which darkneis fhall fubdue,and heaven wine 
Truth is his daughter, he her firft did breed, 

Moft facred virgin, without fpot or fin 1 
Our life is dayj but death with darkneis doth 
begin. 

Now gan the humid vapour fhed the ground 
With pearly dew, and the earth's gloomy (hade 

Did dim the brightnefs of the welkin round, 
That every bird and beaft awarned made 
To (hrowd themfclves, while ileep their fenfes 
did invade. 



§ 96. Occafiijj, 
\ nd him behind, a wicked hagg did ftalke, 
*• In ragged robes, and filthy difarray ; 

Her other leg was lame, that ihe no'te walk, 
But on a ftaff her feeble ileps did ilay ; 
Her locks, that loathly were, and hoary grey, 

Grew all afore, and loofely hung unrolled ; 
But all behind was bald, and worn away, 
That none thereof could ever taken hold, [olJ. 
And eke her face ill-favourM, full of wrinkles 

And ever as (lie went, her tongue did walk 
In foul reproach, and terms of vile defpight, 

Provoking him, by her outrageous talk, 
To heap more vengeance on that wretched wight, 

Some* 
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Sometimes me raughthim ftoncs, wherewith to 
fmite, 

Sometimes herftafF, tho* it her own leg were, 
Withouten which Ihe could not go upright j 

Ne evil means lhe did forbeare, [reare. 
That might him move to wrath, and indignation 



§ 07. Palace of Sleep. 
*"po Morpheus* houfe doth baftily repaire: 
Amid the bowels of the earth full ftecp 

And lowe,wheredawning day doth neverpeep, 
His dwelling is ; there Thetys his wet bed 

Doth ever warn, and, Cynthia ftill doth fteep 
In filver dew his ever drouping head, 
Whiles fad night over him her mantle black 
doth fpread. 

Whofe double gates he findeth locked faft, 
The one faire fram'd with burninVd ivory, 

The other all with filver over-cut; 
And wakeful] dodges before them farre doe lye, 
Watching to banifh Care their enemy, 

Who oft is wont to trouble gentle fleep. 
By them the fpright doth pafs in quietly, [deep 

And unto Morpheus comes, whom drowned 
In drowfie fit he finds : of nothing he takes keep. 

And more to lull him in his (lumbers foft, 
A trickling ftream from high rock tumbling 
down, 

And ever drizling raine upon the loft, [found 
Mixt with a murmuring wind, much like the 
Of fwartning bees, did caft him in a fwoone : 

No other noife, nor peoples troublous ciyes, 
As ftill are wont V annoy the walled town, 

Might there be heard : but carelefs quiet lies, 
Wrapt in eternal filence, farre from enemies. 



A s when two tygers, pinch'd with hunger's 
rage, 

Have by good fortune found fome beafTs frelh 
fpoyle, 

On which' they ween their famin to afTwage, 
And gaine a feaftful guerdon of their toyle, 
Both falling out, do ltirup ftrife-full broyle, 

And cruell battel 'twixt themfelves do make. 
Whiles neither lets the other touch the fpoyle, 

But either 'fdeignes with other to partake. 

Another. 

As when a tyger and a lyonefs 
Are met a fpoyling of fome hungry prey, 

Both challenge it wittf equal greedinefs : 
But firft the tyger clawes thereon did lay ; 
And therefore, loth to loos her right away, 

Doth in defence thereof full ftoutly ftond : 
To which the lyon ftrongly doth gainfay, 

That Hie to hunt the beall fir/1 took in bond : 
And therefore ought it have, where ever lhe il 
found. 



§ 99. Winds t 
— — Like as a boirTrous wind, [been hid, 
Which in th* earth's hollow caves hath long 



And (hut up faft within her prifons blind, 
Makes the huge element againft her kind 
To move, and tremble as it were aghaft, 
Untill that it an ifiue forth may find, 
Then forth it breakes,and with his furious blaft 
Confounds both land and leas, and iky doth 
overcaft, 



% loo. Sun, 

\ s when two Suns appear in th' a7,ure tky, 

Mounted in Phccbus' chariot fierie bright : 
Both darting forth fai re beames to each man's eye, 
And both adorn'd with lamps of flaming liglit, 
All that behold fuch ftrange prodigious light, 
Not knowing nature's work,nor what toweenc, 
Are wrapt with wonder and with rare affright. 

§ 1 01. Phaeton. 

tjxceeding fhone, like Phoebus* faireft childe, 
" That did prefume his father's fierie waine, 
And flaming mouthes of fteeds unwonted 
wild, 

Thro' higheft heaven with weaker hand to raine, 
Proud of fuch glory and advancement vaine, 

While flafhing beams doe dazehis feeble eyen, 
He leaves the wiikin way raoft beaten plaine, 

And wrapt with whirling wheels enflame the 
fkyen [ihine. 
With fire not made to burn, but fairly for to 



§ 102. Sight, 

The firft troupe was a monftrous rabblement 
Of fowle miftinpen wigh ts,or which fomewere 
Headed like owls, with beakes uncomely bent, 
Others like dogs, others like gryphons dreare, 
And fome had wings, and fome had clawes to 
teare, 

And every one of them had lynces eyes, 
And every one did bowe and arrowes beare. 

All thole were lawiefs lufts, corrupt envies, 
And covetous afpecls, all cruel enemies. 

Thofe fame againft the bulwarke of the fight 
Did layftrong fiege, and battailous aflault, 

Ne once did yield it refpit day nor night, 
But foon as Titan gan his head exault, 
And foon again as he his light withhault, 

Their wicked engines they againft it bent : 
That is, each thing by which the eyes may fault; 

But two than all more huge and violent, 
Beauty and money, they that bulwark forely rent. 



§ 103. Slander, 

00 when that foreft they had pafTed welf, 
^ A little cottage farre away they fpide, 
To which they drew, ere night upon them fell 5 
\nd entering in, found none therein abide, 
Ittt an old woman fitting there befide, 

Upon the ground, in ragged rude attire^ 
r/ith filthy locks about her fcatierc 1 wides 
3 5 Gnawbg 
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Gnawing her nayles for ftlnefs and for ire, 
And thereout lucking venom to her parts in- 
tire. 

A foule and loathly creature fure in fight, 
And in conditions to be loath'd no lei's : 

For <hee was ftuft with rancour and defpight 
Up to the throat - y that oft with bitterne.fs 
It forth would break, and gufli in great excefs, 

Pouringour ftreames of poylim and of gall, 
G.iinil all that truth or virtue doe profeile : 

Whome fhe with leefings lewdly did mifcall, 
And wickediy back-bite: her name men Slandti 
call. 

Her nature is, all goodnefs to abufe, 
And caufelefs crimes continually to frame ; 

With which (he guiltlels perfons may accufe, 
And ftealeaway the crowne of their good name : 
Ne ever knight fo bold, ne ever dame 

So chaft and loyall liv'd, but (lie would drive 
With forged caufe them falfely to defame : 

Ne ever thing was done fo well alive, 
But fhe with blame would blot, and of due 
praife 'deprive. 

Her words were not as common word s are ment. 
T'exprefs the meaning of the inward minde: ! 

But noifome breath, andpoys'nous fpirit fent i 
From inward parts, with cancar'd malice lin'd. 
And breathed forth with blalt of bitter wince . 

Which palling thro* the eares, would pierce 
the heart, 

And wound the foul it felf with grief unkind i 
For, like the ftings of afpes, that kill w ithnVart 
Her fprightful words did prick and wound the 
inner part. 



§ 104. SiCriK. 
T 1 ee cryde, as rageing feas are wont to rore, 
When wintry ltorme his wrathful! wreck 
does threat, 
The rolling billows beat the ragged fhore, 
As they the earth would flioulder from her ieat, 
And greedy gulf does gape, as he would eat 

His neighbour element in bis revenge : 
Then gin the bluftering breathren boldly threat. 

To move the world from off his ftedfalt henge, 
And boyftrous battell make,each other to avenge 

Another, 

Like to a ftorm that hovers under fkic 
Long here and there, and round about doth flie, 
At length breaks down in raine, and haile, and 
fleet, [dry : 

FirA: from one coaft, till nought thereof be 
And then another, till that like wile fleet: [weet. 
And io from iide to lide, till all the world be 



$ j 05. Super/? it ion. 
TXTH ere that old woman day and night did 
V Upon her beades devoutly penitent i [pray 
Nine hundred Pater-nofters every day, [to fay, 
And thrice nine hundred Aves Ihe was wont 
Ann to augment her painefull pennnce more, 
Thrice every week in allies me did lit, 



And next her wrinkled fkin rough fackcloth 
wore, 

And thrice three times did fall from any bit. 

Upon the image with his naked blade 
Three times, as in defiance, there he flrokej^ 

And the third time, out of an hidden fbade, 
There forth iflued from under the altar lmoake 
A dreadful rlend, with foul deformed lock, 

That flretcht it felf, as it bad long lain ftill ^ 
That her long taile and feathers flrongly fhook, 

That all the temple did with terror fill; 
Yet him nought terrified, that feared nothing ill. 

An huge great heart it was, when it in length 
Was ftretched forth, that nigh filTdall the place, 

And feenTd to be of infinite great ftrength $ 
Horrible, hideous, and of hellilh race, 
Borne of the brooding of Echidna bafe, 

Or other like infernall furies kind : 
For of a maide me had the outward face;, 

To hide thehorrour whjch did lurk behinct, 
The better to beguile whom flic lb fond did find. 

Thereto the body of a dog fhe had, 
Full of fell ravin and fierce greedinefs ; 

A lyon's clawes 'with power and rigour clad, 
To rend and teare what ib {he can opprefs ; 
And dragon's taile, whocs fling without redress 

Full deadly wounds, when lb it is empightj 
An eagle's wings for fco'pe, and fpeedinefs, 

That nothing may cfcape her ravening might, 
. Whereto (lie ever lift to make her l^ardy flight. 

Much like in foulnefs and deformitie 
Unto that monfter, whom the Theban knight 

The father of that fatal progeny, 
Made kill herfelf for very heart's defpight, 
That he had red her riddle, which no wight 

Could ever loofe, but f 11 If red deadly doole: 
So alio did this monfter ufe like flight 

To many a cue, whic h came into her fchool, 
Whom lhe did put to death, deceived like a fool. 

§ 106. Sufjicicn. 
Dut he was foule, illl-favour'd, and grim, 
Under his e)e-brows looking flill aicaimce j 
And ever as DifTemblance laught on him, 
He lowrM on her with dangerous eye-glance, 
Shewing his nature in his countenance; 4 
His rolling eyes did never reft in place, 
But walkt each way for fear of hjtl mifchance, 
Holding a lattice ftill before his face, [pafs. 
Thro' which he ftill did peep as forward he did 



§ 1C7. Venus, 
t\ iciit in the midft tlie goddefie felf did ItanJ, 
Upon an altar of fome coftly mafic, 
Whoes fubftance was uncath to underftand ; 
For neither precious (tones, nor durefull braf.e, 
Nor ihining gold, nor mouldring clay it wasj 
But yet more rare and precious to efteeme, 
Pure inafpecl, and like' to chryftall glafs j 

Yet glafs was not, if one did rightly deem 5 
But being faire and brittle,likeft glafs didfeeme. 
- ' • But 
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But it in fhape and beauty did excell 
A1J other idols which the heathen adore ; 

Pant patting that, which by lurpafling fkill 
Phidias did make in Paphofi iile of yore, [lore 
With which that wretched Greeke that life for- 

Did fall in iove : yet this muck fairer fhined, 
But covered with (lender veile afore, 

And both her feet and legs together twined 
Were with a fnake, whoes head and taile were 
fail combined. 



The caufe why (he was covered with a veile, 
Was hard to know, for that her prieits the lame 

From people's knowledge labour'd to cinceale 
But footh it was not Hire for womanilh fhame, 
Nor any blemilh which the worke mote blame j 

But For (they lay) Ihe had both kinds in one, 
Both male and female, both under one name : 

She lire and mother is herfelf alone ; [none. 
Begets, and eke conceives, ne needeth other 

And all about her neck and moulders flew 
A flock of little loves, and (ports and joyes, 

With nimble wings of gold and purple hew; 
Whoes (hapesfeem'd not like toterreirnal boyes, 
But like to angels playing heavenly toyes ; 

The whilft: their elder brother was away, 
Cupid, their elder brother ; he enjoys 

The wide kingdomeof love with lordly fway, 

And to his law compels all creatures to obey. 

And all about her altarTcatter'd lay 
Great forts of lovers pitioufly complaining, 

Some of their lofs, fome of their love's delay, 
Some of their pride, lome paragons dildaining, 
Some fearing fraude, fome fraudulently fanning, 

As ever one had caufe of good or ill. 



§ 1 08. Temple of Venus. 

T he temple of great Venus, that is hight 
The queen of beauty, and of love the mo- 
ther, 

There worihipped of every living wight ; 
Whole goodly workmanfhip farre part all other 
That ever were on earth, ail were they let to- 
gether. 

Not that lame famous temple of Diane, 
'Whoes height all Ephefus did over-fee, [fane, 
And which all Alia fought with vows pro 
One of the world's feven wonders laid to be, 
Might match with this by many a degree : 
Nor that, which that wife king of Jurie 
framed, 

With endlefs cofl: to be the Almighty's fee } 

Nor all that elfe thro' all the world is named 
To all the heathen gods, might like to this be 
clamed. 

I, much admiring that fo goodly frame, 
Unto the porch approacht, which open Hood, 
' But therein fat an amiable dame, 
That feem'd to be of very fober mood, 
And in her femblant ihew'd great womanhood: 

Strange was her tire; for on her head a crown 
She wore, much like unto a Danilk hood, 
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Poudred with pearl and ftone ; and all her 
gowne 

Enwoven was with gold, that raught full low 
adowne. 

On either iide of her two young men flood, 
Both flrongly arm'd, as tearing one another. 

Vet were tney brethren both of half the blood, 
Begotten by two fathers of one mother, 
Though ot contrary natures each to other \ 

The one of them hight Love, the other Hate, 
Hate was the elder, Love the younger brother j 

Yet was the younger itronger in his irate 
Than th' elder, and him maflred ltill in all de- 
bate. 

Nath 'lefs that dame fo well them tempred both 
That Ihe them forced hand to join in hand, 

Albe that Hatred was thereof full loth, 
Anel turn'd his face away as he did Hand, 
Unwilling to behold that lovely band. 

Yet Ihe was of fuch grace and vertuous 
might, [ltand, 
That her commandment he could not with- 

But bit his lips for feionous defpight, 
And gnafht his iron tulks at that diipleafing 
light. 

Concord (he cleeped was in common reed, 
Mother of bletfed Peace, and Friendlhip true ; 

They both her twins, both born of heavenly 
And Ihe berlelf likewile divinely grew ; [feea, 
The which right well her works divine did fliew: 
Forftrength,and wealth, and happinefsfhc lends 
And ltrife, and war, and anger, does fubdue: 

Of httle, much, of foes Ihe maketh friends, . 
And toatflic~ted minds fweet reltand quiet fends. 

By her the heaven is in hiscourfe contained, 
And all the world, in flare unmoved ftands, 

As their Almighty Maker firit ordained, 
And bound them with inviolable bands 3 

Elle would the watets overflow the lands, 

And fire devour the aire, and hell them quite, 
But tint Ihe holds them with her blefllrl hands 

She is^the nurle of pleafure and delight, 
And unto Venus grace the gate doth open right 

Into ihe inmofl: temple thus I came, 
Which fuming all with frankenfenle I found, 

And odours rifing from the altars flame j 
Upon an hundred marble pillcrs round, 
The roof up high was reared from the ground, 
All dec kt with crowns, and chains, and gir- 
londs gay, 

A thoufand precious gifts worth many a pound, 
Th: which lad lovers for their vowes did pay ; 
And all the ground was ltrew'd with flowers a* 
f re fli as May, 

An hundred altars round about were let, 
All flaming with their facriflccs Are, 

That with the Heme thereof the tern lie fwer. 
Which roul'd in cloudes, to heaven d d afpire, 
And in them bore true lovers vows entire: 

And eke an hundred brazen cauldrons bright 
To bathe in joy and amorous deli re, 

3 B 2 Every 
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Every which was to a damzell hight ; 

For all toe priefts were damzelis, in loft linncn 

dteht 



^ 109. tt'raih. 

A fTes. that varlet's fight, it was not long 
+ * Ere on the plaine fait pricking Guion lpide 

One in bright arms embattailed ful[ ftrong, 
That as the funny beams doe glance and gfide 
Upon the trembling wave, lb mined bright, 
And round about him threw forth fparkling fire,! 

That feemed him to e,nflame on every wfei i 
Hi=i ftped was bloody red, and fomed ire, 
When with the maiftring fpur he did him 
roughly It ire. 

Approaching nigh he never ftaid to greet, 
Nc chatter words, proud courage to provoke, 

Hut prickt fo fierce, that underneath his feet 
Til? fmouhiringduft did round about himfmoke, 
Both horfe and man nigh able for to choke ; 

And'fairely couching hib Heel-headed fpcar, 
Him firfl fainted with a fturdy Aroke. 

And him befide rides fierce revenging Wrath, 
Upon a lyon, loth for to be Jed j 

And in his hand a burning brond he hath, 
The which he brandifheth about his head j 
His eyes did hurle forth fparkles fiery red, 

And flared Item on all that him beheld, 
As allies pale of hue, and feeming dead : 

And on his dagger ftill his hand he held, 
Trembling thro' hally rage, when choler in him 
fweh'd. 

His rufHn raiment all was flainM with blood 
Which he had fpilt, and all to rage yrent, 

Thro' unadvifed rafhnefs woxen wood ; 
For of his hands he had no government, 
Ne car'd for blond in his avengement ; 

But when the furious fit was overpaft, 
His cruel facts he often would repent, 

Ytt, wilful man, he never woyld forcaft, 
How many miichiefs lhould enfue his heedlefs 
halt ! 

Full rr\any mifchiefs follow cruel Wrath \ 
Abhorred bloudfhed, and tumultuous flrife, 

ynmanly murther, and unthrifty fcath, 
fitter defpight,with rancour's rulry knife, 
And fretting grief, the enemy of life, 

And thele and many evils more haunt ire, 
The (Veiling fplene, and phrenzy raging rife, 

The fhaking palfey, and St. Francis 1 fire, 
Such one was Wrath, the lait of this ungodly 
tire. 



SPENSER's FAIRY QUEEN. 
$ 1 10. Durjfa weeping over her Eueny> compared 

to a Cro. oM/e ; and a Defer; pt ion of Night. 
A s when a weary traveller, that flrays [Nile. 

_ Uy muddy lhore of braid feven-mouthai 
Unwteung v.r V.)ts perilous wanu'ring ways, 
Uo'ih meet a cruel crafty crocodile, 



Doth weep full fore, and fheddeth tender tears; 

The foolifti man, that pities all this while 
His mournful plight, is iwallow'd up unwarcs. 
Forgetful of his own, that minds anothers cares. 
So wept Ducfla until even tide, [light : 

That ihining lamps in Jove's high houfe were 
Then forth fhe role, ne longer would abide, 
But comes unto the place where th' heathen 
knight 

In flumb'rmg fwoon nigh void of vital fpright, 
Lay covcr'd with enchanted cloud all day 1 
Whom when flic found, as {he him left in plight 
To wail his woful cafe, fhe would not flay, [way, 
But to the eaflern coait of heaven makes fpeedy 
Where griefly Night, with vifage deadly fad, 
That Phcebus cheerful face durll never view, 
And in a foul black pitchy mantle clad, . 
She finds forth coming from her darkfome mew, 
Where fhe all day did hide her hated hue ; 
Before the door her iron chariot flood, 
Already harnefled for journey new ; 
And eole-black Aeeds yborn of hellifb brood,, 
That on their rulty bits did champ as they were 
wood. 

And al! the while fhe flood upon riie ground, 
The wakeful dogs did never ceafe to bay, 
As giving warning of th' unufual found, 
With which her iron wheels did them affray, 
And her dark griefly look them much difmay. 
The meffenger of death, the ghaflly owl, 
With dreary fhrieks did alfo her bewray ; 
And hungry wolves continually did howl 
At her abhorred face, fo filthy and fo foul. 



-On every fide them flood 



The trembling ghoits with lad amaf.ed mood, 
Chattering their iron teeth, and flaring wide 
With ilony eyes ; and all the hellifh brood 
Of fiends internal flock'don eveiy fide, 
To gaze on earthly wight, that with the Night 
durlt ride. 



Which in falle grief hiding hid harmlefs guile 



§ ill. Defer ipt ion of Lucif era's Palace. 

A stately palace built of fquared brick, 

Which cunningly was without mortar laid, 
Whole walls were high, but nothing flrong nor 
And golden foil ail over them difplay'd ; [thick, 
That purell Iky >vith brightnefs they difmay 'd : 
High lifted up were many lofty tow'rs, 
And goodly galleries far over-laid, 
Full of fair windows, and delightful bow'rs ; 
And on the top a dial told the timely hours. 

It was a goodly heap for to behold, 

And fpake the prailes of the workman's wit ; 

But full great pity, that lb-fair a mold 

Did on fo weak foundation ever fit j 

For on a fandy hill, that ilill did flit 

And fail away, it mounted was full high, 

That every breath of heaven fhaked it ; 

And all the hinder parts, that few could fpy, 

We^re ruinous and old, but painted cunningly,. 

^ in 
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§ i i^i Defcription of a Garden* 

Eftsoons they heard a mofl delicious found 
oil tiv,«- Mkiti 



§ 1 1 2. Luc if era afcending her Coach. 
C VDDAiN uprileth from her ltately place 
° The royal dame, and for her coach doth call ! 
All hurlen forth, and Ihe with princely pace, 
As fair Aurora in her purple pall, 
Out of the Eur. the dawning day doth call. 
So forthlhe comes: her brightneGbroaddoth blaze 
The heaps of people thronging in the hall, 
Do ride each other, upon her to gaze: [amaze. 
Her glorious glittering light doth all men's eyes 
So forth (he comes, and to her coach docs climb, 
Adorned all with gold, and garlands <ny, 
That feem'd as frelh as Flora in htr prime; 
And Itrove to match, in royal rich array, 
Great Juno's golden chair, the which they (ay 
The gods Hand gazing on, when ihe does ride 
To Jove's high houle thro. 1 heaven's brafs-paved 
way, 

Drawn of fair peacocks that excel in pride, 
And full of Argus' eyes their tails uilpredden 
wide. 

§ 113. Defcription of Prince Arthur in his Hab : - 

liments of War. 
T Tpon the top of all his lofty creft, 
^ A bunch of hairs, difcolour'd diverfly * 
With fprinkled pearl, and gold full richly dreft, 
Did make, and feem'd to dance for jollity, 
Like to an almond tree yniounted high 
On top of green Selinis all alone, 
With bloflbms brave bedecked daintily ; 
Whole tender looks do tremble every one 
At every little blaft that under heaven is blown. 



s 



Of all that mote deiight a dainty ear j 
Such as at, once might not on living ground, 
Save in this paradife, be heard elfewhere: 
Right hard it wun for wight Which did it hear*, 
To read what manner m^iic that irihte be, 
For all that pleadng is to living ear 1 
Was there conlbrted in one harmony j [agree* 
Birds, voices, inftruments, winds, waters, all 
The joyous birds, fhrouded in cheerful made, 
Their notes unto the voice attcmoerM fweet j 
Th' angelical, foft trembling voices made , 
To th' mitrumento divine refpondence meet* 
The lilver-i'ounuing inilruments did meet 
With ihe bale muimur of the watcVs full 5 
The water's fall, with difference difcrecr, 
Now loft, now loud, unto the wind did call ; 
The gentle warbling wind low anfwered to all* 



S 1 16, 



'T* h f. r. e is continual fpring 
** Continua 



Defcription of the Garden of Adonis* 

5, and harveit there 
both meeting at one time: 
For both the boughs do laughing bloflbms bear, 
And with frelh colours deck the wanton primej 
And eke at once the heavy trees' they climb* 
Which leem to labour under their fruits load ; 
The whiles the joyous birds make their paitime- 
Emonglt the fliady leaves, their lvveet abode, 
And their true loves without lufpicion tejlabroad 



§ 117- 



114.. Defcription of Diana with her Nymphs, 
returned prom the Chace, and preparing to bathe. 
shortly unto the wafteful woods (lie came,| 

^ Whereat (he found the goddefs and hercrewJ Is wicked Time ; who, with his fcythe adclreft* 



Devaflation which 'Time males in this 

Garden* 

{^reat enemy to it, and all the reft 

That in the garden of Adonis fprings, 



Vjr 



After late chace of their embrued game 
Sittang befide a fountain in a rew, 
Some of them warning with the liquid dew 
From off their dainty limbs the dully fweat, 
And foil, which did deform their lively hue; 
Others lay fhaded from the fcorching heat ; 
The reft: upon her perfon gave attendance great. 
She having hong upon a bough on high 
Her bow and painted quiver, had unlac'd 
Her filver bulkins from her nimble thigh, 
And her lank loins ungirt, and breafts unbrae'd, 
After her heat the breathing cold to taile ; 
Her golden locks that late in trefles bright 
Embreeded were for hindring of her haf*e, 
Now loole about htr moulders long undjght, 
And were with fweet ambrofia all befpfinkled 
light. 

Soon as /he Venus faw behind her back, 
She was afham'd to be fo loofe furpris'd j 
And wox half wroth again!* her damfels flack, 
That had not her thereof before advis'd, ' 
But fuffer'd her fo carelefsly clifguis'd 
Be overtaken* Soon her garments loofc 
t/pg ering in her bofom (he compris'd, 
We! I, as (he m : ght, and then the goddefs rofe : 
Wuilft J!hernymphsdidl:I:eagirlondherenclofe., 



Does mow the flow'ring herbs a*nd goodly things, 
And all their glory to the ground down flings* 
Where they do wither, and are fouliy nlarrd : 
He flies about, and with his flaggy wings f gard, 
Beats down both leaves and buds without re- 
Ne ever pity may relent his malice hard. 

1 

§ 118. Defcription of Jupiter. 

Co having faid he ceas'd, and with his brow, 
^ His black eye- brow, whofe doomful dreaded 
Is wont to wield (he worhl unto his vow, [beck 
And even the higheft pow'rs of heaven to check 
Made fign to them in their degrees t?o fpeak. 



With that he ihook 

His neclar-dev.ed locks, with which the fries* 
And all the world beneath, for terror qu >ok, 
And cfthis burninfflcven-brondinhand he took. 



§ 119. Guy on conducted ly Mammon though d 
Cave under Ground, to fee his Treafure. 

into a iai ger fpace 
felf into an -iimple o!an f 
Thro* which a beaten brcfcJ high-way did traf*, 
That flraight did kai to Pluto's giicfly rei^n"; 
3 B 3 By 



a t length they ca ne 
^ That lire tchMi.fe 
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By that way's fide there fat infernal Pain, 
And fait-befide him fat tumultuous Strife j 
The one in hand an iron whip did llrain^ - 
The other brandifhei.' a bloody knife, 
And both did gnafli their teeth, and both did 

threaten life. 
On the other tide in one confort there fate 
Cruel Revenge, and rancorous Defpite, 
Diiloyal Treafon, and heart-burning Hate j 
But gnawing Jealouly, out of their light 
Silting alone, his bitter lips did bite ; 
And trembling Fear Rill to and fro did fly, 
And found no place where fafe he ihroud him 

might. 

Lamenting Sorrow did in darknefs" lie, [eye 



A dreary corfe, whofe life away did pafs, 
All wallowM in bis own yet lukewarm blood, 
That from his wound yet welled frefli, alas ! 
In which a rulty knife foft tixed Hood, [flood. 
And made an open pahage for the gulhing 
Which piteous fpeftacle, approving true 
The woeful tale that Treviian had told, 
When as the gentle Red Crofs knight did view, 
With fiery zeal he burnt in courage bold, 
Him to avenge before his blood were cold ; 
And to the villain laid: Thou damned wight4 
The author of this fact, we here behold, 
What juftice can but judge agaihlt thee right, 
With thine own blood to price his blood, here 
Ihed in light. 



And Shame his ugly face did hide from living what frantic fit (quoth he) hath thus diftraught 

Thee, foolifli man, fo ralh a doom to give ? 
; What jultice ever other judgment taught, 
'But he mould die, who merits not to live ? 
Noneelfe to death this man d'jfpairing drive 
But his own guilty mind deserving death. 



And over them lad Horror, with grim hue, 
Did always foar, beating his iron wings j 
And after him owls and night-ravens flew, 
The hateful meflengers of heavy things, 
Of death and dolour telling fad tidings j 
Whilft fad Celeno, fitting on a cliff, 
A fong of bale and bitter forrow lings, 
That heart of flint afunder would have rift} 
Which having ended, after him lhe flieth hvift. 



Is then unjultto each his due to give ? 
Or let him die, that loatheth living breath ? 
Or let him die at eafe, that liveth here uneath * 
Who travels by the weary wand'ri ng way, 

To come unto his wilhed home in hafte, 

* I2c. Defeription of Defpoir, and her Speech. ' And meets a flood that doth his palVage llay, 
3 , , • i Is not great grace to help him over-palt, 

re long they come, where that lame wicked Qr free his feet> that in the mirc ftlck fe jj ? - 



wight 

His dwelling has,, low in an hollow cave, 
Far underneath a craggy clift ypight, 
Dark, doleful, dreary, like a greedy grave, 
That ftill for carion carcafles doth crave : 
On top whereof ay dwelt the ghaltly owl, 
Shrieking his baneful note, which ev er drave 
Far from that haunt all other cheei . ill fowl : 
And all about it wand l ing gholto did wail and 
howl. 

And, all about, old flocks and (tubs of trees, 
Whereon nor fruit nor leaf was ever feen, 
Did hang upon the ragged rocky knees; 
On which had many wretches hanged been, 
Whole carcalfes were fcatter'd on the green, 
And thrown about the clifts. Arrived there 
That bare-head knight, for dread and doleful 
teen, 

Would fain have fled, ne durftapproachen near s 
But th' other forced him Aav, and comforted 
in fear. 

The darkfome cave they enter, where they find 
That turfed man, low fitting on the ground, 
Mufing full fadly in his fallen mind ; 
His greafy locks, long growing and unbound, 
Di ordered hung about his Ihoulders round, 
And hid his face : thro* which his hollow eyne 
LookM deadly dull, and flared as aflound; 
His raw-bone cheeks, through penury and pine, 
Were lhrunk into his jaws, as hedid never dine. 

His gaiment, nought but many ragged clouts, 
With thorns together pinn'd and patched was, 
The which his naked fides he wrapp'd abouts : 
Ai\d him befide there lay upon the graft 



Molt envious man ! that grieves at neighbour's 

good ; 

And fond, that joyeft in the woe thou hnft ; 
Why wilt not let him pafs, that long hath flood 
Upon the bank, yetwilt thyfelf not pafs the flood? 
He there does now enjoy eternal relt, [crave, 
And happy eafe, which thou doft want and 
And further from it daily wandereft; 
What if fome little pain the paflage have, 
That makes frail flelh to fear the bitter wave \ 
Is notlhort pain well borne, that brings long eafe, 
And lays the foul to deep in quiet grave ? 
Sleep after toil, port after ltormy feas, [pleafe. 
Eafe after war, death after life, does greatly 
The knight much wonderM at his fudden wit, 
And laid ; The term of life is limited, 
Ne may a man prolong or Ihorten it : 
The foldier may not move from watchful fled. 
Nor leave his fland, until his captain bed. 
Who life did limit by almighty doom 
(Quoth he) knows beft the terms eltablilhed; 
And he that 'points the centinel in his room, 
Doth licenie him depart at found of morning 
drooim 

Ts not his deed, whatever thing is done, 
In heaven and earth ? Did not he all create 
To die again ? All ends that was begun \ 
Their times in his eternal book of fate 
Are written fure, and have their certain date. 
Who then can drive with lining neceflity, 
That holds the world in his It ill changing ftate, 
Or lhun the death ordainM by diitiny ? 
When hour of death is come, let none alk whence, 
nor why. 

The 
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The longer Hfe, I wote the greater fin, 
The greater iin, the greater punilhment ; 
AH thoi'^great battles which thou boails to win, 
Thro' itfife, and bloodmed, and avengemcm, 
Now pnuYd, hereafter dear thou malt repent : 
For life muft life, and blood mud blood, repay. 
Is not enough thy evil forcfpent ? 
For he that once hath imfled the right way, 
Thefurtherhe doth go, the further he doth ltray. 
Then do no farther go no further ftray, 
But here lie down, and to thy reft betake, 
Tlr ill to prevent, that life enluenmay : 
For what hath life, that may it loved make, 
And gives not rather cauie it to forfake ? 
Fear, ficknefs, age, lofs, labour, forrow, ftrife, 
Pain, hunger, cold, that makes the heart to 
And ever tickle fortune rageth rife, [quake j 
All which, and thoulands more, do make a 

loath fome life. 
Thou, wretched man, of death haft grcateft need, 
If in true balance thou wilt weigh thy ftate j 
For never knight that dared warlike deed 
More lucklefs di fad ventures did amate : 
Witnefs the dungeon deep, wherein of late 
Thy life (hut up, for death fo oft did call : 
And tho' good luck prolonged hath thy dare, 
Vet death then would the like mimaps foreftall, 
Into the which'hfireafter thou mayft happen fall. 
Why then doft thou, O man of fin, delire 
To draw thy days forth to their last decree ? 
Is not themeafureof thy finful hire 
High heaped up with huge iniquity, 
Against the day of wrath, to burden thee ? 
Is not enough, that to this lady mild 
Thou falfecf liast thy face with periury, • 
And fold thyfelf to ferve DuelTa vild, [nTd ? 
With whom in all abufe thou hast thyfelf de- 
Is not he just that all this. doth heboid 
From highest heaven, and bears an equal eye ? 
Shall he thy lins up in hLs knowledge fold, 
And guilty be of thine impiety ? 
Is not his law, Let every finnerdie ? [dene, 
Die (hall all fleda ? What- then must needs be 
Is it not better to do willingly, 
Than linger till the glafs be ail out-run ? £ fon. 
Dentil is the end of woes. Die ibon, O Fairy's 
The knight was much enmoved with thisfpeech, 
*That as a fwoixTs point through his heart did 

pierce, 

And in his confcicnce made a fecret breach, 
Well knowing true all that lie did febearfe, 
And to his frelh remembrance did reverie 
The fcgly view of his deformed crimes, 
Thai aJl his manly powYs it did dilperfc, 
As he were charmed with inch?, un ted rhisiics f 
That oftentimes he quak'd, and fainted often- 
times. 

In which amazement when the mifcreant 
Pe rceived him to waver weak and frail, 
With trembling horror did his ronfeience dant. 
And helliflianguifh did his foul aiiaii': 
To drive him fo defpair, and quite to quail, 
He ftcw'd him painted ifl| a tabic plain, 



The damned ghosts, that do in torments wail, 
And thouiand fiends that do themendlcfs pain 
With fire and brimstone, which for ever lhall 
remain. 

The fight whereof fo throughly him difniayM, 
That nought but death before his eyes he faw, 
And ever- burning wrath before him laid, 
By righteous lentence of th' Almighty's law*. 
Then 'gan the villain him to over-caw, [fire, 
And brought unto him f words, ropes, poilbri, 
And all that might him to perdition draw •> 
And bade him choole what death he would defire: 
For death was due to him that had provok'd 
God's ire. 

But when as none of them he faw him take, 
■ He to him raught a dagger fharp and keen, 
[ And gave it in his hand; his hand did quake, 
And tremble like a leaf of afpin green, 
And troubled blood thro" his pale face was feeti 
To come and go; with tidings from the heart, 
As it a running meflenger had been*. 
At last refolv'd to work his final (mart, 
He lifted ud his hand, that back again did start. 
Which when as Una faw, through every vein 
The crudled cold ran to her well of life, 
As in a fwoon : but foon relieved again, 
Out of his hand flie matched the curfed knife, 
And threw it to the ground, enraged rife 
And to him faid : Fie, fie, faint-hearted knight! 
What meanest tho.u bv this reproachful strife > 
Is this the battle which thou vaunt'st to fight 
With that fire-mouthed dragon, horrible and 
bright } 

i£ome, come away, frail, filly, flefhy wight, 
Ne let vain words bewitch thy manly heart, 
Ne devilifh thoughtsdifmay thy constant ipright: 
In heavenly mercies hast thou not a part ? 
Whyfhouldst thou then defpair, that cholen art? 
Where justice growc, there grows eke greater 

grace, [fmarr, 
The which doth quench the brond of hellifh 
And that accurs'd hand-writing doth deface : 
Arile, lir knight, arifc, and leave this curfed 

place. 

So up he rofe, and thence amounted streighr. 
Which when the earl beheld, and faw his guest 
Would fafe depart, for all his iubtle fieight, 
He chofe an halter from among the rest, 
And with it hung himlelf, unhid, unblest. 
But death he could not work himtelf thereby ; 
For thoufund times he fo himfelf had drefs'd, 
Yet nathelefs it could not do him die, 
Till he/Ihouid die his last, that is eternally. 

FAIRFAX^ TA6SO. 
^ I2i. UrjcrifJion cf the Vijion conjured up by 
Aieclo. 

A murder' I) body huge beiide him stood, 
01 bed and right-hand both but lately 

fpoii'd ; 

The left-hand bore the head, whofe vifage good 
Both pale and wan, with dust and gore denTd, 
3 B 4. Yet 
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Vet fpake, tho* dead ; with thofe fad words the 

blood 

Forth at his lips in huge abundance boiPd — 
Fly, Argillnn, from this talfe camp fly far, 
Whole guide a traitor, captains niurdVers are. 



122. Image of Armida and Attendants ; enraged 
at RinMfi beuuing down the Myrtle to difjolve 
the Charm. 

rj e * 1 i ft his brand j nor car'djtho'oft fheprny'd, 
*?■ And flieher form to other lhapedid change ; 
Such monflers huge, when men in dreams are 
Oft in their idle fancies roam and range: [laid, 
Her body fwelTd, her face obfeure was made j 
Vaniflfd her garments rich, and veftures ftrange ; 
A giantefs before him high <he ftands, 
ArmM, like Briareus, with an hundred hands : 

With fifty fvvords, and fifty targets bright, 
She threatened death, fhe roax'qj ihe cried, and 
fought }• 

Each other nymph, in armour likewile dight, 
A Cyclops great became j he fearM them nought, 
But on the myrtle fmote with all his might, 
Which groan 'd, like living fouls to death nigh 
brought ; [hell, 
The Iky feem'd Pluto's court, the air feemM 
Therein fuch monlters roar, fuch fpifits yell. 

Lightened the heaven above, the earth below 
Roared aloud: that thundered, and this fhook : 
Blulter\lthetempeflsltrong:thewhirlwindsblowj 
The bitter ftorm drove hail-ftones in his look j 
But yet his arm grew neither weak nor flow, 

Till low to earth the wounded tree down 
Nor of that fury hied or care he took, [bended : 

Then fled the lpirits all, the charms all ended. 



Oh, gather then the rofe, while time thou haft ; 
Short is the day, done when it fcant began } 
Gather the role of Love, while yet thou mayft, 
Loving be lov'd, embracing be embracM. 
She ceasM; and, as approving all fhe fpoke, 
The choir of birds their heavenly tune renew; 
The turtles figh'd, and lighs with kifles broke j 
The fowls to (hades unieen by pairs withdrew: 
It feemM, the laurel chafte, and ftubborn oak, 
And all the gentle trees on earth that grew, 
It feemM, the land, the fea, and heaven above, 
All breath'd out fancy fweet, and iigird out 
love. 



GLOVERS LEONID AS. 
§ 1 2+. LeonidaSs Addrefs to his Countrymen* 



% Dtfcription of ArmidaLS wonderful Parrot, 
vyiTH party-coloured plumes, and purple bill, 
A wondrous bird among the reft there flew, 
That in plain fpeech lung lovt-lays loud and 
fhrill j 

Here Leden was like human language true; 
So much fhe talkM, and with fuch wit and fkill, 
That 11 range it feemed, how much good Ihe 
knew : 

Her feathered fellows all flood hufh to hear ; 

Dumb was the wind, the waters lilent were. 
The genlie budding rofe, quoth fhe, behold, 
That firir leant peeping forth with virgin beams, 
Half ope, half (hut, her beauties doth unfold 
In its fair leaves, and, lefs feen, fairer feerns, 
And after fpreads them forth more broad and 
bold, 

Then languifheth, and dies in laft extremes j 
Nor fecms the fame that decked bed and 
Of many a lady late and paramour. [bowV 
So, in the palling of a day, doth pals 
The bud and bloilbm of the life of man, 
Nor e'er doth liourilh more; but, like the grafs 



He alone 

Remains unfhaken. Rifing he difplays 
His godlike prefence. Dignity and grace 
Adorn his frame, and manly beauty, join'd 
With Rrength Herculean^ On his ai'pect Alines 
Sublimelt virtue, and define of fame, _ 
Where juftice gives the laurel j in his eye 
The inextinguishable fpark,\ which fires 
The fouls of patriots \ while his brow fupports 
Undaunted valour, and contempt of death. 
Serene he rofe, and thus addrefe'd the throng: 

Why this aftonilhment on ev'ry face, 
Ye men of Sparta ? Does the name of death 
Create this fear and wonder ? O my friends ! 
Why do we labour thro' the arduous paths 
Which lead to virtue ? Fruitlefs were the toil, 
Above the reach of human feet were plac'd 
The diftant fummit, if the fear of death- 
Could intercept our parage. But in vain 
His blackell frowns and terrors he aflumes 
To lhake the firmnefs of the mind, which knows 
That, wanting virtue, life is pain and woe j 
That, wanting liberty, ev'n virtue mourns, 
And looks around for happinefs in vain. 
Then fpeak, O Sparta, and demand my life j 
My heart exulting, anfwers to thy call, 
And fmileson glorious fate. To live with fame 
The gods allow to many; but to die 
With equal lullre, is ablefling Heaven 
Selects from all the choiceft boons of fate, 
And with a fparing hand on few beftows. 



Cut down, becometh witherM, pide, and wan : 



125. 



Lconidas's Anjnver to the Pafan Ambrf* 

fador. 

p f.turn to Xerxes ; tell him, on this rock 
^ The Grecians, faithful to their poll, await 
His chofen myriads ; tell him, thou halt ieen 
How far the lull of empire is below 
A free-born mind : and tell him, to behold 
A tyrant humbled, and by virtuous death 
To leal my country's freedom, is a good 
Surpafling all his boailed powV can give* 

Rjjialdo. 

(till 



£oOK IV. 
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Tc.thctk Farenvel of I.eonidas to bis Wife 
and Family, 

Isee, I feel thy anguifh, nor my foul 
Has ever known the prevalence of love, 
"E^er prov'd a father's fondnefs, as this hour ; 
Nor, when moft ardent to aflert my fame, 
Was once my heart infenfible to thee. 
How had it itain'd the honours of my name 
To hefitate a moment, and fufpend 
My country's fate, till fhameful life preferr'd 
By my inglorious colleague left no choice. 
But what in me were infamy to fhun, 
Not virtue to accept \ Then deem no more 
That, of my love regardlcfs, or thy tears, 
I halte uncall'd to death. The voice of fate, 
The gods, my fame, my country, bid me bleed. 

0 thou dear mourner 1 wherefore ft reams afrefh 
That flood of woe ? Why heaves with iighs 

renew 'd 

That tender breaft ? Leonidas muft fall. 

Alas ! far heavier mifery impends 

O'er thee and thefe, if foften'd by thy tears 

1 fhameful ly refufe to yield that breath, 
Which juftice, glory, liberty, and Heaven 
Claim for my country, for my fons, and thee. 
Think on my long unaltered love. Reflect. 
On my paternal fondnefs. Has my heart 
E'er known a paufe of love, or pious care ? 
Now (hall that care, that tendernefs, be prov'd 
Molt warm and faithful. When thy hufband dies 
For Lacedsemon's fafety, thou wilt (hare, 
Thou and thy children, the diftufive good. 
Should I, thus iingled from the reft of men* 
Alone entrufted by th' immortal gods 

With pow'r to fave a people, fhould my foul 
Defert that facred caufe, thee too I yield 
To forrow and to fhame j for thou mult weep 
With Lacedaemon, muft with her fuftain 
Thy painful portion of oppreihon's weight. 
Thy fons behold now worthy of their names, 
AndSpartanbirth.Theirgrowingbloommuftpine 
In fhame and bondage, and their youthful hearts 
Beat at the found of liberty no more. 
On their own virtue, and their father's fame, 
When he the Spartan freedom hath confirm'd, 
Before the world illuftrious mall they rifej 
Their country's bulwark,and their mother's joy. 

Here paus'd the patriot. With religious awe 
Grief heard the voice of virtue. No complaint 
The folemn filence broke. Tears ceas'd to flow ; 
Ceas'd for a moment j foon again to ftream. 
For now, in arms before the palace rang'd, 
His brave companions of the war demand 
Their leader's prefence \ then hergriefs renew'd. 
Too great for utt'rance, intercept her fighs, 
And freeze each accent on her fait' ring tongue. 
In fpeechlefs anguifh on the hero's breaft 
She links. On ev'ry fide his children prefs, 
Hang on his knees, and kifs his honour'd hand. 
His foul no longer ftruggles to confine 
Its ftrong compunction. Down the hero's cheek, 
Down flows rbe manly forrow. Great in woe, 
Amid his children, who inclofe him round, 



He ftands indulging tendernefs and love 
In graceful tears, when thus, with lifted eyes* 
Addrefs'd to Heaven : Thou ever-living Pow'r t 
Look down propitious, fire of gods and men ! 
And to this faithful woman, whofe delert ' 
May claim thy favour, grant the hours of peace. 
And thou, my great forefather, fon of Jove, 
O Hercules, neglect not thefe thy race I 
But fmce that fpirit I from thee derive, 
Now bears me from them to refiftleis fate, 
Do thou fupport their virtue ! Be they taught. 
Like thee, with glorious labour life to grace, 
And from their father let them learn to die ! 



§ 127. Ckara8er$ofl?criba%usandAriana. 

a mid the van of Perlia was a youth 
^ Nam'd Teribazus, not for golden ftores, 
Not for wide paftures travers'd o'er with herds, 
Wit h bleati ngthoufands,orwi th bounding!! ceds, 
Not yet for pow'r, nor fplendid honours, fam'cL 
Rich was his mind in ev'ry art divine, 
And thro* the paths of fcience had he walk'd 
The votary of wifdom. In the years 
When tender down invefts the ruddy cheek, 
He with the Magi turn'd the hallow'd page 
Of Zoroafter \ then his tow 'ring foul 
High on the plumes of contemplation foar^d, 
And from the lofty Babylonian fane 
With lcarn'd Chaldasans trae'd the myftic fphere; 
There number'd o'er the vivid fires that gleam 
Upon the dufky bofom of the night. 
Nor on the fands of Ganges were unheard 
The Indian fages from fequefter'd bow'rs, 
While, a3 attention wonder'd, they difclos'd 
The pow'rs of nature ; whether in the woods, 
The fruitful glebe or flow'r, or healing plant. 
The limpid'waters, or the ambient air, 
Or, in the purer element of fire. 
The fertile plains where great Sefoftris reign 'd, 
Myfterious Egypt, next the youth furvey'd, 
From Elephantis, where impetuous Nile 
Precipitates his waters to the fca, 
Which far below receives the fevenfold ftream. 
Thence o'erth' Ionic coaft heftray'd ; nor pais'd: 
Miletus by, which once enraptur'd heard 
The tongue of Thales ; nor Priene's walls, 
Where wifdom dwelt with Bias ; nor the feat 
Of Pittacus, ylong the Lefbiart ihore. 
Here too melodious numbers charm'd his ears, 
Which flow'd from Orpheus, ;ihd Mufaeus old, 
And thee, O father of immortal verle ! 
Ma:onidcs, whofe ftrains thro' ev'ry age 
Time with his own eternal lip fliall ling. 
Back to his native Sufa then he turn'd 
His wand'ring Iteps, His merit foon was dear 
To Hyperanthes, generous and good $ 
And Ariana, from Darius fprung 
With Hyperanthes, of th' imperial race 
Which rul'd th' extent of Alia, in diiduin 
Of all her greatnefs, oft an humble ear 
To him would bend, and liften to his voice* 
Her charms, her mind, her virtue he expjcr'd 

Admiring* 
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Admiring. S6oh was admiration changed 
To love, nor lov'd he fooner than deipair'd. 
But unreveaPd and filent was his pain ; 
Not yet in iblita r y fhades he roam'd, 
Nor Ihunn'd refort: but o'er his forrows cast 
A fickly dawn of gladnefs, and in fmiles 
Conceal'd his anguiflij while the fecret flame 
Rag'd in his bofom, and its peace confum'd. 



§ n8» A nana an J Poly Jo f us come by Night into 
tbe Per/ian Camp. 

IN (able pomp, with all her starry train, 
Thenight aHurn d her throne. Recall'd from 
war, 

Her long-protrafted labours Greece forgets, 
DiflblvM in Jilent number; all biit thofe, 
Who watcrTd th* uncertain perils of the dark, 
An hundred warriors : Agis was their chief. 
High on the wall intent the hero fat, 
As o'er the furface of the tranquil main 
Along its undulating breast the wind 
The various din ©f AhVs host convey'd, 
In one deep murmur fwelling in his ear : 
When, by the found of footsteps down the pafs 
Alarm'd, he calls aloud : What feet are thofe, 
Which beat the echoing pavement of the rock r 
With fpeed reply, nor tempt your instant fate. 

He (aid: and thus returned a voice unknown : 
Not with the feet of enemies we come, 
But crave admittance with a friendly tongue. 

TheSpaKan anfwers : Thro'the midnightlhade 
WhatpurpofedrawsyourwandVingsteps abroad? 

Towhomthestrangen WearefriendstoGreece, 
And to the prefenceof the Spartan king 
Adiniflion we implore. The cautious chief 
Of Lacedoemon hefitates again \ 
When thus, with accents mulically fweet, 
A tender voice his wondering ear altar* d : 

O gen'rous Grecian, listen to the prayV 
Of one distrefsM ! whom grief alone hath led 
In this dark hour to thefe victorious tents, 
A wretched woman, innocent of fraud. 

The Greekdefcending thro' th' unfolded gates 
Upheld a flaming brand. One first appeared 
In fervile garbatraVd ; but near his fide 
A woman graceful and majestic stood ; 
Not with an afpect rivalling the pow'r 
Of fatal Helen, or the wanton charms 
Of love's foft queen ; but fuch as far exccll'd 
Whatever the lily blending with the role 
Paints on the cheek of beauty, loon to fade ; 
Such as exprcfsM a mind which wifdom rul'd, 
And fweetnefs temper'd, virtue's purest light 
Illumining th# countenance divine j 
Yet could not footh remorfelefs fate, nor teach 
Malignant fortune to revere the good $ 
Which oft with anguilh rendsthe ipotlefs heart 
And oft aiTbciates wifdom with defpair. 
Jn courteous phrafe began the chief humane: 

Exalted fair, who thus adorn'st the night, 
Forbear to blame the vigilance of war, 
And t« the laws of rigid Mars impute, 



EXTRACTS, Sooie IV. 

That I thus long unwilling have delay'd 
Before the gre ^Leonidas to place 
This your appa/ent dignity and worth, 
He fpake; and gently to the lofty tent 
Of Sparta's king the lovely stranger guides. 
At Agis 1 fummons, with a mantle broad 
His mighty limbs Leonidas infolds, 
And quits, his couch. In wonder he furveys 
Th' illustrious virgin, whom his prefence aw\h 
Her eye fubmhlive to the ground inclined 
With veneration of the god-like man. 
But loon his voice her anxious dread difpell'd* 
Benevolent and hofpitable thus : 

Thy form alone, thus amiable and great, 
Thy mind delineates, and from all commands 
Supreme regard. Relate, thou noble dame, 
By what relentlefs destiny compellM, 
Thy tender feet the paths of darknefs tread : 
Rehearfeth'afflicYionswhencethy virtue mourns. 

On her wan cheek a fudden blulh arofc, 
Like day's first dawn upon the twilight pale, 
And, wrapt in, grief, thefe words a palftge 
broke : 

If to be most unhappy, and to know 
That hope is irrecoverably fled ; 
If to be great and wretched, may deferve 
Commiferation from the good, behold, 
Thou glorious leader of unconquer'd bands, 
Behold, defcended from Darius' loins, 
Th' afflicted Ariana, and my pray 'r 
Accept with pity, nor ray tears difdain \ 
First, that I lov'd the best of human race, 
By nature's hand with ev'ry virtiie form'd, 
Heroic, wife, adorn'd with ev'ry art, 
Of fliame unconftious does my heart reveal. 
This day in Grecian arms confpicuous clad 
He fought, he fell. A paflion long conceai'd 
For me, alas ! within my brother's arms 
His dying breath refigni ng, he difclos'd. 

Oh I will stay my lbrrows! will forbid' 

My eyes to stream before thee, and my heart*, . 
Thus full ofanguim, will from fighs restrain! 
For why Ihould thy humanity be griev'd 
With my distrefs, and learn from me to mourn 
The lot of nature, doom'd to care and pain ! 
Hear then, O king, and grant my lole request, 
To leek his body in the heaps of (lain. 

Thus to the Spartan fucd the regal maid* 
Refembling Ceres in majestic woe, 
When fupplicant at Jove's refplendent throne,, 
From dreary Pluto, and th' infernal gloom, 
Her lov'd and lost Proferpina Ihe fought. 
Fix'd on the weeping queen with stedFast eyes, 
Laconia's chief thefe tender thoughts rccall'd s 

Such are thy forrows, O for ever dear I 
Who now at Laced icmon dost deplore 
My everlasting abfence '-—then inclin'd 
His head, and figh'd; nor yet forgot to charge 
His friend, the gentle Agis, thro 1 the straits 
The Perfian pnncefs to attend and aid. 
With careful steps they feek her lover's corfe. 
The Greeks rememberM, where by fate reprefsM 
His arm first ccas'd to mow their legions downj 
And from beneath a mals of Perfiaii (lain 
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Soon drew the hero, by his armour known. 
To Agis' high pavilion they relort. 
Now, Ariana, what I ran (Vending pangs 
Thy foul involved ! what horror clafp'd thy heart ! 
But love grew mightiest ; and her beauteous limbs* 
On the cold breast of Teribazus threw 
The grief-distracted maid. The clotted gore 
Deform Y1 her fnowy bofbm. Cer his wounds 
LoofeflowY! her hair, and bubbling fromhereyer 
Impetuous forrow lav'd the purple clay, 
When forth in groans her lamentations broke : 

O torn for ever from my weeping eyes 
Thou, who dc (pairing to obtain her heart, 
Who then most lov'd thee, didst untimely yield! 
Thy life to fate's inevitable dart 
For her, who now in agony unfolds 
Her tender bofbm, and repeats her vows. 
To thy deaf ear, who fond!)- to her own 
Now clafps thy breast inienlible and cold. 
Alas J do thole unmoving ghastly orbs 
Perceive my gufhing anguilh ? Does that heart, 
Which death's inanimating hand hath chilTd, 
Share in my luff 'rings, and return my lighs ? 
— O bitter unfurmountable distrefs ! 
Lol on thy breast is Ariana bowM,' 
Hangs o'er thy face, unites her cheek to thine, 
Not now to listen with enchanted ears 
To thy perfuafi ve eloquence, no more 
Charm'd with the wildomof thy copious mind ! 

She could no more: invincible defpair 
Supprefs'd her utt' ranee. As a marble form 
Fix'd on the folemn fepulchre, unmoved, 
O'er fome dead hero, whom his country lovM, 
Bends down the head with imitated woe ; 
So paui'd the princefs o'er the breathlefs clay, 
Intvanc'd in forrow. On the dreaiy wound, 
WhereDithyrambus'' fword was deepest plung'd, 
Mute for a fpace and motionlefs lhe gaz'd ; 
Then with a look unchang'd.nortremblinghand, j 
Drew forth a poniard, which her garment veiled,! 
And, fheathing in her heart th' abhorred steel, 
On herilain lover ii lent finks in death. 



SONNETS, by SMITH, 
§ 129. To the Moon. 

Queen of the lilverbowl by thy pale beam, 
i Alone and penfive, i delight to stray, 
And watch thy fhadow trembling in the stream, 
Or -mark the floating clouds that crols thy 
way. 

And while I gaze, thy m Id and placid light 

Sheds a foft calm upon my troubled breast j 
And oft J think, fair planet of the night \ 

That in thy orb the wretched nmy have rest j 
The fufierers of the earth perhaps may go, 

Released by death, to thy benignant iphere ; 
And the lad children of defpair and woe 

Forget, in thee, their cup of forrow here. 
O i that I Ibon may reach thy world ferene, 
JPoor wearied pilgrimr— in tfuj toiling lecne ! 



§ 130. On the Departure of the Nightingale* 
"Oweet poet of the woods — -i long adieu! 
^ Farewel, foft minstrel of .the early year ! 
Ah ! 'twill be long ere thou (halt ling anew, 

And pourthy muficon the ' nights dullear.* 
Whether on fpring thy wandering flights await, 

Or whether filent in our groves you dwell, 
The penfive mule (hall own thee for her mate, 
And still protect the fong (he loves fo well. 
With cautious 6tep the love-lorn youth fhall glide 
Thro' the lone brake that (hades thy molfy nest, 
And fhepherd girls from eyes profane fhall hide 

The gentle bud, who fings of pity best: 
For still thy voice (hall foft afFeclions move, 
And still be dear to forrow, and to love 1 

$ 131. Written at the Clofe cf Spring. 
TThe garlands fade that Spring fo lately wove, 
A Each limple flow'r which lhe had nurs'd in 

dew, 

Anemonies. that fpangled every grove, 
The primrofe wan, and hare-bell mildly blue. 

No more mail violets linger in the dell, " 
Or purple orchis variegate the plain, 

Till Spring again lhall call forth every bell, 
And drefs with humid hands her wreaths 
again.— 

Ah ! poor humanity! fo frail, fo fur, 
Are the fond vifions of thy early day, 

Till tyrant paflion and corrolive care 
Bid all thy fair)' colours fade away ! 

Another May new ouds and flow'rs lhall bring j 

Ah ! why has happinefs— no fecond Spring ? 

$ 112. Should the lojte Wanderer. 
phoultv the lone wanderer, fainting on his 
^ way, 

Rest for a moment of the fultry hours 
And tho" hispaththroHhornsandroughnefslay, 
Pluck the wild rofe, op- woodbine's gadding 
flow'rs i [tree. 
Weaving gay wreaths, beneath fome flickering 

The fenfe of forrow he awhile, may lofe j 
So have I ibu£ht thy flow'rs, fair Poefy ! 
So charm'd may way with I\riend(hip and the 
Mufe. 

But darker now grows life's unhappy day, 
Dark with new clouds of evil yet to come : 

Her pencil fickening Fancy throws away, 
And weary Hope reclines upon the tomb ; 

And points my wifhes to that tranquil Ihore, 

Where the pale fpeftrc Care purfues 110 more. 



§ 133. To Ni$bt. 
T love thee, mournful fobcr-fuited night, 
* When the faint moon, yet lingering in herwane. 
And veiTd in clouds, with pale uncertain iiv;ht , 

Hangs o'er the waters of" the restlefs maim 
In deep deprefTion funk, trf enfeebled mind 

Will to the deaf, cold elements complain, . 

And tell tlf embolbm'd grief, however vain, 

Jo 
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To Allien furges and the viewlefs wind, 
Tho' no repoie on thy dark breast I find, 

I still enjoy thee, cheerlefs as thou art ; 

For in thy quiet gloom th* exhausted heart 
Is calm, tho' wretched j hopelefs, yet refign'd : 
While to the winds and waves its lbrrows given, 
May reach — tho s lost on earth — the ear of Hea- 
ven I 



§ 134. To Tranquillity. 
Tn this tumultuous fphere, for thee unfit, 

How ieldom ait thou found— Tranquillity ! 

Unlefs 'tis when with mild and downcast eye 
By the low cradles thou delight'st to lit 
Of deeping infants, watching the foft breath, 

And bidding the fweet (lumberers eafy lie > 
Or fometimes hanging o'er the bed of death, 

Where the poorlanguid furferer hopes to die. 
O beauteous fister of the halcyon peace! 

I furefhall find thee in that heavenly fcene 
Where care and anguiih (hall their power 
reiign ; 

Where hope alike and vain regret mail ceafe : 

And Memory, lost in happinefs ferene. 
Repeat no more — that mifery has been mine I 
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jr ritten in the Churchyard at Middleton 
in Suffex. 

TJiiess'd by the Moon, mute arbitrefs of 
tides, 

While the loud equinox its pow'r combines,^ 
The feu no more its fwelling furge confines, 

But o'er the flirinking land fublimely rides. 

The wild blast, rifing from the western cave, ( 
Drives the huge billows from their heaving 
bed; 

Tears from theirgrafly tombs the village dead, 
And breaks the filent iabbath of the grave ! 
With ihells and fea- weed mingled, on the more, 

Lo ! their bones whiten in the frequent wave ; 

But vain to them the winds and waters rave 
Vbsy hear the w.arring elements no more : 
While 1 am doomed, by life's long storm op 
prest, 

To gaze with envy on their gloomy rest. 



% 136. Written at Penfiurjl, in Autumn 1788 
Y E tovvVs fublime, deierted now and drear, 
* Ye woods, deep fighing to the hollow blast, 
The muling wanderer loves \o linger near, 

While History points to all your glories past s 
And startling from their haunts the timid deer. 

To trace the walks obfeur'd by matted fern, 
Which 'Vyaller's foothinglyrc were wont to hear; 

But where now clamours the difcordant hern! 
The fpoiling hand of Time may overturn 

Theft lpfty battlements, and quite deface 
The fading canvas whence we love to learn 

Sydney's keen look, and SacharilFa's grace j 
But fame and beauty still defy decay, 
fcfr'd by th' historic page, the poet's tender lay ! 



EXTRACTS, Book IV. 

1 pvARK gathering clouds involve the threat- 

D ■ ening fkies, 
' Thefeaheaves confciousof th' impendinggloomj 
1 Deep hollow murmurs from the cliffs anfe j 
6 They come — the Spirits of the Tempest come ! 

1 O ! may fuch terrors mark th' approaching 
' night 

c As reign'd on that thefe streamingeyes deplore! 

' Flam, ye red fires of heaven, with fatal light, 

' And with conflicting winds, ye waters, roar! 

c Loud and more loud , ye foaming billows, burst ! 

' Ye warring elements, more fiercely rave! 
Till the wide waveso'erwhelm the fpot accurst 
Where rathiefs Avarice finds a quiet grave V 

Thus withclafp'dhands,wildlooks,and stream- 
ing hair, [fpeecb, 
While fhrieks of horror broke her trembling 
A wretched maid, the victim of defpair, 
Survey 'd the threatening storm and deiert beach. 

Then to the tomb where now the father flept 
Whofe rugged nature bade her forrows How, 
Frantic (he turn'd — and beat her bread and 
)king vengeance on the dust below, [wept, 

c Lo ! rifing there above each humbler heap, 
Yon cypher'd stones bis name and wealth re- 
« late, 

Who gave his fon, remorfelefs, to the deep, 

* While I, his living victim, curfc my fate. 

c O my lost love ! no tomb is plac'd for thee, 
' That may to strangers' eyes thy worth impart j 
' Thou hast no grave but in the stormy lea; 

And no memorial but this breaking heart. 

Forth to the world a widow'd wanderer 
* driven, 

I pour to winds and waves th' unheeded tear, 

* Trywith vain effort to fubmit to heaven, 

* And fruitlefs call on hiin " who cannot 

" hear.'* 

* O might I fondly clafp him once again, 

6 While o'er my head th' infuriate billowspoUrj 

* Forget in death this agonizing pain, 

' And feel his father's cruelty no more ! 

1 Part, raging waters ! part, and mew beneath, 

* In your dread caves,his pale and mangled form; 
' Now, while the demons of defpair and death 
' Ride on the blast, and urge the howling storm ! 

1 Lo ! by the lightning's momentary blaze, 

* I fee him rife the whitening waves above, 
c No longer fuch as when in happier days 
c He gave th 1 enchanted hours — to me and lover 
' Such as when daring the enehafed tea', 
< And courting dangerous toil, he often faid, 
' That every peril, one loft fmiie from me, 
4 Onciigh of fpeechlefs tendernefs, o'erpaid ! 
t But dead, disfigured, while between the roar 
t Of the loud waves his accents pierce mine ear, 
1 Andieem to fay— Ah, wretch ! delay no more 
t But come, unhappy mourner-— meet me here. 

♦Yet, 
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* Vert, powerful fancy, bid the phantom flay, 

* Still let me hear him ! — 'Tis already pafl ; 
4 Along the waves his ihadow glides away, 
4 I loie his voice amid the deafening biait. 

4 Ah ! wild illufion, born of frantic pain ! 

* He hears not, comes not from his watery bed 5 

* My tears, my anguifh, my defpair are vain, 
4 Tir iniatiate ocean gives not up its dead. 

4 'Tis not his voice! Hark! the deep thunders roll ; 
' Upheaves the ground ; the rocky barriers fail ; 
1 Approach, ye horrors that delight my foul, 
' Delpair, and Death, and Deiolation, hail r 

The ocean hears — fch' embodied waters come, 
Kile o'er the land, and with refiftlefs fweep 
Tear from its bafe the proud aggreflbr's tomb, 
And bear the injur'd to eternal fleep ! 



§ 138. Elegy to Pity. Anon. ■ 

Hail, lovely Pow'r 1 whole bofom heaves the 
fig*!, 

When Fancy paints thefcene of deep diftrefs ; 
Whofe tears fpon ran eons cryftallize the eye, 
When ri-id Fate denies the pow'r to blel's. 

Not all the fweets Arabia's gales convey 

From flow'ry meads, can with that iigh com- 
pare : 

Not dew-drops glittering in the morning ray, 
Seem near lb beauteous as that falling tear. 

Devoid of fear, the.fawns around thee play; 

Emblem of peace, the dove before thee flies ; 
No blood-itainM traces mark thy blamelefs way, 

Beneath thy feet no haplefs infect dies. 

Come,lovely nymph! and rangethe meadwith me, 
To fpring the partridge from the guileful foe, 

From fecret fnares the itruggling bird to free, 
And ftop the hand upraised to give the blow. 

And when the air with heat meridian glows, 
And Nature droops beneath the conquering 
gleam, 

Let us, How wandering where the current flows, 
Save finking flies that float along the llream. 

Or turn to nobler, greater talks thy care, 

To me thy fympathetic girts impart; 
Teach me in Friendship's griefs to bear a (hare, 

And juitly boaft the generous feeling heart. 
Teach me to iooth the helplefs orphan's grief, 

With timely aid the willow's woes afluage, 
To Miiery's moving cries to yield relief, 

And be the lure refource of drooping age. 

So when the genial fpring of life (hall fade, 
And finking nature owns the dread decay, 

Some foul congenial then may lend its aid, 
And gild the dofe of life's eventful day. 

\ 139. Extract from a Poem on his oivn ap- 
proaching Death , by Michael Bruce. 

Now fpring returns ; but not tome returns 
The vecna-l joy my better years have known : 
Dim in my hrei/t life's dying fap^r burns, 
' And ail the jo^ $ of life with health are flown. 



Starting and fhiv'rihg in th* unconftant wind, 
Meagre and pale, the ghoft of what I was, 

Beneath fome blafted tree I lie reclin'd, 

And count the filent moments as they pais ; 

The winged moments, whofe unftaying fpeed 
No art can ftop, or in their courfe arreft ; 

Whofe flight mall ihortly count me with the dead, 
And lay me down in peace with them that reft* 

Oft morning dreams prefage approaching fate ; 

And morning dreams;, as poets tell, are trues 
Led by pale ghofts, I enter death's dark gate, 

And bid the realms ofTight and life adieu ! 

I hear the helplefs wail, the fliriek of woe; 

I fee the muddy wave, the dreary fliore, 
The fluggiih streams that (lowly creep below, 

Which mortals vilit, and return no more. 

Farewel, ye blooming fields ! ye cheerful plains! 

Enough forme the churchyard's lonelymound, 
Where Melancholy with ltill Silence reigns, 

And ihe rank grafs waves o'er the cheerlcls 
ground. 

There let me wander at the clofe of eve, 

When fleep fits dewy on the labourer's eyes, 

The world and all itsbufy follies leave, 

And talk with wifdom where my Daphnis lies* 

There let me fleep, forgotten, in the clay, 
When Death fhall (hutthefe weary aching eyef* 

Red in the hopes of an eternal day, 
Till the long night is gone, and the Lift morn 
arife. 



M 



§ 14c. Sonnet to Twilight. 

Miss Williams, 
eek Twilight ! hafte to fliroud the folar ray, 1 
And bring the hour my penfive fpirit loves ; 
When o'er the hill is fheda paler day, 
That gives to llillnefs, and to night, the groves. 
Ah ! let the gay,- the rofeate morning hail, 
When, in the various blooms of light array "d, 
She bids frefti beauty live along the vale, 
And rapture tremble in the vocal fhade : 
Sweet is the lucid morning's orj'ning flow'r, 
Her choral melodies benignly rife ; 
Yet dearer to my foul the fliadowy hour, 
At which her bloflbms clofe, her muiic dies : 
For then mild nature,while fhe droops her head. 
Wakes the foft tear 'tis luxury to fhed. 



§ 141. Sonnet to Exprejjion* 

Miss Williams, 

Expression, child of foul I I love to trace 
Thy ftfong enchantments ; when thepoet's lyre^ 
The painter's pencil, catch the vivid fire, 
And beauty wakes for thee each touching grace \ 
But from my frighted gaze thy form avert, 
When horror chills thy tear, thy ardent figh, 
When phrenfy rolls in thy impaflion'd eye, 
Or guilt lives fearful at thy troubled heart; 
Nor ever let my fhudd'ring fancy hrar 
The waiting groan, or view the pallid look 

- ' Of 
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Of him the M ufes lovM * , when hope forfook 
His ipirit, vainly to the Mules dear — [breaft 
For charm'd with heavenly long, this bleeding 
Mourns it could (harpen ill, and give defpair no 
reft'. 



142. Sonnet to Hope. 

Miss Williams, 
ever fkill'd to wear the form we love 1 
r y To bid the (hapes of fear and grief depart, 
Come, gentle Hope ! with one gay fmile remove 
The laiting ladnefs of an aching hearty 
Thy voice, benign enchantrefs ! let me hear; 
Say that for me lome pleaiures yet (hall bloom ! 
That fancy's radiance, friendship's precious tear, 
Shall foften,or(hall chafe, misfortune's gloom. — 
But come not glowing in the dazzling ray 
Whichonce with dear ill nitons charm'dmy eye ! 
O ftrew no more, fweet flatterer ! on my way 
The flowers I fondly thought too bright to die. 
Vilions lefs fair w ill footh my penfive brcaft, 
That aiks not happinefs, but longs for rcil ! 



^143, Sonnet to the Mcon. 

Miss Williams. 

T#e glittering colours of the day are fled — 
Come, melancholy orb ! that dwell'lt with 
night, 

Come ! and o'er ear* h thy wand' ring lnftre Hied 
Thy d$epeft fhadow and' thy foftelt light. 
To me congenial is the gloomy grove, 
When with faint rays the Hoping uplands thine j 
That gloom, thofc penfive rays, alike I love, 
Whole fadnefs feems in fympathy with mine ! 
But moll for this, pale orb ! thy tight «ieur, 
For this, benignant orb 1 I hail thee moll, 
That while I pour the unavailing tear, 
And mourn that hope to mc, in youth is loft ! 
Thy l ; ght can vifionary thoughts impart, 
And lead the Mule to footh a iurT'nnj: heart. 



§ 144. The Bajlard. Savagf. 
Tn gayer kours, when high my fancy ran, 
The Mufe, exulting, tfius her by organ, : 
Blefl be the Baftard's birth ! thi ough wondrous 
ways 

He fliine* eccentric like a comet's blaze ! 
He lives to build, not boaft, a generous race: 
' No tenth trunmY'tter of a foolilh face. 
His daring hope no fire's example.bounds ; 
His firft-born lights, no prejudice confounds. 
He, kindling from within, requires no flame } 
He glories in a B oard's glowing name. 

Born to himfelf, by no pofieflion led, 
In freedom foftcr'd, and by fortune fed ; 
Nor guiiles, nor rulcs ; his lo vcrcign choice control, 
His body independent as his ioul 5 [aim. 
Loo^'d to the world's wide range— enjoin'd no 
Prefcrib'd no duty, and aflign'd no name : 
Nature's unbounded Ion, he Hands alone, ' 
His heart unbialVd, and hi< mind h*s own. 



O Mother, yet no Mother ! 'tis to you 
My thanks for iuchdiilinguifiVd claims are due. 
You, unenilav'd to Nature's narrow laws, 
Warm championefs for Freedom's (lie red caufe, 
From all the dry devoirs of blood and line, 
From ties maternal, moral, and divine, [fliore, 
Diicharg'd my grafping lbul-, puftVd me from 
And launch'd me into life without an oar. 

What had I loft, if, conjugally kind, 
By nature hating, yet by vows confinM, 
Untaught the matrimonial bounds to flight, 
And coldly conlcious of a hufband's right, 
You had faint drawn me with a form alone, 
A lawful lump of life, by force your own 1 
Then, while your backward will retrench'd de-. 
And unconcurring fpirits lent to fire, [lire, 
1 had been born your dull, domeftic heir, 
Load of your life, and motive of your care j 
Perhaps been poorly rich, and meanly great, 
The ilave of pomp, a cypher in the Hate; 
Lordly neglectful of a worth unknown, 
And llumb'ring in a feat by chance my own. 

Far nobler buttings wait the Ballard's lot j 
Conceiv d in rapture, and with fire begot ! 
Strong as neceility, he Harts away, 
Climbs againil wrongs, and brightens into day. 

Thus un prophetic, lately milinfpir'd, 
I fung : gay fluttering hope my fancy fir'd j 
Inly fecure, through confeious fcorn of ill, 
Nor taught by wildom how to balance will, 
Rafhly deceiv'd, I law no pits to fliun, 
But thought to pvtrpofe and to acT were one j 
Heedleis what pointed cares pervert his way, 
Whom caution arms not, and whom woes betray; 
But now expos'd, and ihrmkvng fppm diftreis, 
I fly toflieUcr, while the tempeits prefs,; 
My Mufe to grief rcfigns the varying tone, 
The raptures languilh, and the numbers groan, 

ty Memory ! thou foul of joy and pain | 
Thou actor of our palfions o'er again ! 
Why do ft thou aggravate the wretch's woe ? 
Why add continuous fmart to cv'ry blow ? 
Few are my joys j alas, how foon forgot ! 
On that kind quarter thou invad'ft me not: 
VVhile lharp and numberlefs my forrows fall j 
Yet thou repeat'ft and multiplieft them all ! 
, Is chance a guilt ? that my dilaftrons heart, 
For mifchief never meant, moll ever fmart ? 
Can felt -defence be fin ?-»-Ah, plead no more! 
What tho' no purpos'd malice ftain'd theeo'erv 
Had Heaven befriended thy unhappy fide, [died. 
Thou haclft not been provok'd— or thou hadfli 

Far be the guilt of horaelhed blood from ill 
On whom, unfought, embroiling dangers fall ! 1 
Still the pale dead revives, and fives to me, 
To me, through Pity's eye condemned to fee » 
Remembrance veils his rage, but fwells his fate. 
Gricv'd I forgive, and am grown cool too late. 
Young and unthoughtfuj then, Who knows, one 
elay, [way! 
What ripening virtues might have made their 
He might have liv'd till tolly died in fhame, 
rill kindling wildom. felt a thirll lor fame. 



* Ctacterton, 



He 
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Hemight perhapshiscountry's friend haveprov'di 
Both happy, generous, candid, and belovM ; . 
Hemighthave fav'dfomeworthnowdoom'd to tall; 
And I perchance, in him, have murder'd all. 

O fate of late repentance, always vain ! 
Thy remedies but lull undying pain. [cvr 
W here fhall my hope find relt I — No mother's 
Shielded my infant innocence with prayer: 
No father's guardian hand my youth maintained, 
C'all'd forth my virtues, or from vice reftrain'd. 
Is it not thine to fnatch fome powerful arm, 
lu ll to- advance, then fcreen from future harm ? 
Am I return* d from death, to live in pain ? 
Or would Imperial Pity lave in vain ? 
Diltrult it not — what blame enn mercy find, 
Which gives at once a life, and rears a mind ? 

Mother mifcall'd, farewel !— rof foul fevere, 
This fad reflection yet may force one tear: 
All I was wretched Dy, to you [ ow"d$ 
Alone from ftrangers ev'ry comfort tlow'd ! 

Loit to tlie life you gave, your fan no more, 
And now adopted, who was doom'd before, 
New-born, I may a nobler Mother claim, 
But dare not whilper her immortal namej 
Supremely lovtly, and ferenely great ! 
Majeilic Mother of a kneeling State ! 
Queen of a people's heart wh.o ne'er before 
Agreed— yet now with one confent adore ! 
One conteft yet remains in thjs cleiire, 
Who mod mail give applaufe, where all admire 



On the ninth noon great Phoebus liftening bend% 
On the ninth noon each voice in prayer aicends—- 
Great God of light, of fong, and phy lie's art, 
Reftore the languid fair, new foul impart ! 
Her beauty, wit, and virtue claim thy care, 
And thine own bounty *s almolt rivalled there.. 
Each paus'd : thegod ailents. Would death 
advance ? 

Phoebus un feen arrefts that threatening lance ! 
Down from his orb a vivid influence Itreams, 
And quickening earth imbibes faJubrious beanos j 
Each balmy plant increafe of virtue knows, 
And art infpir'd with all her patron glows. 
The charmer's opening eye kind hope reveals, 
Kind hope her confort's breali enlivening feeU 
Each grace revives, each Mufe remmes the lyre, 
Each beauty brightens with relumin'd fire. 
As Health's aufpicious powYs gay life difplay, 
Death, iullei; at the light, ftalks flow away. 



§ 145. On tb; Recovery of a Lady of $uqlityfrom 
the Small- Pox. Savage. 

Long a loy'd fair had blehVd her confort's 
fight" 

With amorous pride, and undifturVd delight 
Till death* grown envious, with repugnant aim 
Frown 'd at their joys, and urg'd a tyrant's claim, 
He fummons each difeafe I — the noxious crew, 
Writhing in dire diftortions, .trike his view ! 
From various plagues, which various natures 
• know, 

Forth ri^me* beauty's fear'd and fervent foe. 
Fierce to the fair the miilile mifchief rlies, 
The fanguine ftreams in raging ferments rife! 
It drives, ignipytent through every vein, 
Hangs on the heart and burns around the brain !. 
Now a chill damp the charmer's iiiftre dims ! 
Jiad b'erher eyes the livid languor fvvims ! 
Her eyes, that with a glance could joy infpire, 
Like fetting lbrs, fcarce (hoot a glimmering fire. 
Here ftands her confort, fore with anguifh 
i prcis'd, 

Qrief in his eye, and terror in his breaft. 
The Paphian Graces, fmit with anxious care, 
In iilent i'orrow weep the waning fair. 
Eight funs, iucceflive, roll their fire away, 
And eight Mow nights fee their deep (hades decay. 
While thefe revolve, tho' mute each Mufe ap- 
pears, 

Each fpeaking eye drops eloquence in tears. 



§ 146. Ode to Pity. Collins. 
r\ thou, the friend of man aiTign'd, 
^ With balmy hands his wounds to bind. 

And charm Lis frantic woe : 
When rirfl Diltrefs, with dagger keen, 
Broke forth to wafte his delthVd fcene, 
His wild unfated foe ! 

By Pella's Bard, a magic name, 

By all the griefs his thought could frame. 

Receive my humble rite; 
Long, Pity, let the nations view 
Thy Iky-worn robes of tenderelt blue, 

And eyes of dewy light ! 

But wherefore need I wander wide, 
To old IllnTus' diitant fide, 

Deferted ft ream, and mute? 
Wild * Aran too has heard thy ftrains, 
And Echo, 'midli my native plains, 

Been footh'd by Pity's lute. 

There firft the wren thy myrtles ftied 
On gentlell Otway's infant head i 

To him thy cell was (hewn s 
And while he fung the female heart, 
With youth's foft notes unl'poil'd by art, 

Thy turtles mix'd their own. 

Come, Pity, come, by fancy's aid, 
Ev'n now my thoughts, relenting maid. 

Thy temple's pride delign: 
Its ibuthern fite, its truth complete 
Shall raife a wild enthuliaft heat, 

In all who view the ftirine. 

There Picture's toil fhall well relate 
How chance, or hard involving fate f 

O'er mortal bills prevail 1 
The bulkin'd Mufe (hall near her Hand, 
And lighing prompt her tender hand, 

With each difaftrous tale. 

There let me oft, retir'd by day, 
In dreams of pafiion melt away, 



* A river in Sulfrx. 



Allow* 
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Allow'd with thee to dwell : 
There waite the mournful lamp of night, 
Till, Virgin, thou again delight 

To hear a Britifh lhell l 



§ 147. Ode to Fear. Collins; 
*rM*ou, to whom the world unknown 
* With all its fliadowy (hapes is fliown ; 
Who feed appall'd th' unreal (bene, 
While Fancy lifts the veil between: 

Ah, Fear ! ah, frantic Fear! 

I fee, I fee thee near. 
I know thy hurried ftep, thy haggard eye ! 
Like thee I ftart, like thee difordcr'd fly; 
For, lo, what mon iters in thy train appear ! 
Danger, whofe limbs of giant mould 
What mortal eye can nVd behold ? 
Who ftalks his round, an hideous form, 
Howling amidft the midnight ftorm, 
Or throws him on the rigid deep 
Of fome loofe hanging rock to deep; 
And with him thoufand phantoms join'd, 
Who prompt to deeds accurs'd the mind : 
And thofe, the fiends, who near allied, 
O'er nature's wounds and wrecks preiide j 
While Vengeance, in the lurid air, 
Lifts her red arm, expos'd and bare : 
©n whom that ravening brood of fate, 
Who lap the blood of Sorrow, wait; 
Who, Fear, this ghaftly train can fee, 
.And look not madly wild, like thee ? 

epode, . 

In earlieft Greece, to thee, with partial choice, 
The grief- fullMufe addrefs'd her infant tongue 

The maids and matrons, on her awful voice, 
Silent and pale, in wild amazement hung. 

Yet he, the Bard * who firft invoked thy name, 
Difdain'd in Marathon its pow'r to feel : 

For not alone he nurs'd the poet's flame, 

But reach'd trom Virtue's hand the patriot's 
fteel. 

But who is he, whom later garlands grace, 

Who left awhile o'er HybTa's dews to rove, 
\Vith trembling eyes thy dreary fteps to trace, 

Where thou and furiesfliar'd thebaleful grove? 
Wrapt in thy cloudy veil th'inceftuotis 'Queen f 

Sigh'd the fad call her fon and hufband heard, 
When once alone it broke the fllent fcene, 

'And he the wretch of Thebes no more appear'd. 

O Fear, I know thee by my throbbing heart, 
Thy withering pow'r inipir'd each mournful 
line ; 

Though gentle Pity chim her mingled part, 
Yet ali the thunders of the lcei\e are thine. 

ANTISTROPHE. 
Thou, who fuch weary length baft pad, 
Where wilt thou reft, mad nymph, at lait ? 
Say, wilt thou lhrowd in haunted cell, 
\Vh0re. gloomy Uupc and Murder dwell? 



EXTRACTS, Book IV. 

Or in fome hollow'd feat, 
'Gainft which the big waves beat, 
Heardrowningfeamen'scriesintempefts brought! 
Dark pow'r, with ihuddering meek fubmitted 

thought, 
Be mine, to read the vifions old, 
Which thy awakening bards have told. 

And, left thou meet my blafted view, 
Hold each ftrange talc devoutly true j 
Ne'er be I found, by thee o'eraw'd, 
In that thrice-hallow'd eve abroad ; 
When ghofo, as cottage-maids believe* 
Their pebbled beds permitted ieave, 
And goblins haunt from fire, or fen, 
Or mine, or flood, the walks of men [ . 

O thou, whofe foirit moll poflelsM 
The foe red feat of Shakfpeare's breaft I 
By all that from thy prophet broke, 
In thy divine emotions fpoke I 
Hither again thy fury deal, 
Teach me but once like him to feel; 
His cyprefs wreath my meed decree 5 
And I, O Fear, will dwell with thee I 



$ 1 48. Ode to Simplicity, Collins, 
r\ thou, by Nature taught, 
^ To breathe her genuine thought, 
In numbers warmly pure, and fwcetly ftrong; 
Who firft on mountains wild, 
In Fancy, lovelieft child, 
Thy babe, and Pleafure's nurs'd the powTS of 
fong ! 

Thou, who with hermit heart 

Difdain'ft the wealth of art, 
And gauds,and pageant weeds, and trailing pall: 

But com'ft a decent maid, 

In attic robe array 'd, 
O chafte, unboaftful nymph, to thee I call ! 

By all the honey 'd ftore 

On Hybla's thymy more, 
By all her blooms, and mingled murmurs dear, 

By her whofe love-lorn woe, 

In evening mufings flow, 
Sooth'd fweetly fad Eleitra^s poet's ear: 

By old Cephifus deep, 

Wfho fpread his wavy fweep 
In warbled wand'rings round thy green retreat^ 

On whofe enameird lide, 

When holy Freeaom died, 
No equal haunt allur'd thy future feet* 

O filler meek of Truth, 

To my admiring youth 
Thy foberaid and native charms infufe f 

The flow 7s that fweetefl breathe, 

Though beauty culi'd the wreath, 
Still alk thy hand to range their order'd huev 

While Rome could none eftvem, 

But virtue's patriot Theme, 
You lov'd hwr hills, and ltd her laureate band i 

But ftaid to ling alone 

To one diiHniruiiVd throne, 
Andtonfd thy face, and fled her alt^i'd land. 
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No more, in hall or bow'r, 

The pallidas own thy pow'r. 
Love, only Love, her forcelds numbers mean ; 

For thou haft left her (hrine, 

Nor olive more, nor vine, 
Shall gain thy feet to blefs the ferviie fcene. 

Though tafte, though genius blefs 

To fome divine excefs, 
Faint 'sthe cold work till thou infpirethe whole j 

What each, what all iiipply, 

May court, may charm our eye, 
Thou, only thou, canft raife the meeting foul ! 

Of thefe let others afk, 

To aid fome mighty talk, 
I only feek to find thy temperate vale ; 

Where oft my reed might found 

To maids and fhepherds round, 
And all thy Ions, O Nature, learn my tale. 



§ 1 49 . Ode on the Poetical Chara&er K Collins. 

a s one, if, not with light regard, 
I read aright that gifted Bard, 
(Him whofe fchool above the relt 
His lovelielt Elfin queen has blefs'd), 
One, only one unrivall'd fair * 
May hope the magic girdle wear, 
At folernn tournay hung on high, 
The wilh of each love-darting eye: 
Lo ! to each otAier nymph in turn applied, 

As if, in air Unfeen, fome hovering hand, 
Some chafte and angel -friend to virgin-fame, 

With whiiper'd fpell had burlt the Halting 
band, i 
It left unbleft her loath'd dilhonour'd fide ; 

Happier, hopelefs fair, if never 

Her baffled hand with vain endeavour 
Had touched that fatal zone to her denied ! 
Young Fancy thus, to me divineft name, 

To whom, prepared and bath'd in heaven, 

The cell of ampleft pow'r is given, 

To few the godlike gift afilgns. 

To gird their bleft prophetic loins, 
And gaze her vifion wild, and feel unmjx'd her 
flame. 

The band, as fairy legends fay, 
Was wove on that creating day 
When he, who call'd with thought to birth 
Yon tented fky, this laughing earth, 
And drefs'd with fprings, and foreils tall, ] 
And pour'd the main engirting all, 
Long by the lov'd enthufiaft woo'd, 
Himfelf in fome diviner mood, 
Retiring, fate with her alone, 
And placed heron his fapphire throne, 
The whiles, the vaulted flirine around, 
Seraphic wires were heard to found, 
Now fublimelt triumph fwelling; 
Now on love and mercy dwelling ; 
And fhe from out the veiling cloud 
JSreath'd her magic notes aloud ; 



| And thou, thou rich-hair'd youth of morn, 
I And all thy lubjeft life was born. 
The dangerous paflions kept aloof, 
Far from the fainted growing woof: 
But near it fat ecltatic Wonder, 
Liftening the deep applauding thunder : 
And Truth, in funny veil array 'd, 
By whofe the Tarfol's eyes were made; 
All the fhadowy tribes of mind, 
In braided dance their murmurs join'd, 
And all the bright uncounted powers, 
Who feed on heaven's ambrofial flow'rs. 
Where is the Bard whofe foul can now 
Its high prefuming hopes avow ? 
Where he who thinks, with rapture blind, 
This hallow'd work for him delign'd ? 
High on fome cliff to heaven up-pil'd, 
Of rude accels, of profpecr. wild, 
Where tangled round the jealous deep, 
Strange (hades o'erbrow the vallies deep, 
And holy Genii guard the rock, 
Its glooms embrown, its fprings unlock 5 
While on its rich~ambitious head 
An Eden, like his own, lies fpread, 
I view that oak, the fancied glades among, 
By which a Milton lay; his evening ear,^ 
From many a cloud that dropped ethereal dew, 
Nigh lpher'd in heaven its native (trains could 
heir: [hung s 

On which that ancient trump he reached was 
Thither oft his glory greeting, 
From Waller's myrtle fhades retreating, 
With many a vov# from Hope's afpiring tongue , 
My trembling feet his guiding fteps purfuej 
In vain — fuch'blifs to one alone 
Of all the fons of fbuLwas known, 
And Heaven and Fancy, kindred pow'rs, 
Have now o'erturn'd th' infpiring bow'rs, 
Or curtained clofefuch fcene from every future 
view. 



§ 150. Ode. Written in the Year 1 74.6. 

Collins* 
ttow fleep the brave, who fink to reft 
By all their country's wilhes blelt I 
When Spring, with dewy fingers cold, 
Returns to deck their hallow'd mould, 
She there (hall drefs a fweeter fod 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. ., 

By Fairy hands their knell is jfrung^ 
By forms wifeen their dirge is fung 5 
There Honour comes, a pilgrim grey, 
To blefs the turf that wraps 'their clay; 
And Freedom fhall awhile' repair, 
To dwell a weeping hermit there ! 



O 



§ 151. Ode to Mercy. CoLLiNSi 

STROPHE. 

Tpou, who fitt'fta fmiUng bride 
By Valour's arnVd and awful fide, 



* Florimel. Sec Spencer. Leg. 
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Gentled of fky-born forms, and beft ador'd : 
Who oft with fongs,- divine to bear, 
Winn 'ft from his fatal grafn the fpear, 

And hid'ft in wreaths of flowers his bloodlefc 
fword ? 

Thou who, aroidft the death ful field, 

By godlike chiefs alone beheld, 
Oft with thy bofom bare art found, 
Pleading for him the youth who finks to ground : 

See, Mercy, fee, with pure and loaded hands, 

Before thy flirme my country's genius Hands, 
And decks thy altar ftill, tho* picit'd with many 
0 a wound ! • 

ANTISTROPHE. 

When he whom ev'n our joys provoke, 
The fiend of Nature, joined hi.s yoke. 

And runVd in wrath to make our iflc his prey ; 
Thy form, from out thy fweet abode, 
Overtook him on his blafied road, [away. 

And itqpp'd his wheels, and lookM his rage 
I fee recoil his fable fteeds, 
That bore him fwift to lavage deeds ; 

Thy tender melting eyes they own., 

O Maid, for all thy love to Britain (hewn, ■ 
Where Juflice bars her iron towY, 
To thee we build a rofeate bow'r, 

Thou, thou malt rule our t-ucen, and mare our 
monarch's throne. 



Collins. 



Ode to Liltrty. 

STROPHE. 

r H0 mall awake the Spartan fif?, 
And call^n folemn founds to life 
The youths whoje locks divinely fpreading, 

Like vernal hyacinth- in mllen hue, 
At once the breath of fear and virtue Ihedding, 
' Applauding Freedom lov'd of old to view ! 
What ne-tv Alceus, fancy- bleft, 
fchall fin£the fword in myrtles dreft, t m S> 
At Wifdom's Ihiinc awhile its flame conceal- 
(Wh at place fo fit to feal a eleed renown'd ?) 

Tillfhe herbrigbteillightningsrou nd revealing, 
Itleap'd in glory forth, rind dealt her prompted 
wound ! 

O Goddefs, in that feeling hour, 
When molt its lbunds would court thy ears, 

Let not my fhcH's mifguided povv'r 
E'er draw thy fad, thy mindful tears. 
N T o, Freedom, no, I will not tell, 
How Rome, before thy face, 
With heavieft found, a giant-flattie, fell, 
Puilfd by a wild and artlcfs race, 
From off its wide ambitious bafe, 



With many a rude repeated flroke, ^ 
And many a barbarous yell, to thcuiand frag- 
ments broke. 

epodf.. 

Yet, ev'n where'er the leatl appear^, 
Th' admiring world thy bund rever'd; 
Still, 'midil the fcatter'd dates around, * 
Som^ remnants of her ftrength wen found-. 
They law, by what eicap'd the ftorm, 
How wondrous role her perfect form 5 
How in the great, the laboured whole, 
Each mighty mailer pour'd his foul \ ' 
For funny F lorence, feat of art, 
Beneath her vines preferv'd a partj 
Till they whom fcience lov'd to name 
(O v. ho could fear it ?) quench* d her.flJfne, 
And, lo, an humbler relic laid 
In jealous Pha's olive (hade ! 
See fmall Marino joins the theme, 
Though lcaft, not laft in thy efteem. 
Strike, louder ftrikc, th' ennobling ltrings 
To thofe Whofe merchant fons, were kingftj 
To him who, deck'd with pearly pride, 
Tn Adria weds his green-hair'd bride : 
Hail, port of glory, wealth, and pleafure, 1 
NVer let me change this Lydian meafuro 
Nor e'er h<?r former pride relate 
To fad Ligm ia : s bleeding ftate. 

h, no ! more pleas'd thy haunts I feek 
On wild Helvetia's mountains bleak, ^ s 
(Where when the favour'd of thy choice, 
The daring archer, heard thy voice ; 
Forth from his eyrie rous'd in dread, 
The ravening eagle northward lied :) 
Or dwell in willow'd meads more near, 
With thofe * to whom thy ftork is dear j 
Thole whom the rod of Alva bruisM \ 
Whole crown a Britilh queen refused! 
The magic works, thou feel'lt the ftrain% 
One holier name alone remains: 
The perfect fpell ihall then avail, 
Hail, Nymph, ador'd by Britain, hail ! 

x antistrophe. 
Beyond the meafure vaft of thought, 
The works the wizard Time has wrought, 

The Caul, 'tis held of antique ftory, -\ jSH 
Saw Bi ifain link'd to his now adverfe ltrand ff 
No fea between, nor cliff fiiblime and hoary; 
He pafs'd with unwet feet though all our laadt 
To the blown Baltic then, they fay, 
The wild waves found another way, 
Where Orca* howls, lire wclfifh monr.taini 
rounding j 
Till all the banded weft at once "gan rife, 
A wide wildlrormev'nNature'sfelf con founding* 
Witheri ng her giant ions with itrange uncouflj 
fiirprile, , 



When Time his northern fons of fpoil awoke, 
And all the blended work of ftrengt hand grace, 

. # The Dutch < amorg whom there are very fevere penalties for thofe who are convinced of killing this bird. 
They are kept tame in alrroft all their towns, and particularly at the Haj:ue, of the arms of which they mak| 4 
a part. The common people of Holland are (aid toentcmia a fupcnlitiuus fentimcnr, that if the whole fpecicS 
of them flioul I become extinct, they mould hfe the'rr liberties. 

\ This tradition is mentioned by fevcral of our old hiftoriins. Some natural! fts too have endeavoured to 
fupport the probability of the fatt, by arguments drawn' Irom the corn lponoVent dilpofition of the two oppOHtr- 
coalts. 1 do not remember that any poetical ufe ha* teen huhuu made of VU 

Thrt 
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This pillar" tl earth, fo firm and wide, 
By winds and inward labours torn, 

In thunders dread was pu.'h'd afide, 

And down the mouldering billows borne. 
And fee, like gems, her laughing train, 

The little illes on every nde — [main, 
Mona *, once hid trom thole who fearch'd the 

Where thou (and elfin (hapjes abide, 
And Wight, who checks the weftern tide — 

For thee contenting heaven has each beitow'd, 
A fair attendant on her foflereiga pride : 

To thee this Weft divorce ihe ow'd, 
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Now foothiier, to her bliftful train 
Blithe Concord's focial form to gait!. 
Concord, whole myrtle wand can ileep 
Ev'n Anger's blood-fhot eyes in deep : 
Before whole breathing boibm's balm 
Rage drops'his Reel, and |iorns grcv calm, 
Bel" let our iires and matrons hofitf 
Welcome to Britain's ravag'd more: 
Our youths, cnamour'd bf the fair, 
Play with the tangles of her hair; 
Tiilj in one loud applauding lound, 
The nations (hout to her around— 



For thou halt made her vales thy lov'd, thy laft O, how fuprernely art then bJcir 

_ i J_ T*i« 1 .->.].. ....!.-* «. K ^ 



abode. 

.SECOND EPp.Dt* 
Then too, 'tis faid, an hoary pile, 
*Midft the green navel of our iile, 
Thy fhrine in fome religions wood, 
O (oul-en forcing Goddefs, flood! 
There oft the painted natives fVct 
Were wont thy form cclc'Ilijl m^et: 
Though now with hopelefs toil we trace" 
Time's backward- rolls, to find its place; 
Whether the fiery -trefly Dane, 
Or Roman's felf o'erturn'd the fane, 
Or in what heaven-left age it fell, 
'Twere hard for modern long to tell. 
Yet dill, if truth thofc beams infufe, 
Which guide at once and charm the Mufe, 
Beyond yon braided cloud that lie. 
Paving the light embroider'd Iky: 
Amidlt the bright pavilion'd plains, 
The beauteous model fti!l remains. 
Their happier than in iflands blelt, 
Or bowers by Spring or Hebe dreft, 
The chiefs who till our Albion's ftory, 
In warlike weeds, retir'd in glory, 
Here their conforted Druids ling 
Their triumphs to th' immortal firing. 

How may the poet now unfold 
What never tongue or numbers told ? 
How learn, delighted and amaz'd, 
What hands unknown that fabric raised ? ' 
Ev'n now, before his favour d eyes, 
In Gothic pride it feems to rife I 
Vet Grecia's graceful orders join, 
Majeftx, through the mix'd defign ; 
The fecret builder knew to choofe 
tach fphere-found gem of richeft hues: 
Whate'cr heaven's purer mould contains, 
When nearer funs emblaze its veins ; 
There on the wall the Patriot's fight 
May ever hang with freih delight, 
And grav'd with fome prophetic rage 
feead Albion's fame through every age. 

Ye forms divine, ye laureate bind, 
That near her inrnolt altar itand ! 



Thou, La<. J y, thou (halt r\iie the weft. 

r -^39m yf. ,«<r-— .. 1 1 

§ I <C 3 . Q<k to <i LaJy, on the IX-T.lk of Colonel 
Charles Rcfs, in the Aulon at Fbhlirioj* Written 
in May 1745. CglliKS; 

tX7HlLE } lolt to all his former mirth, 

. " Britannia's genius bends to earth, 
And mourns the ftrtsll day ; 

While ftain'd 'with "blood he itrj>cs to tear 

Unfeemly from his fea-green hair 
The wreaths of cheerful May ; 

The thoughts which mufnrg pity pays; 
And fond remembrance loves to raiie, 

Your faithful hours attend: 
Still Fancy, to herfelf unkind, ' , 
Awakes to grief the foften'd inind, 

And points the bleeding friend. 

By rapid Scheld's defcendinr^ wave, 
His country's vows fnail bleis the grave 

Where'er the youth is iaid i 
That facrcd fpoi the village hind 
VV r iih every fweetell turf Ihall bind, 

And Peace protect the made. 

O'er him, whofe doom thy virtues grieve^ 
AeViel forms fnail lit at eve, 

And bend the penlive head ; 
And, fallen to lave his injured land, 
Imperial Honour's awful band 

Shall point his lonely bed I 
The warlike deed of eveiy age. 
Who fill the fair recording pa^c, 

Shall leave the fainted reii ; 
And, half reclining on h'13 fpea:*, 
Each wond'ring chief by turns appear. 

To hail the blooming ^uelt. 
Old Edward's fons, unknown to yield, 
Shall crowd from (JrefiVs hurel'd SeXJj 

And ^aze with fix'd delight : 
Again foV Britain'* wrongs they, feel, 
Again they inarch the gleamy fteet, t 

And wiih the avenging figltf. 
Cut, lo! where funk, in deep defpaity 
Her garments torn, her bofom bare, 



* There is a tradition in the Ifle of Man, that a Mermaid becoming enamoured of a y-un* m*n of ex- 
traordinary beauty, toot an opportunity of nr-eringhim one day as he walked on the fliore, a id opened der 
paflnn to him, but was received with a colJncfc, occafi *nr..\ by his horror and fur; rile at har ajjpMia tc« 
This, however, was fo mifconftrued by th? fea-lady, that, ii revenge for his t;earm.\AC of her, file puniflwl 
th^ whole iftirtd, by covering it with a mift, fo that all who attempted to carry oa any omirerce vuth ir, 
either never arrived a; it, buz wandersd up and dyv/n the fea, or wcie on a iudden Wicck.d upon Ul 
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Impatient Freedom lies ! 
Her matted trelTes madly fpread, 
To every fod which wraps the dead 

She turns her joylefs eyes. 
Ne'er lhall (he leave that lowly ground, 
Till notes of triumph burfting round 

Proclaim her reign reltor'd ; 
Till William leek the fad retreat, 
And bleeding at her facred feet 

Prelent the fated fword. 
If, weak to footh fo foft an heart, 
Thefe pi&ur'd glories nought impart 

To dry thy cohltant tear; 
If yet, in Sorrow's diftant eye, 
Expos'd and pale thou fee'ft him lie, 

Wild war infulting near: 

Where'er from time thou court'ft: relief. 
The Mufe (hall ftill, with focial grief, 

Her gentlelt proniife keep: 
Ev'n humble Harting's cottage vale 
Shall learn the lad repeated tale, 

And bid her lhepherds weep. 



§ 154. Ode to Evening. Collins. 
|f aught of oaten ltop, or pall oral fong. 
* May hope, chafte E ve, to Tooth thy modell ear, 

Like thy own folemn fprings, 

Ttiy lprings, and dying gales 5 

O nymph referv'd,while now thebright-hair'dfun 
Sits in yon we (tern tent, whofe cloudy lkirts, 

With brede ethereal wove, 

O'erhang his wavy bed : 

Now air it huuYd, fave where the weak-ey'd bat 
With fhort lhrill Ihriek flits by on leathern wing, 

Or where the beetle winds 

His lmall but Allien horn, 

As oft he rifes 'midlt the twilight path, 
Againll the pilgrim borne in heedlels hum : 

Now teach me, maid compos'd, 

To breathe fome foften'd ft rain, 

Whofe numbcrsftealingtjn-o' thydarkening vale, 
May not unfeemly with rts ftillnels fuit, 

As, muling (low, I hail 

Thy genial lov'd return ! . 

For when thy folding-liar arifing fhows 
His paly circlet, at his warning lamp, 

Th« fragrant hours, and elves 

Who llept in buds the day, 

And many a nymph who wreathes her brows 
with leil ge, 

And (heds die freiheningdcw * and, lovelier ftill, 
The pen live plea fu res fweet, 
Prepare thy lhadowy car. 

Then let me rove lome wild and heathy fcene, 
Or rind fome ruin 'midft its dreary dells, 

Whole walls more awful nod 

By thy religious gleam". 
Or if chill bluftering winds, or driving win, 
•Prevent my willing feet, be-mine the hut, 

That from the mountain's fide 

Views wilds and fwclling Hoods, 
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And hamlets brown, and dim-difcover'd fpirCs, 
And hears their limple bell, and marks o'er all 
Thy dewy fingers draw 
The gradual dulky veil. 
While fpring lhall pour his Ihow'rs, as oft he 
wont, 

And bathe thy breathing trefles, meekell Eve! 
While Summer loves to fport 
Beneath thy lingering light} 
While fallow Autumn fills thy lap with leaves, 
Or Winter, yelling througbuthe troublous air, 
Affrights thy fhrinking train, 
And rudely rends thy robes 5 
So long, regardful of thy quiet rule, 
Shall Fancv, Friend fhip, Science, fmiling Peace, 
Thy gentleft influence own, 
And love thy favourite name ! 



§ 155. Ode to Peace. Collins. 

Othou, who bad'it thy turtles bear _ 
Swift from his grafp thy golden hair, 
And fought'ft thy native Ikies: 
When war, by vultures drawn from far ; 
I To Britain bent his iron car, 
And bade his ftornas arife t 



Tir'd of his rude tyrannic fway, 
Our youth lhall fix fome feftive day, 

His fallen Ihrines to burn : 
But thou, who hear'ft the turning fpheres; 
What founds may charm thy partial ears, 

And gain thy bled return \ 

O Peace, thy injur'd robes upbind ! 
O rife, and leave not one behind 

Of all thy beamy train : . 
The Britifh lion, Goddefs fweet, 
Lies ltretcird on earth tokifs thy feet,' 

And own thy holier reign. 

Let others court thy tranfient fmile, 
But come to grace thy weftern ille, 

By warlike Honour led ! 
And, while around her ports rejoice, 
While all her Ions adore thy choice^ ' 

With him for ever wed \ 



§156. The Mariners. An Ode. Collins» 

parewel, for dearer ken delign'd,' 
* The dim-dUcover'd trails of mind : 
Truths which, from anion's paths retir'd, 
My fdent fearch in vain requir'd ! 
No more mf lail thnt deep explurcs, 
No more I learth thole magic (bores, 
What regions part the ^world of foul, v 
Or whence thy ft reams, Opinion, roll:* 
If e'er I round fuch fairy field, 
Some pow'r impart the fpearand fhicld, 
Ac which the wizard pallions fly, 
By which the giant follies die ! 

Partwel the porch, whofe roof is fecn 
Arch'd with th' enlivening olive's green 
Where Science, prank'd in tilfued veil, 
By Rcafon, Pride, and Fancy dreft, 

Comes 
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Comes like a bride, fo trim arrayed, 
To wed with Doubt in Plato's lhade ! 

Youth of the quick uncheated light, 
Thy walks, Obiervance, more invite j 
O thou ! who lov'lt that ampler range 
Where life's wide profpects round thee change, 
And, with her mingled ions allied, 
Throw 1 It the prattling page afide : 
To me in converfe fweet impart 
To read iii man the native heart. 
To learn where Science lure is found, 
From nature as Ihe lives around : 
And gazing oft her mirror true 
By turns each lhifting image view ! 
Till meddling Art's officious lore 
Reverie the lelfons. taught before, 
Ailuriag from a later rule, 
To dream in her enchanted fchool ; 
Thou, Heaven, whatever of great we boaft, 
Had bleis'd this iucial fcience molt. 

Retiring hence to thoughtlefs cell, 
As Fancy breathes her potent ipell, 
Not vain ihe finds the cheerful talk, 
In pageant quaint, in motley maik 
JJehold, before her muling eyes, 
The countlefs Manners round her rife, 
While, ever varying as they pais, 
To fome Contempt applies her glafs : 
With thele the white- rob'd maids combine, 
And thofe the laughing iatyrs join ! 
But who is he whom now ihe views, 
In robe of wild contending hues ? 
Thou by the pafTions nurs'd, I greet 
The comic iock that binds thy feet ! 
O Humour, thou whole name is known 
To Briton's favour'd i lie alone, 
Me too amidit thy band admit, 
There where the young-eyed healthful Wit, 
(Whofe jewels in his crifped hair 
Are placed each other's beams to mare, 
Whom no delights from thee divide) 
In laughter loos'd attends thy fide. 

By old Miletus *, who iblong 
Has ceas'd his love-inwoven long ; 
By alt you taught the Tufcan maids, > 
\u changed Italians modern fhades ; 
By him f whofe knight's dhtinguiih'd name 
Rerin'd a nation's lult of fame ; 
Whole tales e'en now,with echoes fweet, 
Caltilias Moorifh hills repeat j 
Or him J, whom Seine's blue nymphs deplore, 
In watchet weeds 011 Gallia's fhore, 
Who drew the lad Sicilian maid 
By virtues in her fire betray'd : 

O Nature boon, from whom proceed 
Each forceful thought, each prompted deed ; 
If but from thee I hope to feel, 
On all my heart imprint thy leal \ 
Let fome retreating Cynic rind 
Thofe off-turn \1 lcrolls I leave behind, 
The Sports and I this hour agree 
To rove thy fceneful world with thee ! 



An Ode for Mufic. 

Collins. 



117 hen Mult, heavenly maid, was young, 
W While yet in early Greece ihe lung, 
The paflions oft, to hear her ihell, 
Throng' d around her magic cell, 
Exulting, trembling, raging, fainting, 
Folleit beyond the .Rule's painting; 
By turns they telt the glowing mind 
Diiturb'd, delighted, rais'd, rehn'd:^ 
Till once, 'tis laid, when all were rir'd. 
FiU'd with fury, rapt, infpir'd, 
From the iupporting myrtles round 
They lnatch'd her initruments of ibund: 
And, as they oft had heard apart 
Sweet leifons of her forceful art, 
L,ach, for Madnels rul'd the hour,* 
Would prove his own exprellive pow'r. 

Firlt Fear his hand, its ikilj to try, 

Amid the chords bewiid^r'd laid, 
And back recoil 'd, he knew not why, 

Ev'n at the found himfelf had made. 

Next Anger rulh'd, his eyes on fire. 
In lightnings own'd his fecret itrings, 

In one rude ciaih he itruck the lyre, 
And lwept with hurried hands the firings. 

With woeful meafures wan Defpair, 
Low fullen iounds, his grief beguil'd j 

A folemn, itrange, and mingled air, 
' Twas lad by tits, by ltarts 'twas wild. 

But thou, O Hope, with eyes fo fair, 
What was thy delighted mealure ? 
Still it whiiper'd promis'd pleafure, 

And bade the lovely fcenes at diitance hail ! 

Still would her touch the itrain prolong, 
And from the rocks, the woods, the vale, 

She cah'd on Echo lull through all the long; 
And where her iweeteit theme ihe chofe, 
A loft refponlive voice was heard at every clofe, 

And Hope enchanted lrnil'd,and wav'd her gol- 
den hair. 

And longer had fhe fung — but with a frown, 

Revenge impatient role : 
He threw his blood-ltain'd fword in thunder 
down, 

And, with a withering look, 
The war-denouncing trumpet took, 
And blew a blalt fo loud and dread, 
Were ne'er prophetic founds ib full of woe; 
And ever and anon he beat 
The doubling drum with furious heat : 
And though iometimes, each dreary paufe be- 
tween, 
Dejected Pity at his fide 
Her ioul-fubduing voice applied, 
Yet Itill he kept his wild unalter'd mien ; 
While each ltrain'd ball of fight ieein'd burftin 

from his head. 
Thy numbers, Jealoufy, to nought were fix'd, 
Sad proof of thy diitrefsful ltate I 



* Alluding to the Milefian Tales, fome of the carlieft romances. f Cervantes. ' 

J Monfieur Le Sage, author of the incomparable adventures of Gil Bias de Santillane, who died in Pans in 
the, year 1746. 
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Of differing themes the veering fong was mix'd. 
. Arid now it courted Love, now raving calFd 
on Hate. 

With eyes upraised, as one infpir'd, 
Pale Mejancboiy (at retir'd, 
And from her wild iequefler'd feat, 
In notes by diftance made more f.veet, 
Pour'd through the mellow born her penfive foul : 
And darning foft from rocks around, 
Bubbling runnels' joined the idiind j 
Thro' glades and glooms the ming.ed^meafure 
liole, 

Or o'er iome haunted dream with fond delay, 
Kound an holy calm diffusing. 
Love of peace, and lonely muting, 

In hollow murmurs died away. 
Bur, O, how aiter'd was its'fprightlier tone I 
When Cheerfulr.efs, a nymph or hcalthicil hue, 

Her bow acrofs her moulder Hung, 

Her buikins gemm'd with morning dew, 
Blew an afpiring air, that dale and thicket rung, 

The hunter's call, to Faun and Dryad known ; 

The oak-crowii'd fillers, and their chaice-eyed 

Satyrs and lylvan boys, were feen [queen, 

Peeping from forth their alleys green;" 
Brown exercile rejoie'd to hear, [fpear. 

And Sport leap'd up, and feiz'd his beechen 
Lalt came Joy's ccflatic trial. 
He, with viny crown advancing, 

Firft to the lively pipe his hand addrefs'd, 
But loan he law the bn!k-awa!:e;iin^ vijl, 

Whole fweet entrancing voice helov'd the bed. 
They would have thought, who heard the 
(brain. 

They faw in Tempe's vale her native maids, 
Amidftthe feftal founding (hades* 
To fome unwearied minllrel dancing, 

While, as his flying fingers kilVd the firings, 

Love franrTd with Mirth a g-.y fantaltic round; 

Loofe were hertrelles feen, her zone unbound, 

And he, amidit his frolic play, 
As if he would the charming air repay, 
Shook thouland odours from his dewy wings. 
O Mafic, fphere-defcended maid, 
Friend of pieafure, wifdom's aid ! 
Why, Guddefs, why to us denied, 
Lay'lt thou thy ancient lyre alkie ? 
A«? in that lov\l Athenian bow'r 
You leirn'd an all-commanding pow'r; 
Tny mimic foul, O nymph endear'd! 
Can well recall what then it heard. 
Where is thy native fijnpls hearty 
Devote to virtue, fancy, art ? 
Arife, as in that elder time, 
Warm, energic, chaite, fub'.ime ! 
Tny wonders, in that godlike age, 
Fill thy recording filler's page — 
*Tis (aid, and I believe the tale, 
Thy humtleil reed could more prevail, 
Had more of tiretigth, diviner rage, 

n wVch charms this 1 .iff gird age, 
Ev'n all at once together found 
Cecilia's rain tied world of found — 



O, bid our vaih endeavours ceafe, 
Revive thejttffc defigns of Greece, 
Return in all thy fimple ft'ate, 
Confirm the tales her ions relate I 

$> 1 58. An Epi file, a Jdrejfed to Sir Thomas Hanmer, 
on bis Edition of bbakfteare 'j Works. 

Collins. 

ifTHiLE, born to bring the Mufe's happier 

"Y - days, 

A patriot's hand protects a poet's lays ; 
While, nurs'd by you,fhe fees her myrtles bloom, 
Green and unwither'd, o'er his honour'd tomb:' 
Excule her doubts, if yet (he fears to tell 
What fecret tranfports in her bofom fwell ; , 
With confeious awe ihe hears the critic's fame, 
And bluming hides her wreath at Shakfpeare's 
name. 

Hard was the lotthofe ihjur'd ftrainsendur'd, 
Unown'd by lcience, and by years obfeur'd. 
Fair Fancy wept \ and echoing fighs confefs'd 
A hVddefpair in every tuneful breaft. 
Not with more grief th' afflicted fwains appear, 
When wint'iy winds deform the plenteous year j 
When lingering frolts the ruin'd feats invade ' 
Where Peace reforted, and the graces play'd. 

Each rifing art by juft gradation moves, 
Foil builds on toil, a*id age on age improves: 
Flie Mule alone unequal dealt her rage, 
And grae'd with nobielt oomp her earlieil ftage* 
Preferv'd through time, ttie lpeaking fecnes im- 
part 

Sach changeful wilh of -Phaedra's tortur'd heart: 
Or paint the curfe that mark'd the Theban's 
A bed inceltuous, and a father (lain, [reign *j 
With kind concern our pitying eyes overflow, 
Trace the fad tale, and own another's woe. 

To Rome rcmov'd, with wit fecure to pleafe^ 
The comic filters keep their native eafe. 
With jealous fear declining Greece beheld 
Her own Menander's art almoft excelFd 1 
Hut every Mule eflay'd to raife in vain 
Some labour'd rival of her tragic itrain ; 
llyfTus' laurels, though transferred with toil, 
Droop'd their fair leaves, nor knew th' un- 
friendly foil. 

As arts expir'd, refiftlefs Dulnefs rofe j [foes, 
Goths, Prielts, or Vandals — all were learning's 
Till f Julius lirit recall'd each exil'd maid, 
And Coimo own'd them in th' Etrurian made. 
Then, deeply ikill'd in love's engaging theme* 
The iqft Provencal pafs to Arno's ltream: 
With graceful eafe the wanton lyre he ltrung, 
Sweet now'd the lays — but love was all he fling* 
The ^ay delcription could not fail tomovejfcS 
For, ltd by nature, all are friends to icve. 

But heaven, ltill various in its works, decree^ 
The perfect boalt of time fhould laft fucceadtjH 
The beauteous union mult appear at length 
Of rufcan fancy and Athenian Itrcngth: 
One greater Mufe Eliza's reign adorn, 
And ev'n a Shakfpeare to her fame be born \ 



* I'ttC Oedipui of Sophocles. 



+ Julius il. the immediate i rcdeccllbr of Leo X. 

J Yet, 



P ook IV. SENTIMENTAL, LYRICAL, and LUDICROUS, 



759 



Yet, ah! fo bright her morning's opening ray, 
In vnin our Britain hop'd an equal day ! 
No fecond growth the weltern ifle could bear, 
At once exhaufted with too rich a year. 
Too nicely Jonibn knew the critic's partj 
Nature in him was a! mod loll in Art. 
Of ibfter mold the gentle Flctchej came, 
The next in order, as the next in name, 



There every thought the poet's warmth may raife, 
There native miiiic dwells in all the lays. 
O, might i'jme verfe with happjdi lkiil perfuade 
Exprellive picture to adopt thine aid, 
■ .What ^onarous draughts might rile from every 
page ! 

What ptr.er Raphaels charm a diftant age ! 
Methinks e'en now I view fame free deilgn> 



With pleasM attention 'midlt lvs Icenes we find Where breathing- Nature lives in every line : 
Each glowing thought that warms the female Challe and fubdued the modeit lights decay, 



mind 

Each melting flgh, and every tender tear, 
The lover's wifhes, and the virgin's fear. 
His * every (train the Smiles and Graces own; 
But ftrohger 5>haKfpeare felt for man alone: 
Drawn .by his pen, our ruder p illions femd 
Th' unrivaird picture of his early hand. 

With f gradual iteps,and flow, exafter France 
Saw Art's fair empire o'er her mores advance*, 
By length of toil a bright perfection knew, 
Correctly bold andjultin all (he drew. 
Till late Comeille, with J Lucan's fpirit ftVa, 
Breath'd the free Itrain, as RoipeaSldhe infpir'd, 
And claflic judgment gatfTd to fweet Racine 
The temperate ftrerigth of Muro's chatter line. 

But wilder far the Britain laurel fps ead, 
And wreaths lefs artful crown our poet's head. 
Yet he alone to every fcene could g^ive 



Steal into lhades, and miidly melt away. 
— And fee, where § Anthony, in tears approv'i 
Guards the pale relics of the chief he lov'd: . 
O'er the cold corfc the warrior feems to bend, 
Deep funk in grief, and mourns his murder'd 
Still as they prefe, he calls on all around, [friend ! 
Lifts thetorn robe,and points thebleedingwound t 

But || who is he whole brows exalted bear 
A wrath impatient, and a iiercer air? 
Awake to all that injured worth can f°e1, 
On his own Rome iie tunuth' avenging fteel. 
Yet (hail not war's infatiate fury fall, 
(So heaven ordains it) on the de.'tin'd walk 
Sec the fond mother, 'mid;! the plaintive train* 
Kang on his knees, and proilrate on the plain I 
Toucird on the foul, in v:ihi he ltrives to hide 
The fons affection in the Roman's pride: 
O'er all them in conflicting; paflions rife, 



Th' hiftorian's truth, and bid the manners live. Rage grafps the fword, while pity melts the eye;,. 



Thus, generous Critic, as thy bard infpires, 
The lifter Arts lhall nurfe their droocimr fires 



Each from his fcenes her ltores alternate bring, 
Blend the fair tints, or wake the vocal firing 
Thofe Sibyl-leaves, the fport of every wind, 
( For poets ever were a carelefs kind) 
By thee difpos'd, no farther toil demand, 
But, juft to nature, own thy forming hand. 
So fp read o'er Greece, the harmonious whol^ 
unknown, 

Ev'n Homer's numbers' charm'd by parts alone 
Their own.Ulyifes fcarcc had wander'd more, 
By winds and wafers' caff on every fhore: 
When, rais'd by fate,fome t'ormer Hanmer join'c 
Each beauteous image of the boundlefs mind j 
And bade, like thee, his Athens ever claim 
A fond alliance with the Poet's name. 



Wak'd at his call, I view with' glad furpriie 
Tvlajellic forms of mighty monarch's rife. 
There Henry's trumpets fp read their loud alarms, 
And laureil'd Conqueit waits her hero's arms. 
Here gentler Edward claims a pitying ligh, 
Scarce born to honours and fo fboh to die t x 
Yet (hall thy throne, unhappy infant, bring 
No beam of comfort to the guilty king : 
The time mall come when Glo'fler's heart (hall 
bleed, 

In l'fe's laft hours, with horror of the deed : 
When dreary vilions fhaJ! at laft p relent 
Thy vengeful jmage in the midnight tent ; 
Thy hand unfeen the fecret death ihall bear, 
BJujit the weak fword, and break th' oppreffive 
fpear. 

Where'er we turn, by fancy charm'd, we find 
Some fweet illusion of the cheated mind. 
Of^wild of wi:i^, fhe calls the foul to rove 
With humbler nature, in the rural grove ; 
Where fwair,5 contented own the quiet fcene, 
And twilight fairies tread the circled green : 
Drefs'd by herhand,the wooflsand valleys fmile. 
And fpring diffuiiye decks th' enchanted ifle. 

O, more than all in powerful genius ble.'l, 
Come, take thine empire o'er the willing bread ' 
. Whate'crth'jwoundsihij youthful heart .hall reel. 
Thy fongs fupport me, and thy morals heal ! 

* The characters are thus diftinguhhed by Mr, Dryden. 

f About the time of Shakfpcarc, the poet Hardy was in great repute In France. He wrote, jeeordin? 
Fontcnelle, fix hundred plays. The French poets after him applied themfclvrs in general to the correct in* 
provementof the fhge, which wasalmoft totally rftfirg*rded by thofe of our own country, Jonfon exacted. 

J TU'i favourite author of rhe Elder Corneille. ^ Spc the tragedy of Julius CxUx 

S GarioUrcte, Sec Mr. Spenc.-'s Dial >gac on the Qdjflejf. 

3 Q \ m 



§ 159. Dirge in Cy?nbelinc y fung hy Guidcrus an 
Arviragus over Fideie, fuppojed to b£ dead. 

Collins 

'po fair Fidele's grafly tomb 
*■ Soft maids and village hinds mall bring 
Each opening fweet, of eatTieft bloom, 

And rifle all the breathing Spring. 
No wailing gholt mall dare appear 

To vex with Ihrie^s this quiet grove; 
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But fhepberd lads aflemble here, 

And melting virgins own their love. 

No wither'd witch mall here be feen, 
No goblins lead their nightly crew; 

The female fays (hall haunt the green, 
And drefs thy grave with pearly dew. 

The red-breaft oft at evening hour 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 

With hoary mofs, and gathered flow'rs, 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

When howling winds, and beating rain, 
In tempefts make thy fylvan cell ; 

Or 'midit the chace on every plain, 

The tender thought on thee lhall dwell ; 

Each lonely fcene mall thee reftore, 
For thee the tear be duly med ; 

Belov'd, till life can charm no more ; 
And moum'd, till Pity's i'elf be dead. 



$ 16). Ode on the Death of Mr. Thomfon. 

Collins 

*Thc Scene of the following Stanzas is fuppofed to 
lie on the Thames, near Richmond. 

*| N yonder grave a Druid lies, 
"* Where (lowly winds the Ileal ing wave: 
The year's heft fweets mall duteous rife 
To deck its Poet's fylvan grave. 

In yon deep bed of whifpering reeds 

His airy harp # mall now be laid, 
That he, whole heart in forrow bleeds, 

May love through life the foot h in g made. 

Then maids and youths mall linger here, 
And, while its founds at diftance lwell, 

Slnll fadly fecm in Pity's ear 
To hear the woodland pilgrim's knell. 

Remembrance oft (hall haunt the more 
When Thames in fummer wreaths is dreft, 

And oft fufpend the dafhing oar 
To bid his gentle fpirit reft ! 

And oft as Kafe and Health retire 

To breezy lawn, or foreft deep, 
The friend lhall view yon whitening f fpire, 

And 'mid the varied landfcape weep : 
But thou, who own'ft that earthy bed, 

Ah ! what will every dirge avail ? 
Or tears, which Love and Pity Ihed, 

That mourn beneath the gliding fail ! 
Yet lives there one whofe heedlefs eye 

Shall fcorn thy pale fhrine glimmering near ? 
With him, fweet bard, may Fancy die, 

And Joy defcrt the blooming year! 
Bur thou, loin ftream, whole fullen tide 

No iidge-crown'd filters now attend, 



Now waft me from the green hill's fide 
Whofe cold turf hides the buried friend ! 

And fee, the fairy valleys fade, 
Dun night has veil'd the folemn view ; 

Yet once again, dear parted lhade, 
Meek nature's child,, again adieu S 

r The genial meads afiign'd to blefs 

Thy life, mall mourn thy early doom ! 
Their hinds and fhepberd girls fhall dreft 

With fimple hands thy rural tomb. 
Long, long, thy ftone and pointed clay 

Shall melt the muling Briton's eyes : 
O vales and wild woods, mall he lay, 

In yonder grave your Druid lies ! 



§ 161. Verfes written on a Paper which coir 
tained a piece of E ride- Cake. Collins. 

V t e curious hands, that, hid from vulgar eyes, 
* By fearch prophane lhall find this hallow'd 

cake, 

With virtue's .awe forbear the facred prize, 
Nor dare a theft, for love and pity's fake ! 

This precious relic, form'd by magic pow'r, 

Beneath the fhepherd's haunted pillow laid, 
Was meant by love to charm the filent hour, 

The fecret prefent of a matchlefs maid. 
The Cyprian queen, at Hymen's fond requeft, 
Each nice ingredient ehofe with happitit art ; 
Fears, fighs, and wifhes of th' enamour'd breaff, 
And pains that pleafe, are mix'd in every part. 

With rofy hand the fpicy fruit me brought, 

From Paphian hills, and fair Cytherea's ifle; 
And temper'd fvveet with thcie the melting 
thought, 

The kifs ambrofial, and the yielding fmile. 

Ambiguous looks, that fcorn and yet relent j 

Denials mild, and firm unalter'd truth, 
Reluctant pride, and amorous faint conlenr, 
And meeting ardours, and exulting youth. 

Sleep, wayward god, hath fworn, while thefe 
remain, 

With flattering dreams to dry his nightly tearj 
And cheerful Hope, fo oft invoked in vain, 
With fairy fongs lhall footh his penfive ear. 

If, bound by vows to friendfhip's gentle fide, 

And fond of foul, thou hop'ft an equal grace, 
If youth or maid thy joys and griefs divide, 
O much entreated leave this fatal place. 

Sweet Peace, who long hath fiiunn'dmy plain- 
tive day, . 

Confents at length to bring me fliort delight; 
Thy carelefs fteps may fcare her doves away, 
And Grief with raven note ufurp the night. 



* The Harp of JEaJul, of which fee a defcription in the Caftlc of Indolence. 
•f Mr. Thomfon was buried in Richmond church. 

I Mr. Thomfon refided in the neighbourhood 61 Richmond fome time before his death 
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with the Plough] November 1785. Bu RNS. 
-\\ 1 ee, ileck it, cowrin, tim'rous beaftie, 
o, w h\t a pannic'sin thy brealtie I 
Thou need na itart awa Hie hafty, • 
Wi' bickering brattle ! 
I wad be laith to. rin an' chafe thee, 
Wi*! murdering pat tie I 

I'm truly forry man's dominion 
JIas broken nature's focial union, 
Aii 1 juitines that ill opinion, 

Which makes thee ftartle 
At me, thy poor earth-born companion, 

An" fellow-mortal ! 

I doubt na, whyles, but thou may thieve ; 
What then ? poor beaftie, thou maun live 1 
A diamen-icker in a throve 

'S a una' requeft ; 
I '11 get a blefling wi' the lave, 

An' never mifs't ! 

Thy wee bit boujie, too, in ruin I 
Its filly wa's the wins are itrewing; 
An' naething, now, to big a new ane 

O' foggage green !, 
An' bleak December's wind, enfuing, 

Baith fnell and keen ! 
Thou faw the field laid bare and wafte, 
An' weary winter coming fait, 
An' cozie here, beneath the blaft, 

Thou thought to dwell, 
Till, crafh I the cruel eculier pall 

Out thro' thy cell. 

That wee bit heap o' leaves an" dibble 
Has cost thee monie a weary nibble ! 
Now thou 's turn'd out, for a' thy trouble, 

But houfe or hald, 
To thole the winter's Ueety dribble, 

An cranreuch cauld ! 

Bnt, Moufie, thou art no thy lane, 
In proving forefight may be vain: 
The best-laid fchemes o' mice an* men 

Gang aft a-gley, 
An' lea'e us nought but grief an' pain, 

For promis'd joy ! 

Still thou art bleft, compared wi' me I 
The prefent only toucheth thee : 
But, och ! I backward cad my e'e 

On profpe&s drear I 
An' forward, tho' I canna fee, 

I guefs an* fear. 



§163. To a Mountain Daify, on turning one 
dovon <vuith the Ploug h , in Aj. ril 1 7 8 6 . Burns 

Wee, modest, crimfon-tipped flow'r, 
Thou's met me in an evil hour j 
For I maun crum amang the lroure 

Thy (lender item : 
To fpare thee now is past my powV, 

Thou bonie gem ! 
Alas ! its no thy necbor fvveet 
The bonie lark, companion meet \ 



Wi' fpreckl'd breast, 
When upwards fpringing, blythe, to greet 
The purpling east : 

Cauld blew the bitter-biting north 
Upon thy early, humble birth 5 
Yet cheerfully thou glinted forth 

Amid the ltorm, 
Scarce rear'd above the parent-earth 

Thy tender form. 

The flaunting flowVs our gardens yield, 
High (heltering woods an* wa's maun ihieltl 5 
But thou, beneath the random bield 

O' clod or ftane, 
Adorns the histie flibble-fielJ, 

Unfeen, alane. 

There in thy fcanty mantle clad, 
Thy fnawie bofom funward fpread, 
Thou lifts thy unafliiming head 

In humble guile 5 
But now the fiare up tears thy bed, 

And low thou lies ! 

Such' is the fate of artlefs maid, 
Sweet flovoret of the rural (hade ! 
By love's i!mplicity betrayed, 

And>guiltlefs trust, 
Till (he, like thee, all foil'd, is laid 

Low i' the dust. 

Such is the fate of fimple bard, 

On life's rough ocean lucklefs starred \ 

Unflcilful he to note t;he card 

Or prudent lore, 
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard, 

And whelm him o'er ! 
Such fate to fufering Worth is giv'n, 
Who long wijh wants and woes has striven, 
By human pride or cunning driv'n 

To Mis'ry's brink, 
Till wrench'd of evVy stay but Heaven, 
He, ruin'd, fink ! 

Ev'n thou who mourn' st the Daify's fate, 
That fate is thine — no distant date : 
Stern ruin's plough-fhare drives elate, 

Full on thy bloom, 
Till, crufiYd beneath the furrow's weight, 
Shall be thy doom ! 



§ 164. 



An EJfay upon unnatural Flights in Poetry. 

Lansdowne. 

As when fome image of a charming face, 
In living paint, an artist tries to trace, 
He carefully confults each beauteous line, 
Adjusting to his object his defign j 
We praife the piece, and give the painter fame, 
But as the bright refemblance fpcaks the dame: 
Poets are limners of another kind, 
To copy out ideas in the mind j [ihewn, 
Words arethe paint by which their thoughts are 
And Nature is their object to be drawn : 
The written picture we applaud or blame • 
But as the just proportions are the lame. 

Who, 
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Who, driven with ungovernable fire, 
Or void of art, beyond thefe bounds afpire, 
Gigantic forms and monftrous births alone 
Produce, which Nature fhock'ddildains to own. 
By true reflection I would lee my face, 
Why brings the fool a magnifying glais ? 
* But poetry in fiction takes delight, j 
u And> mounting in bold figures out of fight, J 
m Leaves Truth behind in heraudacious flight ;} 



u Fables and metaphors, that always lye, * 
4< And raih hyperboles that foar fo high, * 
u And ev'ry ornament of verfc, mult die/* j 
Miltake me not: no figures I exclude, 
And but forbid intemperance, not food. 
Who would with care lbme happy fiction frame, 
So mimics truth, it looks the very fame j 
Not rais\l to force, or feignM in Nature's fcorn, 
But meant to grace, illultrate, and adorn. 
Important truths lb i 1 1 let your fables hold, 
And moral myfteries with art unfold : 
Ladies and beaus to pleafe, is ail the taik : 
But the iharp critic will inftru&ion aflc. 
As veiis tranfparent cover, but not hide, 
Such metaphors appear, when right applied ; 
When thro* the phrafe we plainly fee the fenfe, 
• Truth with fuch obvious meanings willdifpenlc. 
TheTeader what in reafbn's due believes, 
Nor can we call that falle which not deceives : 
Hyperboles, fo daring and fo bold, 
Dildaining bounds, are yet by rules controui'd; 
Above the clouds, qut yet within our light, 
They mount with Truth, and make a tOwYing 
Prelenting things impoflible to view, [night : 
They wander through incredible to true. 
Falfehoods thus mix'd like metals are rejin'd ; 
And Truth, like filver, leaves the drofs behind. 
Thus Poetry has ample fpace to foar, 
Nor needs forbidden regions to explore; 
Such vaunts as his, who can with patience read, 
Who thus defcribes his hero when he 's dead — 
* In heat of action {lain, yet fcOriis to fail-, 
♦'Butitillmaintains the war, and lights at — All?"' 
The noily culverin, o'ercharg'd, lets rly, 
And burlh, unaiming, in the rended Iky ; 
Such frantic flights are like a madman's dream, 
And nature fu Iters in the wild extreme. 
The captive cannibal, <>>prelt with chains, 
.Yet braves his foes, reviles, provokes, difdams; 
Of nature fierce, untimeable, and proud, 
He bids' defiance to the gaping crowd ; 
And Jpeut it la(t, and fpcechlefs, as he lies, 
With fiery glances mrockfi their rage, and dies. 
This is the urmolt fttatch that Nature can, 
And all beyond is fullbme, falfe, and. vain. 
The Roman wit, who tftipioufly divides 
His hero and his gods to different fides, 
I would con lemn, bur that, in fpite of fenfe, 
The admiring world (till Itands in his defence: 
The gods permitting traitors to fucceed, 
Peone not parties in an impious deed ; 
And, by the tyrant's murder, we may find 
That C ifo and the g'xh were of a mind. 
Thifs foxing rruth With fach prepofterouspraife. 
Our cuaraSUft we ie-fen when we'd raife; * 



Like caftles built'by magic art in air, 
That vanilh at approach, fuch thoughts appear j 
But, rais'd on truth by fome judicious hand, 
As on a rock they mail for ages (land. 
Our king return 'd, and baaihVd peace reftor'd^ 
The Mule ran mad to fee her exiTd lord ; 
On the crack'd ftage the Bedlam heroes roarM* 
And lcarce could lpeak one reafonahle word; 
Dryden himfelf, to pleafe a frantic are, 
Was fore'd to let his judgment floop to ragej 
To a wild audience he conformed his voice, 
Complied to cuftom, but not err'd thro'' choice. 
Deem then the people's, not the writer's fin, 
Almanfor's rage, and rants of Maximin ; 
That fury fpent in each elaborate piece, 
He vies for tame with ancient Rome and Greece. 
Rofcommon firlr, then Mulgraverofe, like light, 
To clear our darknefs, and to guide our flights 
With Heady judgment, and in lofty founds, 
They gave us patterns, and they fet us bounds, 
The Stagyrite and Horace laid alide : 
Inform 'd by them, we need no foreign guide. 
Who feek from poetry a lalliug name, 
May from their leflbns learn the road to famej 
But let the bold adventurer be fure 
That ev'ry line the telt of truth endure ; 
On this foundation may the fabric rife, 
Firm and unlhaken, tiil t touch the Ikies. 
From pulpitsbaninYdjfrom the court, from love, 
Abandon 'd Truth feeks melter in the grove; 
Cherifti, ye Mules, the forfaken fair, [derer, 
And take into your train this beauteous wan- 



§ 165. 7a Mr. Spence, prefixed to the EJJay ot^ 

Pope's CJyjfey. Pitt. 
J "Pis done — reftor'd by thy immortal pen, 
A The critic's noble name revives again; 
Once more that great, that injur'd name we fee, 
Shine forth alike in Addifon and thee. 

Like curs, our critics haunt the poet's feaft. 
And feed on fcraps refus'd by ev'ry gueft ; 
From the old Thracian*dog they learn 'd the way 
To fnarl in want, and grumble o'er their prey ; 
As k though they grudg'd themfclves thejoira 
they feel, " [will. 
Vex'd to becharm'd, and pleasM againft their 
Such their inverted tafte, that we expeel [U , 
For faults their thanks, for beauties their neg^ 
So the fell fnake rejecis the fragrant flowYs, 
And ev'ry poifon of the field devours. 

Like bold Longinus of immortal fame, 
You read your poet with a poet's flame ; 
With his, your gen Vous raptures ftiH afpire j 
The critic kindles when the bard 's on fire. • 
:>ut v. hen fome lame, lbme limp n. 1' v. JjmanJf 
The friendly fuccour of your healing hands; , 
The feather of your pen drops bahn~ around, 
And plays and tickles, while it cures tbewbund, 

While Pope's immortal labour we furvty, 
We (land all dazzjed; with excels of day, * " 
Blind with the glorious blaze — to vulvar fight 
r Twas one bright mafs of unfiiainguiiVdli^hti 
But, like the towYing earde, you^JotiG V 
Oilc.:v,\l rh • I pots and ipkv.iiors cf I he r un. 
• Stilus, fo called by the ancicnU. 

To 
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To point our faults, yet never to offend ; 
To play the critic, yet prelerve the friend : 
A life well fpent, that never loft a day j 
An eafy (pint, innocently gay j 
A Itrict integrity, devoid of art ; 
The fweeteft manners, and iincereft heart ; 
A foul, where depth of lenfe and fancy mtet ; 
A judgment brighten'd by the beams of wit — 
Were ever yours : be what you were before, 
Be llill yourlelf ; the world can alt no more. 

— »«'w.iiuamoMi ■ 

§166. 'The Enquiry. Written in the lajl Century . 
X mongst the myrties as I walked, 
T* Love and my lighs thus intertalk'd: 
4 Tell me, laid I, in deep dillrcfs, 

* Where may I find my (hepherdefs ?' 

Thou fool, laid Love, know'ft thou not this ? 
" In every thing that's good, (he is 5 
f { In yonder tulip go and feek, 
" There thou may'ft find her lip, her cheek j 
" In yon enamell d panfyby, 
?' There thou ihalt have her curious eye j 
u In bloom of peach, in rofy bud, 
" There wave the dreamers of her blood 5 
" In brighteft lilies that there Hand, 

* The emblems of her whiter hand 5 
V In yonder rifing hill there fmell 

" Such fweets as in her bofom dwell : 

r 'Tis true,'' laid he. And thereupon 

I went to pluck them one by one, 

To make of parts an union; . , 

But on a fudden all was gone. 

With that I flopped. Said Love, " Thefe be, 

" Fond man, refemblances of thee; 

" And as thefe flowVs thy joy (hall die, 

" E'en in the'twinkling of an eye 5 

" And all thy hopes of her (hall wither, 

« Like thefe-lhort fweets that knit together." ' 



§ 167. The Diverting Hiftory of 'John Gilpin-, 
Jbezuing hoiv he went farther than he intended 
and came fafe horn* again. Cowpek. 

John Gilpin was a citizen 
Of credit and renown, 
A train-band captain eke was he 
Of famous London town. 

John Gilpin's fpoufe faid to her dear, 

Though wedded we have been 
Thele twice ten tedious years, yet we 

No holiday have feen. 

To-morrow is our wedding-day, 

And we will then repair 
Unto the Bell at Edmonton, 

All in a chaife and pair. 

My (ifterand my lifter's child, 

' Myfelf and children three, 
Will fill the chaife, fo you muft ride 
On horfeback after we. 

He foon replied, I do admire 

Of womankind but one ; 
And you are (he, my dearelr dear,, 

Therefpre it foaU be done* 



I am a linen-draper bold, 

As all the world doth know, 
And my good friend the callender 

Will lend his horfe to go. 

Quoth Miftrefs Gilpin, that's well faid j 

And, for that wine is dear, 
We will be furaiirfd with our own, 

Which is both bright and clear. 

John Gilpin kifs'd his loving wife 5 

O'erjoy'd was he to find 
That, though on plealure lhe was bent, • 

She had a frugal mind. 

The morning came, the chaife was brought, 

But yet was not allowed 
To drive up to the door, left all 

Should lay that (lie was proud. 

So three doors off the chaife was ftay"d, 

Where they did all get in, 
Six precious fouls, and all agog 

To dam through thick and thin. 

Smack went the whip, round went the wheels^ 

.Were never folks ib glad 5 
The Hones did rattle underneath 

As if Cheaplide were mad. 
John Gilpin at his horfe's fide 

Seiz'd fait the flowing mane; 
And up he got in hafte to ride, 

But loon came down again : 

For faddle-tree fcarce reach'd had he, 

His journey to begin, 
When turning round his head, hefaw 

Three customers come in. 

So down he came \ for lofs of time* 

Although it grieved him lore, 
Yet lofs of pence, full well he knew, 

Would trouble him much /more. 
'Twas long before the customers 

Were luited to their mind j 
When Betty fcreaming came down stairs, 

" The wine is left behind P 

Good lack ! quoth he — yet bring it me, 

My leathern belt likewife, 
In which I bear my trusty fword 

When I do exercife. 

Now Miftrefs Gilpin, careful foul ! 

Had two stone bottlds found, 
To hold the liquor that (he lov"d, 
1 And keep it fafe and found. 

Each bottle had a curling ear, 

Through which the belt he drew, ' 
And hung a bottle on each fide, 1 

To make his balance true j 
Then over ail, that he might be 

Equipped from top to toe, 
His long red clcak, well brufrYd and neat, 

He manfully did throw. 

Now fee him mounted once agam » 

Upon his nimble steed, 
Full Uowiy pacing o'er the stones 

With caution and good heed, 

But 
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But finding Toon a fmoother road 

Beneath his well-lhod feet, 
The fnorting bealt began to trot. 

Which gaird him in his feat. 
So, fair and foftly, John, he cried, 

But John he cried in vain 5 * 
That trot became a gallop loon, 1 

In fpite of curb and rein. 
So (looping down, as needs he muft 

Who cannot fit upright, 
He gralp'd the mane with both his hands, 

And eke with all his might. 
His horfe, who never in that fort 

Had handled been before, 
What thing upon his back had got 

Did wonder more and more. 
Away went Gilpin, neck or nought, 

Away went hat and wig ; 
He little dreamt, when he fat out, 

Of running fuch a rig. 

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly. 

Like ftreamer long and gay, 
Till, loop and button failing both, 

At laft it flew away. 

Then might all people well difcern 

The bottles he had flung : 
A bottle fwinging at each fide, 

As hath been faid or fung. 

The dogs did bark, the children fcream'd. 

Up flew the windows all ; 
And ev'ry foul cried out, Well done ! 

'As loud as he could bawl. 

Away went Gilpin — who but he ; 

His fame, foon fpread around — 
He carries weight ! he rides a race ! 

*Tis for 4 a thoufand pound. 
And ftill as fnft as he drew near 

*Twas wonderful to view 
How in a trice tiie turn|^ke-men 

Their gates wide open threw. 
And now as lit went bowing down 

His reeking head full low, 
The bottles twain behind his back 

Were flintter'd at a blow. 
Down ran the wine into the road, 

Moft piteous to be fcen, 
Which made his horfeSi flanks to fmoke 

As they had balled been. 
But ftill he feenfd to cany weight 

With leathern girdle brae'd f 
For all might fee the bottle necks 

£till dangling at his waist. 
Thus all through merry Iflington 

Thefe gambols he did play, 
And till he came unto the Wafh 

Of Edmonton fo gay. 
And there he threw the wafh about 

On both fides of the way, 
Jult like unto a trundling mop, 

Or a wild goofe at play. 
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At Edmonton his loving wife 

From balcony efpitd 
Her tender hufband, wondVing much 

To fee how he did ride. 
Stop, Hop, John Gilpin ! here's the houfe- 

They all at once did cry : 
The dinner waits, and we are tir'd: 

Said Gilpin — So am I. 
But yet his ho*rle was not a whit 

Iftclind to tarry there 5 
For why ? his owner had a houfc 

Full ten miles off, at Ware. 
So like an arrow iwift he flew, 
, Shot by an archer ltrong j 
So did he fly— which brings me to 

The middle of my long. 
Away went Gilpin, out of breath, 
I And lore againit his will, • 
Till at his friend's the calleuder % s 

His\Lorfe at lait itood mil. 
The callender, amaz'd to fee 

His neighbour in fuch trim, 
Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate, 

And thus accolted him ; 

What news ! what news ! your tidings tell, 

1 ell me you mult and ihall — 
Say why bare-headed you are come, 

Or why you come at all ? 
Now Gilpin had a pleafant wit, 

And lov'd a timely joke ; 
And thus unto the callender 

In merry guile he fpoke; 
I came becaufe your horfe would come, 

And, if I well forebode, 
My hat and wig will foon be here, 
They are upon the road. 

The callender, right glad to find . 

His friend in merry pin, 
Return Vi him not a Angle* word, 

But to the houle went in. 
When itraight he came with hat and wi* 

A wig that fWd behind, , 
A hat not much the worfe for wear 

Eath comely in its kind. ' 
He held them up, and in his turn 

Thus fliew'd his ready wit : 
My head is twice as big as yours 

They therefore needs mult fit/ 
But let me fcrape the dirt away 

That hangs> upon your face 1 
And Hop and eat, for well youmay 

Be in a hungry caie. 

Said John, It is my wedding day • 

And all the world would ftire 
If wife fhoukldineat Edmonton, 

And I fhould dine at Ware. 
So turning to his horJe he faid, 

lam in halte to dine: 
'Twas for your pleafnre you came here 

You (hall go back for mine ' 
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Ah hicklefs fpeech, and bootlefs boaft ! 

For which he paid full dear j 
For while he fpake a braying afs 

Did fing moll loud and clear j 

Whereat his horfe did fnort, as he 

Had heard a liori lion roar ; 
And gallop'd off with all his might, 

As he had done before. 
Away went Gilpin, and away 

Went Gilpin's hat - and wigj 
H '->ft them foonerthan at; firft, 

For why ? they were too big. 

Now Millrefs Gilpin, when (lie faw 

Her hulband polling down 
Int6 the country far away, 

She pullM out half a crown ; 
And thus unto the youth fhe faid 

That drove them to the Bell, 
This mall be yours when you bring back 

My hulband fafeand well. 
The youth did ride, and foon did meet 

John coming back amain, 
Whom in a trice he tried to (lop 

By catching at his rein ; 
But not performing what he meant, 

And gladly would have done, 
The frighted deed he frighted more, 

And made him faller run. 
Away went Gilpin, and away 

Went polt-boy at his heel6, 
The poit-boy's horfe right glad to mifs 

The lumb'rjng of the wheels. 
Six gentlemen upon the road 

v Thus feeing Gilpin fl^, 
With poft-boy {camp 1 ring in the rear, 

They raisM the hue and cry : 
Stop thief! Hop thief! — a highwaman ! 

Not one of them was mute ; 
And all and each tl^t pafs'd that way 

Did join in the puriuit. 

And now the turnpike gates again 

Flew open in fhort fpace ; 
The toll-men thinking, as before^ 

That Gilpin rode a race. 

And fo he did, and won it too, 

For he got firitto town, 
Nor llopp'd till where he firft got up 

He did again get down. 
Now let us ling, Long live the king. 

And Gilpin, long Five he j 
And when he next doth ride abroad, 

May I be there to fee ! 



§ 168. An Evening Contemplation in a College \ 
in Imitation of Gray's Elegy in a Country 
Church yard. Duncomse. 

'T' he curfew tolls the hour of clofing gates j 
With jarring found t he porter turns the key ; 

Then in his dreary manlion flumbVing waits, 
Atfd llowly, Iternly, quits it, though for me. 



Now mine the fpires beneath the paly moon, 

And thro' the cloisters peace and iilencereignj 
Save where fome fidler fcrapes a drowfy tune, 

Or copious bowls infpire a jovial strain} 
Save that in yonder cobweb-mantled room, 

Where llteps a student in profound repofe, 
OpprelVd with ale, wide echoes thro' the gloom 

The droning mulic of his vocaf nole. 

Within thole walls, where through the glim- 
mering lliade 
Appear the pamphlets in a mouldering heap, 
Each in his narrow bed till morning laid ? 

The peaceful fellows of the college ileep. 
The tinkling bell proclaiming early prayVs, 
The noiiy fervants rattling o'er their head, 
' The calls of bufinefs, and domestic cares, [bed. 
Ne'er roufe thefe lleepers from their down/ 

No chattering females crowd their focial fire, 
No dread have they of difcord and of strife j 

Unknown the na^mes of hulband and of lire, 
Unfelt the plagues of matrimonial life. 

Oft have they balk'd beneath the funny walls, 
Oft have the benches bow'd beneath their 
weight, 

How jocund are their looks when dinner calls ! 

How fmoke thecutlets on their crowded plate ! 
0! let not temperance, too difdainful, hear 

KowlongtheirfeastSjhowlongtheirdinnerslast; 
Nor let the fair, with a contemptuous Iheer, 

On thele unmarried men reflections cast ! 

The fplendid fortune and the beauteous face 
(Themlelves confels it,and their liresbemoan) 

Too foon are caught by lcarlet and by iace $ 
Thefe fons of Icience Ihine in black alone. 

Forgive, ye fair, trf involuntary fault, 

If thele no feats of gaiety dilplay, 
Where thro' proud Ranelagirs wide-echoing 
vault 

Melodious Frafi trills her quavering lay. 
Say, is the fvvord well fuited to the band ? 

Does broider'd coat agree with fable gown ? 
Can Mechlin laces lhade a churchman's hand ? 

Or learning's votaries ape the beaus of town ? 
Perhaps in thefe time-tottering walls refide 

Some who were once the darling of the fair, 
Some who of old could tastes andfalhions guide, 

Control the manager, and awe the player. 
But Science now has HUM their vacant mind 

With Rome's rich ipoifs and truth's exalted 
views, 

Fir'd them with tranfporrs of a nobler kind, 

And bade themflightallfemales — but themu fe. 
Full many a lark, high towering to the fky, 

Unheardjunheededjgreetsfh'approachof light; 
Full many a star, unleen by mortal eye, [nigrht. 

With twinkling lustre glimmers through the 
Somefuture Herring, who, with dauntlefs breast, 

Rebellion's torrent lhall like him oppofe, 
Somemule,unconlcious Hard wickeheremay rest, 

Some Pelham, dreadful to his country's foes. 

From 
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From prince and people t© command applaufe, 
'Midit ermin'd peers to guide the high debate, 

To lliield Britannia's and Religion's laws, 
And iteerwith iteady courle the helm of Hate — 

Fate yet forbids ; nor circumfcribes alone « 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes con- 
fines 5 

Forbids in Freedom's veil t' infult the throne ; 

Beneath her mafqueto hide the worlt deiigns ; 
To fill the madding crowd's perverted mind 

With" pennons, taxes, marriages,and Jews;" 
Or (hut the gates of heaven on lolt mankind, 

And wreit their darling hopes, their future 
views. , 
Far from the giddy town's tumultuous ttrife, 

Their wiihes yet have never learn'd to ftray ; 
Content and happy in a fingle life, 

They keep the noiieleis tenor of their way 

Dv'n now their books from cobwebs to protect, 

Inclos'd by doors of glaJs in Boric ityle, 
On pcliih'd pillars rais'd with bronzes deck'd, 

They claim the palling tribute of a linile : 
Oft are the author's names, tho' richly bound, 

M if-fpel tby blundering binders' want of care ; 
And many a catalogue is flrcw'd around, 

To tell the admiring gueft what books are there.. 
For who, to thoughtlcfs ignorance a prey, 

Neglecls to hold fhorf dalliance with a book ? 
Who there but wilhes to prolong his Hay, 

And on thofe cafes calls a lingering look? 
Reports attract the lawyer's parting eyes, 

Novels Lord Fopling and Sir Plume require j 
For Songs and Plays the voice of Beauty cries, 

And Senfe and Nature Grandifon deiire. 
For thee, who, mindful of thy lov'd compeers, 

Doll inrhefe lines their artlefs tale relate, 
If chance, with piying fearch, in future years, 

Some antiquarian mould enquire thy fate ; 

Haply fome friend may ihake his hoary head, 
And fay, 44 Each morn unchiird by frofts he 
44 ran, 

" With hole ungartcr'd, o'er yon turfy" bed, 
u To reach the chapel ere the pfalms began ; 

14 There, in the arms of that lethargic chair, 
" Which rears its old moth-eaten back fohigh, 
* At noon he quatf'd three glalles to the fair, 

44 And por'd upon the news with curious eye. 

14 Now by the fire engag'd in ferious talk, . 
44 Or mirthful converie, would he loitering 
" ftafld 

" Then in the garden chofe a funny walk, . 
" Or launch'd the polifh'd bowl with fteady 
hand. 

*< One morn we mifs'd him at the hour of. pray 'r, 
" Nor in the hall, nor on his favourite green: 

* Another came j nor yet within the chair, , 
44 Nor yet at bowls or chapel was he feen. 

44 The next vve heard that, in a neighbouring 
" (hire, 

u That day to church he led ablufbing bride, 
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A nymph whofe fnowy vefr. and maiden fear 
" Improv'd her beauty while the knot; was tied. 

Now, by his patron's bounteous care remov'd, 
44 He roves enraptuf dthro' the fields of Kentj 
" Yet, ever mindful of the place he lov'd, 
" Read here the letter winch he lately ient." 
The Letter. 
IN rural innocence fecure I dwell, 

Alike to fortune and to fame unkhown \ 
Approving confeience cheers my humble cell, 
And ibcial quiet marks me for her own. 

Next to the bleffings of religious truth, 

Two gifts my endlefs g/atitude engage— 
A Wife, the joy and tranfport of my youth r 
Now with a Son, the comfort of my age. 

Geek not to draw me from this kind retreat, 

In loftier fpheres unfit, untaught to move;" 
Content with calm domcftic life, where meet 
The fweets of friend ih in, and the fmilesof love? 



^169. The Three Warnings. A Tale. 
By Mrs. Thraj.E. 
'"Phe tree of deeped root is found 

Leail willing itill,to quit the ground 5 
'Twas therefore laid by ancient fages, 

That love of life increas'd with years 
So much, that in our latter ftages, 
When pains grow iharp, and licknefs rages, 

Thegreateit love of life appears. 

This great afteclion to believe, 
Which all confefs, but few perceive, 
If old aflertiens can't prevail, 
Be pleas'd to hear a modem tale. 

When fports went round, and all were gay, 
On neighbour Dobfon's wedding-day, 
Death call'd afide the jocund groom 
With him into another room j 
And looking grave — 4 You mud, favs he, 
4 Quit your i'weet bride, and come with me. 
' With you ? and quit my Sufan's fide ? 
4 With you ? the haplefs human d cried : 
1 Young as I am, 'tis monftrcus hard ! 
* Befides, in truth, I'm not prepar d : 
1 My thoughts on other matters go ; 
4 This is my wedding-night, you know.' 

What more he urg'd I have not heard, 
His reafons could not well be Itrongcrj 
So Death the poor delinquent fpar'd, 

And left to live a little longer. 
Yet calling up a ferious look, 
His hour-glafs trembled while he fpoke — 
4 Neighbour,' he laid, farewel : no more 
4 Shall Death difturb your mirthful hour : 
1 And farther, to avoid all blame 
4 Of cruelty upon my name, 
4 To give you time for perparation, 
4 And fit you for your future iLtion, 
4 Three ieveral warning! you (hail have, 
' Before you're lun.mon'd to the < rave s 
1 Willing for 01.ee I '11 quitmv pre)-, 

1 Aiid grant a kind reprieve } 



In 
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* In hopes you'll have no more to fa) r , 

* But, when I call again this way, 

< Well pleas'd the world Will leave/ 

To thefe conditions both conientedj 
And parted perfectly contented. 

What next the hero of oar tale bcfel, 
How long he liv'd, h$w wile, how welJ, 
How roundly he purfued his courfe, 4 
And fmok'd his" pipe, and iirok'd his horfe, 

The willing mule Ih ill tell : 
He" chaftor'd then, he bought, he fold, 
Nor once percciv'd his growing old, 

Nor thought of D^ath as near ; 
His friends not falle, his wife no (hrew, 
Many his Irakis, his children few, 

He pals'd his hours in peace : 
But while he view'd his wealth increafe, 
While thus a long Life's dufty road 
The beaten track content he trod, 
OidTime, whofe hade no mortal fpares, 
Uncalled, unheeded, unawares, 

Brought on his eightieth year. 

And now, one night, in muling mood, 
And all alone, he fete, 
Th' unwelcome melTenger of Fate 

Once nlore before him flood. 

Half kilJM with anger and furprife, 
1 So foon, returnM ! old Dobfon cries. 

■ So foon, d' ye call it !' Death replies i 

* Surely, my friend, you 're but in jelt ; 

* Since I was here before 

4 'Tis fix-and-thirty years at leaft, 

* And you are now fourfcore,' 

* So much the worfe the clown rejoin'd; » 
c To fpare the aged would be kind ; 

1 However, fee your (earch.be legal ; 

* And your authority — is 't regal ? 

* Elfe you are come on a fool's errand, 

* With but a Secretary's warrant. 

' Befidcs you promis'd me three. Warnings, 
1 Which I havelook'd for nights and mornings ! 

* But for that lofs of time and esfe, 

* I can recover damages.* 

* I know,' cries Death, ' that, at the bell, 
' I (eldom am a welcome guelt ; 
1 But don't be captious, friend at leafl: : 
« I little thought you'd ftiil be able 

4 To itump about your* farm and (table ; 

* Your years have run to a great length ; 
' I wifh you joy, tho', of your ftrengtli V 

1 Hold,' fays the -farmer, ' not fo fa ft ! 
1 I have been lame thefe four years pauV- 

' And no great wonder,' Death replies : 
4 However, you (till keep your eyes ; 

* And fare, to fee one's loves and friends, 

1 For legs, and arms* would make amends.' - 
1 Perhaps,' fays Dobfon, fi So it might, 

4 But latterly I've loft my fight/ 
' This is a mocking (lory, faith j 

4 Yet there's fome comfort (till,' lays Death: 

' Each itrives your fadnefs to amule ; 

* 1 warrant you hear all the news. 

* There 's none,' cries he ; and if there were, 
1 I'm grown fo deaf, I couid not hear/ 



• Nay, then V the fpectre (tern rejoin'd, 
1 Thefe are unjuftifiable ^earnings ; 
' If you arc Lame, and Deaf, and Blind, 
£ You have had your three Efficient Warnings 
' So come along, no more we'll part :* 
He laid, and touch'd him with his dart ; 
And now, old Dbbfbn turning pale, 
fields to his fate — ends my tale. 



170. The Cifs Country Box. Lloyd. 
Vos Capere, ct Grip's aio bene viverc, quorum 
Confyicimr nitidis fundata prcunia vi'lis. hor. 
'TMie wealthy cit, grown old in trade, 

Now wilhes for the rural (hade, 
And buckles to his one-horfe chair 
Old Dobbin, or the founder'd mare 5 
While wedg'd in clofely by Ids fide, 
Bits Madam, his unwieldy bride, 
With Jacky on a (toed before 'em, 
And out they jog in due decorum. 
Scarce pall the turnpike half a mile, 
c How all the country feems to fmile!* 
And as they (lowly jog together, 
The cit commends the road and weathers 
While Madam doats upon the trees, 
And longs for ev'ry houfe (he fees j 
Admires its views, its (ituation, 
And thus (he opens her oration : 

c What lignities the loads of wealth, 
e Without that richeft jewel, health ? 
4 Excufe the fondnefs of a wife, 
* Who doats upon your precious life ! 
£ Such ceafelefs toil, fuch conftant care, 
' Is more than human ftrengtli can bear : 
1 Que may obferve it in your face— 
' Indeed, my dear, you break apace; 
£ And nothing can your health repair, 
c But exercife and country air. 

< SirTrafric has a houfe, you know 
1 About a mile from Cheney-row : 

J He's a good man, indeed, 'tis true; 

< But not fo warm, my dear, as you : 
1 And folks'are always apt tovfneer — 

i One would not be out-done, my dear V 
Sir Traffic's name, fo well appLied, 

Awak'd his brother-merchant's pride; 

And Thrifty , who had all his life 

Pcid utmoft deference to his wife, 

Confefs'd her arguments had realbn ; 

And by th 1 approaching fummcr (ea(on 

Draws a'few hundreds from the ltocks* 

And purchales his Country Box. 
Some three or four miles out of tpwn 

(An hour's ride will bring you down) 

He fixes on hie choice abode, 

Not half a furlong from the road; 

And fo convcniu;t does it lay, 

The ftages pals it ev'ry day : 

And then (o Ihug, fo mighty pretty, 

To have a houfe 16 near the city ! 

Take lmt your places at the Boar, 

You 're let down at the very door. 
Well then, fuppofe them nVd at lalt, 

White wattling, painting, fciubbmg paft : 
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Hugging themfelvcs in cafe and clover, 
With ali the fufs of moving over j 
Lo, a new heap of whims are bred, 
And wanton in my lady's head ! 
* Well ! to be lure, it muft be own'd, 

* It is a charming fpot of ground ; 

* So fweet a diltance for a ride, 

' And all about lb couhtryfied ; 

4 'Twould come but to a trifling price 

4 To make it quite a paradife ! 

* I cannot bearthofe nafty rails, 

4 Thofe ugly, broken, mouldy pales : 
4 Suppofe, my dear, inftcadof thefe, 

* We build a railing all Chinefe ; 

* Altho > one hates to be exposed, 
4 *Tis difmal to be thus inclos'dj 
4 One hardly ahy objects fees — 

4 1 wifh you'd fell thofe odious trees. 
4 Objedts continually pafling by, 
4 Were fomething to amuie the eye j 
4 But to be pent within the walls, 
4 One might as well beat St. Paul's. 

* Our houfe beholders would adore, 
4 Was there a level lawn before, 

' Nothing its views to incommode, 

4 Bnt quite laid open to the road'; 

4 While every traveller, in amaze, 

4 Should on our little manfion gaze ; 

4 And, pointing to the choice' retreat, 

4 Cry, 44 That's Sir Thrifty 's country-feat ! M 

No doubt her arguments prevail, 
For Madam's t\\ste can rfever fail. 

Blefl age I when all men may procure 
The title of a tonnoifTeurj 
When noble and ignoble herd 
Are govern *d by a fingle word ; 
Tho', like the royal German dames, 
Ie bears an hundred Chriltian names— 
As Genius, Fancy, Judgment, Gout, 
Whim, Caprice, Je ne fcais cjuoi, Virtu. 
Which appellations all defcnbe 
Taste, and the modern talteful tribe. 

Now bricklayers, carpenters, and joiners, 
With Chinefe ai tilts and deiigners, 
Produce their fchemes of alteration, 
To work this wondrous reformation. 
The ufeful dome, which fecret flood, 
Eraboibm'd in the yew tree's wood, * 
The traveller with amazement fees 
A temple Gothic or Chinefe, 
With many a bell and tawdry rag on, 
And crelted with a fprawling dragon j x 
A wooden ai ih is bent afliridc 
A ditch of water, four feet wide, 
With angels, curves and zig-zag lines. 
From Halfpenny's exacl deligns 5 
In front a level lawn is feen, 
Without a flirub upon the green ; 
Where Tafte would want its firit great law, 
But for the Ikulking, lly ha-ha j 
By whofe miraculous affiltance 
You gain a profpett to fields diftance. 
And now from Hyde-park Corner come 
The geds of Athens and of Rome. 
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Here fquabby Cupids take their places, 
With Venus, and the clumfy Graces - t 
Apollo there, with aim lb clever, 
Stretches his leaden bow for ever, 
And there, without the pow'r to fly, 
Stands rix'd a tip-toe Mercury. 

The villa thus completely grae'd, 
All own, that Thrifty has a talk- ; 
And Madam's female friends and coufinsy 
With common-council men by dozens, 
Flock cv'ry Sunday to the leat, 
To Hare about them, and to eat. 



§ 171. Report of an adjudged Cafe, not to be found 
in any of the Books. C 0 W p e R • 

nETWEEN Nole and Eyes a ftrange contelt 
*r arofe ; 

The fpeclacles fet them unhappily wrong; 
The point in difpute was, as all the world knows 

To which the laid fpectacles ought to belong 
So theTonguewastheIawyer,and argued the cau;e 

With a great deal of lkill, and a wig full of 
learning ; 

While chief baron Far fat to balance the laws, 
So fam'd for his talent in nicely difcerning. 

In behalf of the Nofe, it will quickly appear,' 
And, your lordlhip, he faid, will undoubtedly 

find, 

That the Nofe has had fpectacles always in wear, 
Which amounts to poireflion time out of mind. 

Then, holding the fpe&acles up to the court— 
Your- lordihip obferves they are made with a 
ftmddle, 

As wide as the ridge of the Nofe is ; in fhort 
Deiign'd to fit dole to it, juit like a faddle. 

Again. would your lordihip a moment fuppole 
('Tisacafe that has happen'd,andmaybeygain) 

That the vilage or countenance had not a Nofe, 
Pray who would or who could wear fpectac les 
then ? ^ 

On the whole itappears, and my argument Ihews, 

Witharealoning the court will nevercondeinn, 
Tint the fpectaclesplainly were made for theNoie, 

And the Nofe was as plainly intended for tliem^ 
Then Ihifting his fide, as a lawyer knows how, 

He pleaded again in behalf of the eyesj 
But what were his arguments few people know, 

For the court did not think they were equally 
wife. 

So his lord fli ip decreed, w ith a grave folemn tone, 
Decilive and clear, without one if or but — 

That whenever the Nofe put his fpectacles on, 
By day-light or candle-light — Eyes Ihouldbe 
. (hut. 



§ 172. On the Birth Day of S half fear e. A Canto. 

Taken from hiillorks. Berlnglr. 
Natura Ipfa val^re, ct mentis viribus excitan, et quad 
quodam divino fpiritu afH iri. 

PEACE to this meeting ! 

Joy and fair time, health and good w ilhes : 

Now 
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Now, worthy friends, the cnufc why we are met 
Is in celebration of the day that gave 
Immortal Sh ikfpeire to this favoured ifle, 
The molt replenifhed fweet work of nature, 
Which from the prime creation e'er fhe fram'd. 
O thoudivinettNature! howthyfelfthoublazon^ft 
In this thy fonl form'd in thy prodigality, 
To hold thy mirror up, and give the time 
Its very form and preflure ! When he lpeaks 
teach aged ear plays truant at his tales, 
And younger hearings are quite ravilhed, 
60 voluble is his difcourle — gentle 
As Zephyr blowing beneath the violet, 
Not wagging its fweet head — yet as rough 
(His noble blood enchaf d) as the rude wind, 
That'by the top doth take the mountain pine, 
And make him ftoopto th'vale. — 'Tiswonderful 
That an invifible inftincl mould frame him 
To loyalty, unlearn'd ; honour, untaught ; 
Civility, not feert in others; knowledge 
1 That wildly grows in him, but yields a crop 
As if it had been fown. What a piece of work ! 
How noble in faculty ! infinite in reafon ! 
A combination and a form indeed, 
Where every God did feem to let his feal ! 
Heaven has him now — yet let our idolatrous 
Still fanclify his relics ; and this day [fancy 
Stand aye diftinguifh'd in the kalendar 
To the laft (yllable of recorded time: 
For, if we take him but for all in all, 
We ne'er lhall look upon his like again. 



§ 173. On Ihe Invention of Letters. 

Tell me what Genius did the art invent, 
The lively image of the voice to paint ; 
Who firft the fee ret how to colour found, 
And to give lhape to reafon, wifely found; 
With bodies how to clothe ideas, taught ; 
And how to draw the picture of a thought : 
Who taught the hand to foeak, the eyt to hear 
A filent language roving far and near; [found, 
Whcic fofteft noife oiitftrip* loud thunder's 
And ip reads her accents thro' the "world's vaft 
round ; 

A voice heard by the deaf, fpokeby the dumb, 
Whofe echo reaches long, long time to come ; 
Which dead men fpeak, as well as thofe alive— 
Tell me what Genius did this art contrive. 



§ 1 74. The AnfiOef. 
'|~MfE noble art to Cadmus owes its rife 
* Of painting words, and f peaking to the eyes ; 
He firft in wondrous magic fetters hound 
The airy voice, and ftopp'd the living found ; 
The various figures, by his pencil wrought, 
Gave colour form, and body to the thought. 



§ 175. On a. Spider. 

Artist, who underneath my table 
Thy curious texture halt difplay'd ! 



Who, if we may believe the fable, ^ 

Wert once a lovely blooming maid t 
Infidious, reftlefs, watchful fpider, 

Fear no officious damfel's broom j 
Extend thy artful fabric wid-T, 

And fpread thy banners round my room. 
Swept from the rich man's coftly ceiling, 

Thou'rt welcome to my homely roof; 
Here mayft thou find a peaceful dwellings 

And undifturb'd attend thy woof: 
Whiift I thy wondrous fabric flare at, 

And think on haplefs poet's fate ; 
Like thee confin'd to lonely garret, 

And rudely banifh'd rooms of ltate. 
And as from out thy tortur'd body 

Thou draw 'It thy (lender ftring with pain 5 
So does he labour, like a noddy, 

To fpin materials from his brain : 
He for fome fluttering tawdry creature, 

That fpreads her charms before his eye j 
And that's a conqueft little better 

Than thine o'er captive butterfly. 

Thus far 'tis plain we both agree, 

Perhaps our deaths may better fhew it— • 

'Tis ten to one but penury 
Ends both the lpidcr and the poet. 



§ I76. The Extent 6f Cookery. SHENSTONEi 

Aliufquc et Idem. 

TX> hen Tom to Cambridge firft was fent, 

A plain brown bob he wore, 
Read much, and look'd as tho' he meant 

To be a fop no more. 
See him to Lincoln's Inn repair, 

His refolution flag; 
He cherifhes a length of hair, 

And tucks it in a bag. 

Nor Coke nor Salkeld he regards, 

But gets into the houfe; 
And foon a Judge's rank rewards 

His pliant votes and bows. 
Adieu, ye bobs / ye bags, give place \ 

Fuli-b:ttoms, come inftead ! 
Good Lord ! to fee the various ways 

Of drefling — a calf's-'head. 



§ 177. Slender s Ghoft. SuENSTONH. 
Curae leves loquuntur, ingentes ftupant. 
t^eneath a chufch-yard yew, 
^ Decay 'd and worn with age, 
At dufk of eve, methought I fpied 
Poor Slender's ghoft, that whimpering cried, 

O fweet ! O i wcet Anne Page 1 

Ye gentle bards, give ear 1 

Who talk of amorous rage, 
Who fjpoil the lily, rob the rofe ; 
Come learn of me to weep your Woes t 

O fweet I Q fweet Anne Page 1 

3 V Why 
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Why fliould Rich laboured ilrains 

\ our formal Mufe engage ? 
I never dreamt of flame or dart, 
That nVd my breaft, orpiere'd my heart, 

But figlrd, O fweet Anne Page I 

And you, whofe lovc-fick minds 

No medicine can afluage, 
Accufe the leech's art no more, 
But learn of Slender to deplore, 

O fweet ! O fweet Anne Page! 

And you, whofe fouls are held 

Like linnets in a cage, 
Who talk of fetters, links, and chains, 
Attend, and imitate my ftrains : 

O fweet ! O fwcet Anne Page ! 

And you, who.boqjl or grieve, 

What horrid wars ye wage ! 
Of wounds receiv'd from many an eye j 
Yet mean as I do when 1 ligh, 

O fweet ! O fweet Anne Page ! 
Hence every fond conceit 

Of (hepherd, or of fage ! 
% Tis Slender s voice, 'tis Slender's way, 
Exprelfes all you have to fay — 

O fweet ! O fweet Anne Page ! 
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§ 179. To the Memory of George Lewis Lani>to* 9 
Efq. who died on his T ravels to Rome. Shipley, 
j^angton, dear partner of my foul, 



Hamlefs Soliloquy imitated. J ago. 
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Tb print, or not to print— that is the queftion 
Whether 'tis better in a trunk to bury 
The quirks and crotchets of outrageous fancy, 
Or fend a well -wrote copy to the prefs, 
And, by difclofmg, end them. To print, to doubt 
fco more ; and by one aft to fay we end 
The head-ach, and a thoufand natural (hocks 
Of fcribbling phrenfy — 'tis a confummation 
Devoutly to be wifiVd. To print — to beam 
From the fame ihelf with Pope, in calf well bound: 
To ileep, perchance, with Quarles— Ay, there's 
the rub-** 

For to what clafs a writer 1 way be doom'd, 
When he hath muffled oft\fome paltry ilutf, 
Muft giveus paufe.There'sthe refpeft that makes 
Th' unwilling poet keep his piece nine years. 
Forwho would bear th' impatient third of fame, 
The pride of confeious merit, and, 'bove all, 
The tedious importunity of friends, 
Whenas himfelf might his quietus make 
With a bare inkhorn ? Who would fardels bear, 
To groan and fweat under a load of wit, 
But that the tread of lteep Parnallus' hill 
(That undifcover'd country, with whofe bays 
Few travellers return) pufczles the will, 
And makes us rather bear to live unknown, 
Than run the hazard to be known and damn'd? 
Thus critics do make cowards of us all ; 
And thus the healthful face of many a poem 
Is licklied o'er with a pale manufenpt; 
And enterprifes of great fire and fpirit 
With this regard from Dodfley turn away, 
y\nd loll the name of Authors. 



Accept what pious paffion meditates 
To grace thy fate. Sad memory, 
And grateful love and impotent regret, 
Shall wake to paint thy gentle mind, 
The wife good-nature, friendlhip delicate; 

In fecret converfe, native mirth 
And fprightly fancy, fweet artificer 

Of focial pleafure ; nor forgot 
The noble thirft of knowledge and fair fam* 

That led thee far through foreign climes 
Inquilitive : but chief the pleafam banks 

Of Tiber, ever-honour'd ftream, , 
Detain'd thee vifiting the laft remains 

Of ancient art; fair forms exacl 
In fculpture, columns, and the mould'ring bi ; 

Of theatres, [n deep thought wrapp'd 
Of old renown, thy mind furvey'd the fcenes 

Delighted where the firft of men 
Once dwelt, familiar: Scipio, virtuous chief, 

Stern Cato, and the patriot mind 
Of faithful Brutus, bed philofopher. 

Well did the generous fearch employ [death 
Thy blooming years by virtue crown'd, though 

Unfeen opprefs'd thee, far from home, 
A helplefs ftranger. No familiar voice, 

No pitying eye, cheer'd thy laft pangs. 
O worthy longeft days ! for thee (hall flow 

The pious iblitary tear, 
And thoughtful fi itndmipfadden o'er thine urn; 



§ 1 8c. The Brewers Coachman. Taylor. 

Honest William, an eafy and good-natur'd . 
fellow, 

Would a little too oft get a little too mellow. 
Body coachman was he to an eminent brewer- 
No better e'er fat on a box, to be Aire, [mif'fei 
I His coach* was kept clean, and no mothers or 
Took that care ot their babes that he took of 
his horfes. 

He had thefe — ay, and fifty good qualities more* 
But the bufinefs of //jy>/f;/g cou Id ne'er be got o'er s 
So his mailer effectually mended the matter, 
By hiring a man who drank nothing but water. 
Now, William, lays he, you fee the plain cafe; 
Had you drank as he does, you had kept a good 
place. [done lb, 

Drink water! quoth William — had all men 
You'd never have wanted a coachman, I trow. 
They're foakers, like me, whom you load with 
reproaches, 

That enable you brewers to ride in your coaches . 



§ 181. Ode on the Death of Matzel, a favouriti 
Bullfinch. Addrefed to Philip Stanhope, Efq. 
( natural Son to the Earl of Chef cr field) to nvkom 
the Author had given the Reverjion of it zK-bea 
he left Drefden. Williams. 
'■pRY not, my Stanhope, 'tis in vain, 
To ftop your tear*, to hide yottr pain, 

Of 
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» Or check your honed rage: 
Give forrow and revenge their fcope. 
My prefent joy, your future hope, 
Lies murder" d in his cage. 

MatzePs no more! Ye graces, loves, 
Ye linnets, nightingales, and doves, 

Attend th' untimely bier \ 
Let every forrow he exprefs'd, 
'Beat with your wings each mournful bread, 

And drop the natural tear. 

In height of fong, in beauty's pride, 
By fell Grimalkins's claws he died- 1 - 

But vengeance (hall have way j 
On pains and tortures Til refine j 
Yet, Matzel, that one death of thine 

His nine will ill repay. 

For thee, my bird, the facred Nine, 
Who lov'd thy tuneful notes, lhall join 

In thy funereal verfe : 
My painful talk (hall be to write 
Tir eternal dirge which they indite, 

And hang it on thy hearle. 

In vain I lov'd, in vain T mourn, 
My bird, who never to return 

Is fled to happier (hades, 
Where Le(bia (hall for him prepare 
The place mod charming and moil fair 

Of all th' Elyfian glades. 

There (hall thy notes in cypreft grove 
Sooth wretched ghofts that died for love ; 

There (hall thy plaintive drain 
Lull impious Phaedra's endlefs grief, 
To Procris yield fome (hort relief, 

And foften Dido's pain ! 
"Till Proferpine by chance (hall hear 
Thy notes, and make thee all her care, 

And love thee with my love ; s 
While each attendant foul (hail praile 
The matchlefs Matzel's tuneful lays, 

And all her fongs approve. 

* 182. To -morro n Jj. COTTON. 
Pcreunt et Imputantur. 
n^o-MORROW, didft thou fay ? 
* Methought I heard Horatiofay, To-morrow. 
Go to — I will not hear of it — To-morrow ! 
'Tis a (harper, who Hakes his penury 
Againft thy plenty— who takes thy ready cadi, 
And pays thee nought but vvifhes, hope*, and 
promifes, 

The currency of ideots — injurious bankrupt, 
That gulls the eafy creditor ! — To-morrow 4 
It is a period, nowhere to be found 
In'all the hoary regifters of Time, 
Unlefs perchance in the fools calendar. 
Wifdom difclaims the word, nor holds fociety 
With thofe who own it. No, my Horatio, 
Tis Fancy's child, and Folly is its father ; [lefs 
Wrougkt of fuch ftuft'as dreams are,ind a-; bale- 
As the fantaltic vifion* of the evening. 



But foft, my friend— arreft the prefent mo- 
ments j 

For be aflu'r'd they nil are arrant tell-tales ; 
And tho' their night be (ilent,and their path 
Trackle/s, as the wing'd couriers of the air, 
They poR to heaven, and there record thy folly, 
Becaufe, tho* ftation'd on the important watch* 
Thou, like a deeping, faithlefs fentinel, 
Didd let them pans unnotie'd, unimproved. 
And know, forthat thou flumb'reddon the guard 
Thou (halt be made to anfwer at the bar 
For every fugitive; and when thqu thus 
Shalt (land impleaded at the high tribunal 
Of hood-wink'd Juftice, who (hall tell thy audit ? 

Then (lay the prefent inilant, dear Horatio, 
Imprint the marks of wifdom on its wings, [cioua 
'Tis of more worth than kingdoms ! far more pre- 
Than all the crimfon treafures of life's fountain, 
O ! let it not elude thy grafp ; but, like 
The good old patriarch upon record, 
Hold the fleet angel fad, until he blefs thee. 



§ 183. On Lord Cobhanis Gardens. CoTTO!f# 
tt puzzles much the fages' brains, 

Where Eden dood of yore ; 
Some place it in Arabia's plains ; 
Some fay, it is no more. 

But Cobham can thefe tales confute, 

As all the curious know ; 
For he has prov'd beyond difpute 

That Paradife is Stowe. ' 



§ 184. To a Child jive Years old. Cotton. 
P* aire st flow'r, all flowVs excelling 
" Which in Eden's garden grew, 
Flow'rs of Eve's embower'd dwelling 

Are, my fair-one, types of you. 
Mark, my Polly, how the rofes 

Emulate thy damalk cheek ; 
How the bud its fweets diiclofes ; 

Buds thy opening bloom befpeak. 
Lilies are, by plain direction, 

Emblems of a double kind j 
Emblems of thy fair complexion, 

Emblems of thy fairer mind. * 
But, dear girl, both flow'rs and beauty 

Bio (Tom, fade, and die away ; 
Then purfue good fenfe and duty, 
Evergreens that ne'er decay. 

§ 185. To Mifs Lucy Forte/cue. Lytteltoh, 

Once, by the Mufe alone infpir'd, 
I lung my am rous drains,? 
No ferious love my bolom fir'd j 
Yet every tender maid, deceiv'd, 
The idly mournful tale believ'd, 
And wept my fancied pains. 

But Venus now, to punUh me, 

For having ftign'd 16 well, 
Has made my heart fo fond of thee, 

3D 2 that 
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Tint' not the whofe Aonian quire 
Cih accents foft enough inlpire 
Its real flame to tell. 



§186. To Mr. Wef* 



atW'tdham\, 174c. 

Lyttelton 



j Tj'AlR. Nature's fweet fimplicity, 
* With elegance refin'd, 
Well in thy leat, my friend, I fee, 

But better in thy mind. 
To both from courts and all their ftate 

Eager I fly, to prove 
Joys far above a courtier's fate, 

Tranquillity and love. 



The Temple of the Mufes. 
Temple. 



To the Countef 



and Graces to Phcebus coni- 



ng he Mufes 
*- plaint, 

* That no more on Jhe earth a Sappho remain'd 
" Thai their empire of wit was now at an end, 
" And on beauty alone the Sex muft depend : 
" To the Men he had giv'n all his fancy and 

" fire, 

" Art of healing to J Armftrong, as well as his 
"lyre:'* 

When Apollo replied, " To make you amends, 

* In one Fair you ihall fee wit and virtue, good 

•J friends : 

*' The Grecian's high-fpirit and fweetnefs I'll 
cc join 

4< With a true Reman virtue, to make it divine : 

* Your.prideand my boait, thus form'd, would 

" you know, 
" You muft viiit the earthly Elyfium of-Stowe. 



§ 189. To Mifs Wilkes, on her Birth-day, Aug, 
16th, 1767. Written in France. 

Wilkes, 

Again I tune the vocal lay 
On dear Maria's nataHay. 
This happy day I '11 not deplore . 
My exile from my native fnore. 
No tear of mine to-day mall Mow 
For injured England's cruel woe, 
For impious wounds to Freedom given, 
The firft, moft (acred gift of Heaven : 
The Mufe with joy mall prune her wing j 
Maria's ripen'd grace's ling : 
And, at feventeen, with truth mall own 
The bud -of beauty's fairly blown. 
Softnefs and fweeteft innocence 
Here ihed their gentle influence; 
Fair modelty comes in their train, 
To grace her fitter virtue's reign. 
Then, to give (pirit, talte and eafe, 
The fov'reign art, the art to pleale ; 
Good-huinour'd wit, and fancy gay, 
To-morrow cheerful as to-da) r , 
The fun -fliine of a mind ferene, 
Where all is peace within, are feen. 
What can the grateful Mufe alk more ? 
The gods have lavifh'd all their ftore. 
Maria (hines their darling care ; 
€till keep her, Heaven, from every fnare: 
May Hill unfpotted be her fame, 
May (he remain through life the fame, 
Unchang'd in all — except in name ! 



§ 188. To a Lady who fung in too low a Voice. 

•fXTHEN beauteous Laura's gentle voice 

Divides the yielding air, 
Fix'd on her lips, the falVring founds- 
Excel s of joy declare. 

There, lingering round the rofy gate, 
They view their fragrant cell ; 
Unwilling to depart that mouth 
Where all the Graces dwell. 

Some tuneful^accents ftrike the fenfe 
With ibit imperfect found ; 
While thoujand others die within, 
In their own honey drown'd. 

Yet thro' this cloud, di Hindi and clear, 
Sweet fenfe directs its dart ; 
And, while it feems to fliun the ear, 
Strikes full upon the heart.- 



1 

s 



§ 190. 



To Mifs Wilkes, on her Birth-day, Aug, 
16th, 1768. Written in Prifou. 

WrLKSS. 



flow (hall the Mufe in prifon fing, 

How prune her drooping ruffled win 
Maria is the potent fpell, 
Ev'n in thefe walls, all grief to quell j 
To cheer the heart, rapture infpire, 
And wake to notes of joy the lyre, 
1 The tribute vcrfe again to pay 
I On this aufpicious feitive day. 
When doom'd to quit the patriot band, 
And exil'd from my native land, 
Maria was my fure relief; 
Her prefence baniuVd every grief. 
Pleafurccame fouling in her train, 
And chas'd the family of Pain. 
Let Lovers every charm admire, 
The eafy flnpe, the heav'nly fire 
That from thofe modelt beaming eyes 
The captive heart at once furpriie. 
A Father's is Another part ; 
I praife the virtues of the heart, 
And wit fo elegant and free, 
Atlemper'd fweet with modefly. 



* Gilbert Weft, Efq. the author's coufin. f Near Croydon. 

X Dr John Aimftiong, author of The Art of Prefcrving Health, Sec. 
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And may kind Heaven a lover fend 
Of lenfe, of honour, and a friend, 
Thofe virtues always to protect, 
Thole beauties — never to neglect ! 



turrets 



An Ode in Imitation oj Alc<*us. 

Sir William Jones. 
f hat conftitutes a State ? [mound 
Not high-rais'd battlements or laboured 
Thick wall or moated gate ; crown'd 
Not cities proud, with fpires and 

Not bays and broad-arm'd ports, 
Where, laughing at the ltorm, rich navies ride ; 

Not itarr'd and fpangled courts, [pride. 
Where Iow-brow'd balenefs wafts perfume to 

No — men, high-minded men, 
With powers as far above dull brutes endued 

In foreft, brake, or den, 
As beafcs excel cold rocks and brambles rude : 

Men who their duties know, 
But know their rights, and, knowing, dare 
maintain ; 
Prevent the long-aim'd blow, 
And crufh the tyrant while they rend the chain : 

Thefe conftitute a State ; 
And Sov'reign Law, that State's collected will, 

O'er thrones and globes elate 
Sits emprefs, crowning good, reprefling ill i 

t Smit by her facred frown, 
The fiend Difcretion * like a-vapour finks, 

And e'en the all-dazzling crown 
Hides his faint rays, and at her bidding fhrinks. 

Such was this heav'n-lov'd ifle, 
Than Lefbos fairer and the Cretan more ! 

No more (hall freedom fmile ? 
Shall Britons languifh, and be men no more ? 

Since all muft life refign, 
Thofe fweet rewards which decorate the brave 

'Tis folly to decline, 
And ileal inglorious to the filent srave. 



He was refolvM to crown his life, 
And by that means to fix his wife. 
The girls were picas 'd at his conceit 5 
Each drefs'd herfelf divinely neat; 
With faces full of peace and plenty, 
Blooming with roles, under twenty. 
For furely Nancy, Betfy, Sally, 
Were fweet as l ilies of the valley : 
But fingly furely buxfome Bet 
Was like new hay and mignionet j 
But each furpaffd a poet's fancy, 
For that, of truth, was faid of Nancy : 
And as for Sal, lhe was a Donna, 
As fair as thofe of old Crotonaf , 
Who to Apelles lent their faces 
To make up madam Helen's graces, 
To thofe, the gay divided Pirn 
Came elegantly fmart and trim: 
When ev'ry fmilihg maiden, certain, 
Cut of the cheefe to try her fortune. 
Nancy, at once, not fearing — caring 
To fhew her laving ate the paring ; 
And Bet, to mew her gen'rous mind, 
Cut, and then threw away the rind ; 
While prudent Sarah, fure to pleafe, 
Like a clean maiden, fcrap'd the cheefe. 
This done, young Pimlico replied, 
" Sally I now declare my bride : 
" With Na"n I can't my' welfare put, 
" For Ihe has prov'd a dirty flut : 
" And Betfy, who has par'd the rind, 
w Would give my fortune to the wind. 
" Sally the happy medium chofe, 
H And I with Sally will repofe; 
" She's prudent, cleanly; and the man; 
" Who fixes on a nuptial plan 
" Can never err, if he will choofe 
*' A wife by cheefe~before he' ties the noofe/* 



"the Choice of a Wife by Cheefe. 

Captain Thompson. 
fT"* here liv'd in York, an age ago, 
* A man whofe name was Pimlico 1 
He lov d three fitters parting well, 
But which the belt he could not tell. 
Thefe filters three, divinely fair, 
Shew'd Pimlico their tendered care; 
For each was elegantly bred, 
And all were much inclin'd to wed ; 
And all made Pimlico their choice, 
And prais'd him with their fweetelt voice. 
Young Pirn, the gallant and the gay, 
Like afs divided 'tween the hay, 
At laft refolv'd to gain his eafe, 
And choofe his wife by eating cheefe. 
He wrote his card, he feal'd it up, 
And faid with them that night he'd fup ; 
Defir'd that there might only be 
Good Chefhire chee/e, and but them three ; 

* Difcretionary or arbitrary power, 
beautiful Helen, 



§ 1 9 'The Choice. Pom fret. 

If Heaven the grateful liberty would give, 
That I might choofe my method howto live, 
And all thofe hours propitious fate mould lend, 
In bliisful eafe and fatisfaclion fpend : ^ 

Near fome fair town I'd have a private feat, 
Built uniform, not little, nor too great ; # 
Better, if on a rifing ground it ftoocj ; 
On this lide fields, on that a neighbouring wood; 
It fliould within no other things contain, • 
But what are ufeful, necefTary, plain: 
Methinks 'tis naufeous, and I'd ne'er endure 
The ntedlefs pomp of gaudy furniture. 
A little garden i grateful to the eye ; 
Where a cool rivulet runs murmuring by : 
On whole delicious banks a lhitely row . 
Of fhady limes, or fycarnores, fhould grow. 
At th' end of which a filent (tudy plac'd 
Should be with all the nobleft authors grae'd ; 
Horace and Virgil, in whofe mighty lines v 
Immortal wit, and folic! learning lhines $ • 
Sharp Juvenal, and amorous Ovid too, 
Who all the turns of love's foft paffion knew : 

I Antlles, from five beautiful virgins of Crotoaa, drew the 
3 D 3 
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He that with judgment reads his charming lines, 
In which ftrongart with flronger nature joins, 
Mud grant his fancy does the beft excel ; 
His thoughts fo tender, and exprefs'd lb well : 
With all thofe moderns, men of fteady fenfe, 
Ffteem'd for learning and for eloquence. 
In fome of thefe, as fancy fhould adviie, 
I'd always take my morning exercife : 
For fure no minutes bring us more content, 
Than thole in pleafing uleful lludies fpent. 

I'd have a clear and.competent eftate, 
That I might live genteelly,- but not great : 
As much as I could moderately fpend, 
A Httle more fometimes t' oblige a friend. 
Nor fhould the fons of poverty repine 
Too much at fortune, they fhould tafteof mine ; 
And all that objects of true pity were, 
Should be relieved with what my wants could 
fpare : 

Tor that our Maker has tgo largely given, 
Should be returned in gratitude to Heaven 
A frugal plenty ihould my table (bread ; 
My friends with no luxurious dimes fed : 
Enough to fatisfy, and fomething more 
To feed the ftrangerand the neighbouring poor, 
Strong meat indulges vice, and pampering food 
Creates difeafes, and inflames the blood. 
But what's furncient to make nature lirong, 
And the bright lamp of life continue long, 
I'd freely take j and, as I did polTefs, 
The bounteous Author of my plenty blefs. 
I'd have a little vault, but always ftor'd 
With the bell wine each vintage could afford. 
Wine whets the wit, improves its native force, 
And gives a pleafant flavour todifcourfe : 
By making all our fpirits debonair, 
Throws olf the lees, the fediment of care. 
J>ut as thegreatell blefftng Heaven lends 
May be debauch'd, and ierve ignoble ends j 
So, but too oft, the grape's re frefhing juice 
Does many mifchicvous effects produce, 
My houfe ihould no luch rude dilbrders know, 
As from high drinking confequently flow ; 
Nor would I ufe what was fo kindly given, 
To the difhonour of indulgent Heaven." 
If any neighbour came, he ihould be f ree, ] 
Us'd with refpeel, and not uneafy be, 
Jn my retreat, or to himfelf or me. 
What freedom, prudence, and right reafon give, 
AH men may, with impunity, receive ; 
Butthe lealUwtrvingfromtheirrule's too much j 
For what's forbidden us, 'tis death to touch. 

That life may be more comfortable yet, 
And all my joys refin'd, fincere, and great ; 
I'd choofe two friends, wlrofe company would 
A great advance to my felicity : [be 
We.] -born, of humours fuited to my own, 
Difcreet, and men as well as books have known : 
Brave, generous, witty, and exactly free 
From loofe behaviour, or formality : 
Airy and prudent j merry, but not light ; 
Quick in difceming, and in judging right : 
Secret they ihould be, faithful to their truft ; 
In rcaioiijng.cool, ftrong, temperate, and jult : 



Obliging, open, without huffing, brave, 
Briik in c;ay talking, and in fober, grave: 
Clofe in difpute, but not tenacious ; try'd 
By folid reafon, and let that decide : 
Not prone to.luft, revenge, or envious hate: 
Nor bufy meddlers with intrigues of ftate : 
Strangers to (lander, and fworn foes to fpite j 
Not quarrelibme, but flout enough to fight; 
Loyal, and pious, friends toCasfar; true 
As dying martyrs to their Maker too. 
In their fociety I could not mils 
A permanent, fincere, iubftantial blifs. 

I'd be concem'd in no litigious jar ; 
Belov'd by all, not vainly popular. 
Whate'eraffiftance I had power to bring, 
T' oblige my country, or to ierve my king, 
Whene'er they call, I'd readily afford 
My tongue, my pen, my counfel,ormy fword. 
Law-fuits I'd fhun, with as much ftudious care. 
As I would dens where hungry lions are j 
And rather put up injuries, than be 
A piague to him, who'd be a plague to me, 
I value quiet at a price too great, 
To give for my revenge fo dear a rat£ : 
For what do we by all our buttle gain, 
But counterfeit delight for real pain ! 

If Heaven a date of many years would give, 
Thus I'd in pleafure, eafe, and plenty live. 
And as I near approach'd the verge of life, 
Some kind relation (for I'd have no wife) 
Should take upon him all my worldly care, 
Whillf. I did for a better ftate prepare. 
Then I'd not be with any trouble vex'd, 
Nor have the evening of my days perplex'd; 
But, by a filent and a peaceful death, 
Without a figh refign my aged breath, 
And when committed to the duft, I'd have 
Few tears, but friendly, dropt into my grave; 
Then would my exit fo propitious be, 
All men would wilh to live and die like me. 



§ 19+. To my Candle. Peter PrNDAR, 
'pHOU lone companion of the fpec"tred night, 
4 I wake amid thy friendly-watchful light, 
f Ttr Ileal a precious hour from lifelefs lleep— 
^ Hark, the wild uproar of the winds ! and hark, 
p I Hell's genius roams the regions of the dark, 
And lwells the thundering horrors of the deep. 

From cloud tocloud the palemoon hurrying flies; 
Now blacken'd, and now flafhing thro' her Ikies, 
But all is f;tence here — beneath thy beam, 
I own I labour for the voice of praife — 
For who would link in dull oblivion's fiream ? 

Who would not live in fongs of diftant days ? 
TnUs while I wond'ring paule o'er Sbakfpeare% 

I mark, in vifions of delight, the Sage, 
High o'er the wrecks of man, who ftands 
.fublime; 
A column in the melancholy wafte - 
(Its cities humbled, and its glories pafl)^ 1 
Majeftic, 'mid the iolitude oi time. 

Yet 
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Yet now to fadnefs let me yield the hour — 
Yes, let the tears of pure ft friendlhip'ihow'r. 
I view, alas ! what ne'er fhould die— 
A form that wakes my deepeft figh ; 

A form, that feels of death the leaden deep— 
Descending to the realms of made, 
I view a pale-ey'd panting maid, 

I fee the Virtues o'er their fav'rite weep. 
Ah ! could the Muffs fimple pray V 

Command the envied trump of fame, 
Oblivion (ho aid Eliza fpare : 

A world fhould echo with her name. 
Art thou departing too, my trembling friend 
Ah ! draws thy little luftre to its end ? 

Yes, on thy frame Fate too fhall fix her feal — 
O let me, penfive, watch thy pale decay ; 
How fall that frame, fo tender, wears away ! 

How fall thy life the reftlefs minutes fteal ! 
How ilender now, alas ! thy thread of fire ! 
Ah ! falling, falling, ready to expire ! 

In vain thy ftruggles — all will loon be o'er, 
At life thou fnatcheft with an eager leap : 
Now round I fee thy flame fo feeble creep, 

Faint, lefs'ning, quiv'riiig, glimmering — now 
no more ! 

Thus fhall the funs of Science fink away, 
And thus of beauty fade the faireft rlow'r- 

For where's the Giant who to Time mall fay, 
u Deftruclive tyrant, I arreft thy pow'r ?" 



775 



All thoughts of cutting will difdain, 
Save only — « cut and come again.'* 



$ 195. Prcfented together iu:th a Knife by the 
Rev. Samuel Bishop, Head M after of Mer- 
chant Taylors School, to his Wife on her Wedding 
Day y uohich happened to be her Birth Day and 
New Years Day. 

A knife, dear girl, cuts love, they fay- 
Mere modifh love perhaps it may; 
For any tool of any kind 
Can fep'ratewhat was never join'd. 
The knife that cuts our love in two 
Will have much tougher work to do : 
Muft cut your foftnels, worth, and Ipirit 
Down to the vulgar fize of merit 5 
To level yours with modern tafte, 
Muft cut a world of fenfe to wafte ; 
And from yourfingle beauty's ftore, 
Clip what would dizen out a fcore. 
The felf-fame blade from me muft fever 
Senfation, judgment, fight for everj 
AH mem'ry of endearments paft, 
AH hope of comforts long to Jaft, 
AH that makes fourteen years with you 
A fummer — and a fhort one too: 
AH that affection feels and fears, 
When hours, without - you, feem like years. — 
Till that be done (and I'd as foon 
Believe this knife will clip the moon) - 
Accept my prefent undeterr'd, 
And leave their proverbs to the herd, 
If in a kifs— delicious treat ! 
Vour lips acknowledge the receipt ; 
Love, fond of fuch fubftantial fare, 
.And proud to play the glu^on {here. 



§ 196. By the fame, tvith a Ring. 

" rpHEE, Mary, with this ring I wed/* 

Sd fixteen years ago I faid — 
Behold another ring ! "For what ?" 
" To wed thee o'er again — why not ?'* 

With the rirft ring 1 married youth, 
Grace, beauty, innocence, and truth: 
Tafte longadmir'd, fenfe long rever'd: 
And all my Molly then appear d. 

If fhe, by merit lince difclos'd, 
Prov'd twice the woman I fuppos'd, 
I plead that double merit now, 
To juftify a double vow. 

Here then to-day (with faith as line, 
With ardour as intenfe and pure, 
As when amidft the rites divine 
I took thy troth, and plighted mine) 
To thee, fweet girl, my fecond ring, 
A token and a pledge I bring; 
With this I wed, till death us part, 
Thy riper virtues to my heart ; 
Thefe virtues, which, before untry'd, 
The wife has added to the bride ; 
Thofe virtues, wiiofe progrefiive claim, 
Endearing wedlock's very name, 
My foul enjoys, my long approves, 
For confeience fake, as well as love's. 

For why ?— .They fliew me hour by hour 
Honour's high thought, affe&ion's pow'r, 
Discretion's deed, found judgment's fentence j 
And teach me all things — but repentance. 



s 



1 9 7. Wntfuntide. Written at Winch eft er Col- 
lege, on the immediate Approach of the Holidays, 

rjENCE, thou fur-clad Winter, fly j 

Sire of lhivering poverty ! 
Who, as thou cFeep'ft with chilblains lame 
To the crowded charcoal flame, 
With chattering teeth and ague cold, 
Scarce thy making fides canft hold 
Whilft thou draw'ft the deep cough out ; 
God of foot-ball's noify rout, 
Tumult loud and boift'rons play, 
The dang'rous Aide, the fnow-ball fray. 
But come, thou genial fon of Spring, 
WhitAintide, and with thee bring 
Cricket, nimble boy and light, 
In flippers red and drawers white ; 
Who o'er the nicely meafur'd lan4 
Ranges around his comely band, 
Alert to intercept each blow, 
Each motion of the wary foe. 

Or patient take thy quiet itand, 
The angle trembling in thy hand, 
And mark, with penetrative eye, 
Killing the wave, the frequent fly j 
Where the trout with eager fpring 
Forms the nuny-ciicled ring, 

3D* 
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And, leaping from the filver tide, 
Turns to the fun his fpeckled fide. 

Or lead where Health, a Naiad fair, 
With rofy cheek and dropping hair, 
Prom the fulrry noon -tide beam, 
Pives in Itchin's cryftal dream. 
Thy vot'ries, rang'd in order due, 
To-morrow's wiih'd-for dawn (hall view, 
Greeting the radiant ftar of light 
With matin hymn and early kite: 
P'en now, thefe ballow'd haunts among, 
To thee we raife the choral fong; 
And fwell with echoing minitreliy 
The ft rain of joy and liberty. 
If pleafures fuch as thefe await 
Thy genial reign, with heart elate 
Porthee I throw my gown afide, 
And hail thy coming, Whitiuntide, 

§ 198. Chrijlmas. 

Hence, Summer, indolently laid 
To ileep beneath the cooling made i 
Panting quick with iultry heat, 
Thirft and taint fatigue, retreat ! 

Come, Chriftmas, father thou of mirth, 
Patron of the feltive hearth, 
Arour.cl whole ibcial evening flame 
The jovial fong, the winter game, 
The chafe rcnew'd in merry tale, 
The fealbn's carols never fail : 
Who, tho' the winter chill the fkies, 
Canft catch the glow of exercife, 
pollowing fwift the foot-bairs courfc; 
Or with unrefiftcd force, 
Where frofl arrefts the hardened tide, 
Shooting 'crofs the rapid Aide ; 
Who, ere themifty morn is grey, 
To fome high covert hark 'It away, 
While Sport, on lofty courfer borne, 
3n concert winds his echoing horn 
With the deeply-thund'ring hounds, 
Whofe clangour wild, and joyful founds, 
While echo iwells the doubling cry, 
Shake the woods with harmony. * 
How does my eager bofom glow 
To give the well-known tally-ho! 
Or ihew, with cap inverted, where * 
Stole away the cautious hare. 
Or, if the blait of winter keen 
Spangles o'er the filvery green, 
IBooted high thou lov'lt to tread, 
Marking, thro* the fedgy mead, 
Where the creeping moor-hen lies, 
Or fnipes with fudden twittering rife; 
Or joy'ft the early walk to take 
Where thro' the pheafant-haunted brake, 
Oft as the well-aim'd gun refounds, 
The eager-dafliing fpaniel bounds. 

For thee of buck my breeches tight, 
Clanging whip, and rowels bright, 
The hunter's cap my brows to guard, . 
And fujt of fportive green's prepar'vl 3 
For lince thefe delights are thine, 
Chi illmas, with thy bands I join. 



EXTRACTS, Book IV. 

§ 199. An Elcy on the Death of a mad Dog. 

Goldsmith, 

r^ooo people all, of every fort, 

^ J Give ear unto my fong, 

And if von nnd it wondrous (hort, 

It cannot hold you lon^. 
In Iflington there was a man, 

Of whom the world might fay, 
That ftill a godly race he ran, 

Whene'er he went to pray. 
A kind and gentle heart he had, 

To comfort friends and foes \ 
The naked every day he clad, 

When he put on his clothes. 
And in that town a dog was found, 

As many dogs there be, 
Both mongrel,, puppy, whelp, and hotinqi 

And curs of low degree. 
This dog and man at firft were friends 5 

But, when a piepje began. 
The dog to gain his private ends 

Went mad and bit the man. 
Around from all the neighbouring ftreet$ 

The wondering neighbours ran, 
And fwore the dog had loft his wits, 

To bite fo good a man. 
The wound it feem'd both fore and fad 

To ev'ry chriftian eye ; 
And wbile they fwore the dog was mad^ 

They fwore the man would die. 
But foon a wonder came to light, 

That fhew'd the rogues they ly'd i 
The man recover'd of the bite, 

The dog it was that dy'd. 



§ 10c V Allegro \ or Fun, a Parody. 
/"vff, blubbering Melancholy! 
^ Of the blue devils and book learning bora^ 
In duity ichools forlorn ; 
Amonglt black-gowns, fquare caps, and books 
unjolly, 

Hunt out fome college cell, [fchemes, 

Where muzzing quizzes mutter monkilk 

And the old proclor dreams ; 

There, in thy fmutty walls, o'erruri with dock. 

As ragged as thy (mock, 

With nifty, fufty fellows ever dwell. 

But come, thou baggage, fat and free, 
By gentles cali'd Feitivity, 
And by us. rolling kiddies, Fun, 
Whom mother Shipton, one by one, 
With two Wapping wenches more, 
To (kipping Harlequino bore : 
Or whether, as fome deeper fay, 
Jack Pudding op a holiday 
Along with Jenny Diver romping, 
As he met her once a pumping, 
There, on heaps of dirt and mortar, 
And cinders walh'd in cabbage- water, 
Fill'd her with thee a (trapping laffie, 
So fpunky, brazen, bold, and faucy. 
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Hip ! here, jade, and bring with thee 

jokes and lhiggering jollity, 

Chriltmas gambols, waggilh tricks, 

Winks, wry faces, licks and kicks, 

Such as fall from Moggy's knuckles, 

And love to live about her buckles ; 

Spunk, that hobbling watchmen boxes, 

And Horfe-laugh hugging both his doxies j 

Come, and kick it as you go, 

On the it umping hornpipe-toe; 

And in thy right hand haul with thee, 

The Mountain brim French liberty. 

And it* I give thee puffing due ? 

Fun, admit me of thy crew, 

To pig with her, and pig with thee, 

In everlafting frolicks free : 

To hear the iweep begin his beat, 

And fqualling ftartle t he dull itreer, 

From his watch-box in the alley 

Till the watch at fix doth fally j 

Then to go, in fpite of lleep, 

And at the window cry, " Sweep ! fweep V* 

Through the ftreet-door, or the area, 

Or, in the countiy, through the dairy ; 

While the dulhnan, with his din, 

Bawls and rings to be let in, 

And at the fore, or the back-door, 

Slowly plods his jades before. 

Oft hearing the fow-gelder's horn 

Harfhly roufe the jfnorinz morn, 

From the fide of a large fquare, 

Through the long Itreet grunting far. 

Sometimes walking Til be feen 

By Tower-hill, or Moorfields green, 

Right againft Old Bed lam- gate, 

Where the mock king begins his (late, 

Crown'd with ltraw, and rob'd with rags t 

Cover'd o'er with jags and tags, 

While the keeper near at hand 

Bullies thole who leave their ftand; 

And milk-maids', fcreams go through your ears, 

And grinders lharpen rufty fheers, 

And every crier fqualls his cry 

Under each window he goes by. 

Straight mine eye hath caught new gambols, 
While round and round this town it rambles j 
Sloppy Itreets and foggy day, 
Where the blundering folks do ftray j 
Pavements, on whofe flippery flags • 
Swearing caachmen drive their nags 5 
Barbers jollied 'guinft your fide, 
Narrow Itreets, and gutters wide. 
Grub-fireet garrets now it fees, 
To the mufe opert and the breeze, 
Where perhaps, lbme fcribbler hungers, 
The hack of neighbouring newfmongers. 
Hard by, a tinker's furnace fmokes, 
From betwixt two paftry-cooks, 
Where dingy Dick and Peggy, met, 
Are at their fcurvy dinner let, 
Of cow-heel, and fuch celler meflTes, 
Which the fplay-foot Rachael drefles ; 
And then in halte the mop me leaves, 
And with the boy the bellows heaves 5 



Or if 'tis late, and (hop is (hut, 
Scrubs at the pump her face from fmut. 

Sometimes, all for fights agog, 
To t' other end of the town I jog, 
When St. James's bells ring round, 
And the royal fiddles founct. 
When every lord's and lady's bum 
Jigs it in the drawing-room ; 
And young and old dance down the tuns, 
In honour of the fourth of June ; 
Till candles fail and eyes are fore, 
Then home we hie to talk it o'er, 
With ltories told of many a treat, 
How Lady Swab the fweetmeats eat ; 
She was pinch'd and fomething worfe, 
And ihe was fobb'd and lolt her purfe; 
Tell how the drudging Weltjee fweat, 
To bake his cuftards duly fet, . - 

When in one night, ere clock went feven, 
His 'prentice-lad had robb'd the oven 
Of more than twenty hands had put in 5 
Then lies him down, a little glutton, 
Stretch'd lumbering 'fore the fire, they tell ye t 
And bckes the cuftards in his belly; 
Then crop-fick down the ltairs he flings 
Before his mafter's bell yet rings. 
Thus done the tales, to bed they creep. 
By hoofs and wheels foon lull'd tofleep. 

But the city takes me then, 
And Xhtbums of bufy men, 
Where throngs of train-band captains bold 
In time of peace fierce meetings hold, 
With Itores of ftock-jobbers, whofe lies 
Work change of ftocks and bankruptcies j 
Where bulls and bears alike contend 
To get the cam they dare not fpend. 
Then let aldermen appear, 
In fcarlet robes, with chandelier, 
And city feafts and gluttony, 
With balls upon the lord -mayor's day ; 
Sights that young 'prentices remember, 
Sleeping or waking, all November. 

Then to the play-houfes anon, 
If Quick or Bannifter be One; 
Or drolleft Parlbns, child of Drury, 
Bawls out his damns with comic fury. 
And ever, againft hum-drum cares, 
Sing me fome of Dibdin's airs, 
Married to his own queer wit, 
Such as my making fides may fplit, 
In notes, with many a jolly bout, 
Near Beaufort Buildings oft roar'd out, * 
With wagging curls and fmirk lb cunning, 
His rig on many a boody running, 
Expoling all the ways and phizzes 
Of " wags, and oddities and quizzes;'* 
That Shuter's felf might heave his head 
From drunken fnoozes, on a bed 
Of pot-houfe benches fprawl'd, and hear 
Such laughing fongs as won the ear 
Of all the town, hi s flip to cover, 
Whene'er he met 'em half-feas over. * 
Freaks like thefe if thou canft give, 
Fun, with thee I wilh to live, 

§ 201. 
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§ 201. Tke Piflure. 

A portrait, at my lord's command 
Completed by a curious hand— 
For dabblers in the nice vertu 
His lordfhip fet the piece to view, 
Bidding their connoifteurfhips tell 
Whether this work was finihVd well : 
Why — fays the lcudeft, on my word, 
Tis not a likenefs, good my lord ; 
Nor, to be plain, for fpeak I mull, 
Can I pronounce one feature juft. 
Another effort ftraight was made, 
Another portraiture eflfay'd ; 
The judges were again befought 
Each to deliver what he thought. 
Worfethan the firft, the critics bawl ; 
Oh what a mouth ! how monftrous fmall ! 
Look at the cheeks— how lank and thin. ! 
See, what a moft prepofterous chin I 
After remonltrance made in vain, 

I *D, fays the painter, once again 
(If my good lord vouchfafes to fit) 
Try for a more fuccefsful hit ; 

If you '11 to-morrow deign to call, 
We "11 have a piece to pleafe you all. 
To-morrow comes — a picture 's plac'd 
Before thofe fpurious fons of tafte— 
In their opinions all agree, 
This is the vileft of all three. 
€f Know — to confute your envious pride 
(His lordlhip from the canvafs cried), 
44 Know — that it is my real face, 

II Where you could no refemblance t trace : 
" I Ve tried you by a lucky trick, 

fl And prov'd your genius to the quick: 
" Void of all judgment, goodnefs, fenfe, 
« Out — ye pretending varlets, — hence I" 
The connoifleurs depart in hafte, 
Pefpis'd, neglected, and dilgrae'd. 



$ 202. The 



TU 



ST 



Modem Tine Gentleman, Written 
in the Year 17+6. 

SOAME JENYNS. 
Quale portpntum ncque minitaris 
Daunia in Utis alit efculetis, 
Nec Jubae tellus generat, leonum 
Aridu nutrix* 

bioke from fchool, pert, impudent, and 

J 1 r ™> 
Expert in Latin, more expert in- taw, 

His honour polls o'er Italy and France, 

Meafures St. Peter's dome, and learns to dance. 

7 hence,having quick through various countries 

flown, 

Cleaned all their follies and exposal his own, 

Ke back returns, a thing fo ft range all o'er, 

As never ages pail produe'd before \ 

A monfter of fuch complicated worth, 

As no one lingle clime cou'd e'er bring forth j 



Kalf-itheift, papiit, gameftcr, bubble, rook, 
Half ridler, coachman, dancer, groom, and cook. 

Next, becaufe bulinefs is now all the vogue, 
And who 'd be quite polite muft be a rogue, 
In parliament he purchales a feat, 
To make th* accomplihVd gentleman complete. 
There fafe.in felf-iufficient impudence, 
Without experience, honelly, or fenfe, 
Unknowing in her intTeft, trade, or laws, 
He vainly undertakes his country's caufe: 
Forth from his lips, prepar'd at all to rail, 
Torrents of nonienfe burft like bottled ale, 
* Tho* fliallow, muddy ; brifk, tho' mighty dull; 
Fierce without ftrengthjo'ernowingjtho 1 notfull. 

Now quite a Frenchman in his garb and air, 
His neck yok'd down with bag and folitaire, 
The liberties of Britain he fupports, 
And itorms at place -men, minifters, and courts j 
Now in cropt greafy hair, and leather breeches, 
He loudly bellows out his patriot fpeeches ; 
Kings, lords, and commons ventures to abufe, 
Vcr dares to (hew thofe ears he ought to lofe. 
From hence to White's our virtuous Cato flies,) 
There lits with countenance erect and wife, J 
And talks of games of whift, and pig-tail pies ;) 
Plays all the night, nor doubts each law to break 
Himfelf unknowingly has help'd to make; 
Trembling and anxious, ftakes his utmoft groat, 
Peeps o'er his cards, and looks as if he thought} 
Next morn difowns the lofTes of the night, 
Becaufe the fool would fain be thought a bite. 

Devoted thus to politics and cards, 
Nor mirth, nor wine, nor women he regards; 
So far is ev'ry virtue from his heart, 
That not'a gen'rons vice can claim a part; 
Nay, leif one human paflion e'er mould move 
His foul to friendfhip, tendernefs, or love, 
To Fig^and B rough ton f he commits Jiisbrealf, 
To fteel it to the falhionable teft. 

Thus poor in wealth, he labours to no end, 
Wretched alone, in crowds without a friend; 
Infenfible to all that 's good or kind, 
Deaf to all merit, to all beauty blind j 
For love too buiy, and for wit too grave, 
A harden'd, fober, proud, luxurious knave j 
By little actions ftriving to be great, 
And proud to be, and to be thought a cheat. 

And yet in this fo bad is his fuccefs, 
That, as his fame improves, his rents grow lefs; 
On parchment wings his acres take fheir flight, 
And his unpeopled groves admit the light ; 
With his eltate his int'reft too is done, 
His honeft borough fecks a warmer fun: 
For him, now cam and liquor flows no more, 
His independent voters ceafeto roar; 
And Britain (bon muft want the great defence 
Of all hi s honefty and eloquence, 
But that the generous youth, more anxious ^ 
grown \ 
For public liberty than for his own, ( 
Marries fome jointur'd antiquated crone ; X 



Parody on thefe lines of Sir John Denham : 

Tho* deep yet clear, tho' gentle yet not dull, 

Strong without rage, without 0V.1 flowing fufl. 
One, a celebrated pnze-fi^htcr j the ether, a no lefs famous lexer. 
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And boldly, when his country is at ftuke, 
Braves the deep yawning gulph, like Curtius, 
for its fake. 
Quickly again diftrefs'd for want of coin, 
He digs no longer in th 1 exhaufted mine, . 
But leeks preferment, as the lall refort, 1 
Cringes each morn at levees, bows at court, > 
And, from the hand he hates, implores iupport.) 
The minifter, well pleasM at fmall expence 
To filence fo much rude impertinence, 
Withiqueezeand whifper yields to his demands, 
And on the venal lilt enroird he Hands ; 
A ribband and a penfion buy the Have i 
This bribes the fool about him ; that the knave. 
And now arrived at his meridian glory, 
He finks apace, defpiYd by Whig and Tory; 
Of independence now he talks no more, 
Nor (hakes the fenate with his patriot roar; 
But fiJent votes, and, with court-trappings hung, 
Eyes his own glittering liar, and holds his tongue. 
In craft political a bankrupt made, 
He fticks to gaming, as the Purer trade; 
Turns downright fharper, lives by fucking blood, 
And grows, in fliort, the very thing he wou'd : 
Hunts out young heirs who have their fortunes 
fpent, 

And lends them ready cam at cent, per cent. 
Lays wagers on his own and others' lives, 
Fights uncles, fathers, grandmothers, and wives, 
Till Death at length, indignant to be made 
The daily lubjecl of his fport and trade, 
Veils with his fable hand the wretch's eyes, 
And groaning for thebettshelofes by 't, he dies. 



§203. An EfiJIk, written in the Country, to the 
Right Honourable the Lord Lovelace, then in 
ToiAjn. September 1735. Jenyns 

tn days, my Lord, when mother Time, 
Tho' now grown old, was in her prime, 

When Saturn firft began to rule, 

And Jove was hardly come from fchoof, 

How happy was a country life ! 

How free from wickedneis and ftrife ! 

Then each man liv'd upon his farm, 

And thought and did no mortal harm; 

On moffy banks fair virgins flept, 

As harmlefs as the flocks they keptj 

Then love was all they had to do, 

And nymphs were chaffce, and fwains were true 
But now, whatever poets write, 

'Tis fure the cale is alter\l quite : 

Virtue no more in rural plains* 

Or innocence, or peace remains ; 

But vice is in the cottage found, 

And country girls are oft unlound j 

Fierce party rage each village fires, 

With wars of juitices and 'lquiresj 

.Attorneys, for a barjey flraw, 

Whole ages hamper folks in law, 

And ev'ry neighbour 's in a flame 

About their rates, or tythes, or game: 

Some quarrel for their hares and pigeons, 

And fome for difference in religions ; 



Some hold their parfon the bed preacher, 
The tinker fome a better teacher ; 
Thefe, to the Church they fight for ftrangers, 
Have faith in nothing but her dangers - t 
While thofe, a more believing people, 
Can fwallow all things— but a fteeple. 

But I, my Lord, who, as you know, 
Care little how thefe matters go, 
And equally deteft the ltrife 
And ul'ual joys of country life. 
Have by good fortune little lhare 
Of its diveriions, or its care ; 
For feldom I with Tquires unite, 
Who hunt ail day and drink all night, 
Nor reckon wonderful inviting, 
A quarter-feffions, or cock-fighting: 
But then no farm I occupy 
With fheep to rot, and cows to die ; 
Nor rage I much, or much defpair, 
Tho' in my hedge I find a fnare j 
Nor view I, with due admiration, 
All the high honours here in fafhion ; 
The great commiflions of the quorum, 
Terrors to all who come before 'em j 
Militia fcarlet edgM with gold, 
Or the white ftarf high -iherifFs hold 5 
The reprefentative's carelfing, 
The judge's bow, the bifliop's blefllngj 
Nor can I for my foul delight 
In the dull featt of neigmV ring knight, 
Who, if you fend three days before, 
In white gloves meets you at the door, 
With iiiperfiuity of breeding 
Firlt makes you fick, and then with feeding: 
Or if, with ceremony cloy'd, 
You would next time fuch plagues avoid, 
And vifit without previous notice, 
" John, John, a coach ! — I can't thiuk who 'tis-' 1 * 
My lady cries, who fpies your coach 
Ere you the avenue approach : 

Lord, how unlucky ! — walhing day 1 
" And all the men are in the hay ! M 
Entrance to gain is iomething hard, 
The dogs all bark, the gates are barr'd; 
The yard 's with lines of linen crofs'd, 
The hall-door \s lock'd, the key is loft: 
Thefe difficulties all overcome, 
We reach at length the drawing-room ; 
Then there 's fuch trampling over-head, 
Madam you *d fwear was brought- to- bed j 
Mils in a hurry burfts her lock, 
To get clean ileeves to hide her fmock $ 
The fervants run, the pewter clatters, 
My lady drefies, calls and chatters ; 
The cook-maid raves for want of butter, 
Pigs fqueak, fowls fcream, and green geefe flutter* 
Now after three hours tedious waiting, 
On all our neighbours' faults debating, 
And having nine times view'd the garden, 
In which there 's nothing worth a farthing, 
In comes my lady, and the pudden : " ' 
" You will excufe, fir, — on a hidden"— 
Then, that we may have four and four, 
The bacon, fowls, and cauliflow r 

Their 
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Their ancient unity divide, 

The top one graces, one each fide ; 

And by and by, the fecond courle . 

Comes lagging like a diftane'd horfe ; 

A falver then to church and king, 

The butler fweats, the glafTes ring: 

The cloth remov'd, the toafts go round, 

Bawdy and politics abound ; 

-And, as the knight more tipfy waxes, 

We damn all minifters and taxes. 

At laft the ruddy fun quite funk, 

The coachman tolerably drunk, 

Whirling o'er hillock, ruts, and Hones, 

Enough to diflocate one's bones, 

We home return, a wondrous token 

Of heaven's kind care, with limbs unbroken. 

Afflict us not, ye gods, tho' tinners, 

With many days like this, or dinners \ 

But if civilities thus teafe me, 
Nor bufinefs nor diveriions pleaie me ; 
You Ml afk, my Lord, how time I fpend ? 
J anfwer, with a book or friend : 
The circulating hours dividing 
'Twixt reading, walking, eating, riding : 
But books arc Tftill my higbeft joy, 
Thefe earlieit pleafe, and lateft cloy. 
Sometimes o'er diftant climes I ftray, 
By guides experiene'd taught the way j 
The wonders of each region view, 
From frozen Lapland to Peru ; 
Bound o'er rough leas, and mountains bare, 
Yet ne'er forfake my elbow chair. 
Sometimes fome fani'd biftorian's pen 
Recalls part: ages back agen; 
Where all I lee, thro' ev'ry page, 
Is but how men, with fen i clefs rage, 
fcach other rob, deftroy, and burn, 
To fcrve a pri eft's, a ftatefman's turn : 
Tho' loaded with a different aim, 
Yet always afTes much the fame. 
Sometimes I view with much delight, 
Divines their holy game-cocks fight ; 
Here faith and works, at variance fet, 
Strive hard who mall the vicYry get j 
Prefbytery and epifcopacy, 
They fight fo Jong, it would amaze ye: 
Here free-will holds a fierce dilpute 
With reprobation abfolute; 
There fenfe kicks traniubftantiation, 
And reafon pecks at revelation. 
With learned Newton now I fly 
O'er all the rolling orbs on high, 
Vitit new worlds, and for a minute 
This old one fcorn, and all that 's in it i 
And now with lab'ring Boyle I trace 
Nature thro* ev'ry winding maze ; 
The latent qualities admire 
Of vapours, water, air, and fire ; 
With pleating admiration fee 
Matter's furpriling fubtilty ; 
As how the final left lamp difplays, 
For miles, around, its fcutter'd rays ; 



Or how (the cafe ftill more t* explain) 
A * fart, that weighs not half a gjrain, 
The atmoiphere will oft perfume 
Of a whole fpacious drawing-room. 

Sometimes I pafs a whole long day , 
In happy indolence away, 
In fondly meditating o'er 
Palt pleafures, and in hoping more ; 
Or wander through the fields and woods, 
And gardens bath'd in circling floods; 
There blooming flowers with rapture view, 
And fparkfmg gems of morning dew, 
Whence in my mind ideas rife 
Of Celia's cheeks, and Chlce's eyes. 

'Tis thus, my Lord, I free from ftrife 
Spend an inglorious country life: 
Thefe are the joys I ftill purfue, 
When abfent from the town and you i 
Thus pafs long fummer funs away, 
Butily idle, calmly gay : 
Nor great, nor mean, nor rich, nor poor, 
Not having much, nor wiming more j 
Except that you, when weary grown 
Of all the follies of the town, 
And feeing in all public places 
The fame vain fops and painted faces, 
Wou'd fometimes, kindly condefcend 
To vitit a dull country friend : * 
Here you '11 be ever lure to meet 
A hearty welcome, tho' no treat 5 
One who has nothing elfe to do, 
But to diveit himfelf and you : 
A houfe, where quiet guards the door, 
No rural wits fmoke, chink, and roar; 
Cli oice books, lafe horfes, wholefome liquor, 
Billiards, backgammon, and the vicar. 

$ 204. Horace. Book 11. Ode ic. Cow per, 
TO eceive, dear friend, the truths I teach, 
So (halt thou live beyond the reach 
Of adverfe fortune's powY: 
Not always tempt the diftant deep, 
Nor always timoroufly creep 

Along the treach'rousfliore. 
He that holds faft the golden mean, 
And lives contentedly between " 

The little and the great, 
Feels not the wants that pinch the poor, 
Nor plagues that haunt the rich man's door, 

Jmbitt'ring all his ftate. 
The tailed pines fed moft the pow'r 
Of wintry blaft: the ioftieft tow'r 

Comes heavieft to the ground ; 
The bolts that fpare the mountain's tide 
His cloud-capt eminence divide, 
And fpread the ruin round. 
The well-informM philofopher 
Rejoices with a wholefome fear, 

And hopes in fpite of pain : 
If winter bellow from the north, 
Soon the Tweet fpring comes dancing forth, 
And nature laughs again. 



See Boyle's Experiments. 
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What if thine heaven be ovcrcaft, 
The dark appearance will not laft ; 

Expert a brighter fky ; 
The God that ltnngs the filver bow 
Awakes iometimes the mufes too, 

And lays his arrows by. 
If hindrances obftrucl: thy way, 
Thy magnanimity difplay, 

And let thy itrength be feeni 
But, oh ! if fortune fill thy lail 
With more than a propitious gale, 

Take half thy canvas in. 

A Reflefiion on the foregoing Ode. CoWPER. 
A nd is this all ? Can realbn do no more 
■** Than bid me fliun the deep, and dread the 
Sweetmoralift ! afloat on life's rough fea [Ihore? 
The Chriftian has a heart unknown to thee j 
He holds no parley with unmanly fears, 
Where duty bids he confidently iteers j 
Faces a thouland dangers at her call, 
And, trailing in his God, iurmounu them all. 

The Shrubbery. Written in a Time of AffliBion. 

Cowper. 

f\ happy (hades ! to me unbleft, 
" Friendly to peace, but not to me ; 
How ill the fcene that offers reft, 
And heart that cannot reft, agree ! 

This glafty ft ream, that fp reading pine, 

Thole alders quiv'iing to the breeze, 
Might (both a foul lei's hurt than mine, 

And pleafe, if any thing could pleafe. 
But fix'd unalterable care 
, , Foregoes not what (he feels within ; 
Shews the fame fadnefs ev'ry where, 

And flights the iealbn and the lcene. 
For all. that pleasM in wood or lawn, 

While peace poflefsM thefe filent bow'rs, 
Her animating imile withdrawn, 

Has" loft its beauties and its pow'rs. 
The faint or moralift mould tread 

This mofs-grown alley, mufing flow; 
They feek, like me, the lecret fhade, 

But not, like me, to nourifli woe. 
Me fruitful fcenes and profpects wafte 

Alike admonilh not to roam : 
Thefe tell me of enjoyments paft, 

And thole of forrows yet to come. 

Mutual forbearance necefj'ary to the Happinefs of 
the Married State. CowpeR. 
he Lady thus addrefs'd her fpoufe — 
What a mere dungeon is this houfe ! 
By no means large enough j and, was it, 
Yet this dull room, and that dark clofet, 
Thofe hangings with their worn-out Graces, 
Long beards, long nofes, and pale faces, 
Are fuch an antiquated fcene, 
They overwhelm me with the fpleen. . J 

Sir Humphry, ihooting in the dark, 
Makes anfwer quite befide the mark ; 
No doubt, my dear, I bade him come, 
Engaged myielf to be at home, 



And (hall expeel him at the door 
Precifely when the clock itrik.es fcuin 

You are fo denf, the Lady cried, 
(And rais'd her voice, and frown'd befide) 
You are lb fadly deaf, my dear, 
What fhall I do to make you hear ? 

Difmifs poor Harry ! he replies, 
Some people are more nice than wife 5 
For one flight trefpafs all this ftir ! 
What if I did ride whip and fpur, 
Twas but a mile — your fa v 'rite horfe 
Will never look one hair the worfe.— 
Well, I proteft 'tis paft all bearing !— 
Child ! I am rather hard of hearing. — 
Yes, truly — one mult ffream and bawl j 
I tell you, you can 't hear at all. 
Then, with a voice exceeding low, 
No matter if you hear or no. 

Alas ! and is domeftic ftrife, 
That fore ft ill of human life, 
A plague fo little to be fear'd, 
As to be wantonly incurr'dj 
To gratify a fretful pailion, 
On ev'ry trivial provocation ? 
The kindeft and the happieft pair 
Will find occalion to forbear, 
And fomething ev'ry day they live 
To pity, and perhaps forgive. 
But if infirmities that fall 
In common to the lot of all, 
A blemiih, or a fenfe impair'd, 
Are crimes fo little to be fpar'd, 
Then farewell all that muft create 
The comfort of the wedded ftate ! 
Inftead of harmony, 'tis jar, 
And tumult, and inteftine war. 
The love that cheers life's late£ ftage, 
Proof againft ficknefs and old age, 
Preferv'd by virtue from declenfion, 
Becomes not weary of attention, 
But lives when that exterior grace 
Which firft infpir'd the flame, decays* 
*Tis gentle, delicate, and kind, 
To faults compaffionate or blind, 
And will with (ympathy endure 
Thofe evils it would gladly cure. 
But angry, coarfe, and harfh expreflloii 
Shews love to' be a mere profeflion, 
Proves that the heart is none of his, 
Or foon expels him if it is. 



The Winter Nofcgay. CowPER. 
t^hat nature, alas! has denied 
vy To the delicate growth of our ifle,| 
Art has in a mealure fupplied, 

And winter is deck'd with a fmiJe, 
See, Mary, what beauties I "bring 

troin the flielter of that funny died, 
Where the fiow'rs have the charms of the fprir 

Though abroad they are frozen aud dead. 
'Tis'a bow'r of Arcadian fweets, 

Where Flora is ftill in her prime, 
A fortrels to which (he retreats 

From the cruel afTaults of the elime. 

WL 
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While earth wears a mantle of fnow, 

The pinks are as frefh and as gay 
As the fairest and fweetest that blow 

On the beautiful bofom of May. 
See how they have fafely furviv'd 

The frowns of a Iky fo fevere ; 
Such Mary's true love, that has liv'd 

Through many a turbulent year. 
The charms of the late blowing role 

Seem gracM with a livelier hue, 
And the winter of forrow best lhcws 

The truth of a friend luch as you. 

BoaMcea, art Ode. Cow per. 
«7hen the Britifh warrior queen, 

* Bleeding from the Roman rods, 
Sought, with an indignant mien, 

Couniel of her country's gods, 
Sage, beneath a fpreading oak, 

Sat the Druid, hoary chief, 
Ev'ry burning word he fpoke 

Full of rage and Full of grief : 
Princefs i if our aged eyes 

Weep upon thy matchlefs wrong?, 
*Tis becaufe refentment ties 

All the terrors of our tongues. 
Rome (hall perifh — write that word~ 

In the blood that (he has fpilt j 
Perifh hopelefs and abhorr'd, 

Deep in ruin as in guilt. 
Rome, for empire far renownM, 

Tramples on a thoufand states, 
Soon her pride (hall kifs the ground- 
Hark ! the Gaul is at her gates. 
Other Romans fhall arife, 

Heedlefs of a foldier's name ; 
Sounds, not arms, (hall win the prize, 

Harmony the path to fame. 
Then the progeny that fprings 

From the forests of our land, 
Arm'd with thunder, clad with wings, 

Shall a wider world command. 
Regions Caefar never knew 

'thy posterity fhall fway, 
Where nis eagles never flew. 

None invincible as they. 
Such the bard's prophetic words, 

Pregnant with celestial fire, 
Bending as he fwept the chords 

Of his fweet but awful lyre. 
She, with all a monarch's pride, 
Felt them in her bofom glow, 
RuflVd to battle, fought and died, 

Dying hurl'd them at the foe. 
Ruffians, pitilefs as proud, 

Heaven awards the vengeance due; 
Empire is on us bestowM, 
Shame and ruin wait for you. 

Hero ij m . Cowper. 
nruitRE was a time when ^Etna's filent firs 
**■ Slept unperceivM, the mountain yet entire ; 
When, confcious of no danger from below, 
bhe tovver'd a cloud- .apt pyramid of GiOW, 
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No thunders (hook with deep intestine found 
The blooming groves that girdled her around, 
Her un&uous olives and her purple vines 
(Unfelt the fury of thole burlting mines) 
The pealant's hopes, and not in vain, allur'd, 
In peace upon her Hoping fides matured. 
When on a day, like that of the Uft doom, 
A conflagration laboring in her womb, 
She teem'd and heav'd with an infernal birth, 
That (hook the circling feas and folid earth. 
Dark and voluminous the vapours rife, 
And hang theirhorrors in the neighb'rinfffldrt} 
While tlirough the Stygian veil that blots the day, 
In dazzling streaks the vivid lightnings play, 
But, O ! whatmufe, and in what pow'rs of fong, 
Can trace the torrent as it burns along ? 
Havoc and deveftation in the van, 
It marches o'er the prostrate work of man ; 
Vines, olives, herbage, forests difappear, 
And all the charms of a Sicilian year. 

Revolving feafons, fruitlefs as they pafs, 
See it an«unform*d and an idle mafs, 
Without a foil to invite the tiller's care, 
Or blade that might redeem it from defpair. 
Yet time at length (what will not time achieve?) 
Clothes it with earth, and bids the produce liver 
Once more the fpiry myrtle crowns the glade, 
And ruminating flocks enjoy thefhade. 
O blifs precarious, and unfafe retreats ! 
O charming paradife of fhort-uVd fweets ! 
The felt- fame gale that wafts the fragrance round, 
Brings to the distant ear a fullen found : 
Again the mountain feels th' imprifon'd foe, 
Again pours ruin on the vale below; 
Ten thoufand fwains the wafted fcene deplore, 
That only future ages can rellore. 

Ye monarchs,whom the lure of honour draws, 
Who write in blood the merit of yourcaufe, 
Who llrike theblow,then plead your own defence, 
Glory your aim, but jullice your pretence; 
Behold in Etna's emblematic fires 
The mifchiefs your ambitious pride infpires. 

Fastby the streamthatboundsyourjust domain, 
And tells you where ye have a right to reign, 
A nation dwells, not envious of your throne, 
Studious of peace, their neighbours and their own. 
Ill-fated race ! how deeply must they rue 
Their only crime, vicinity to you I 
The trumpet founds, your legions fwarm abroad, 
Through the ripe harvest lies their destin'd road. 
At ev'ry llep beneath their feet they tread^ 
The life of multitudes, a nation's bread; 
Earth feems a garden in its loveliest drcls 
Before them, and behind a wildernefs ; 
Famine, and Pestilence, her first-born fon, 
Attend to finifh what the fword begun ; 
And echoing praifes fuch as fiends might earn, 
Anil folly pays, refound at your return. 
A calm lucceeds — but Plenty, with her train 
f Of heart-felt joy*, fucceeds not foon again ; 
And years of pining indigence must (hew 
What fcourges are the gods that rule belowi 
Yet man, laborious man, by flow degrees 
(Such is his thirst of opulence and eafe) 
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Plies all the linews of induftrious toil, 
Gleans up the refufe of thegen'ral fpoit: 
Rebuilds thctow'rs that fmok'd upon the plain, 
And the fun gilds the ihining fpires again. 

Increaling commerce and reviving art 
Renew the quarrel on the conqu'ror's part ; 
And the fad lefibn miift beleam'd once more, 
That wealth within is ruin at the door. 

What are ye, monarchs, luurel'd heroes, fay, 
But yEtnasof the fufTring world ye fway ? 
Sweet nature, ftripp'd of her embroider'd robe, 
"Deplores the wafted regions of her globe, 
A \i ftands a witnefs at truth's awful bar, 
To prove you there deftroyers as ye are. 

O place me in fome heaven protected ifle, 
Where peace, and'equity, and freedom fmile ; 
Where no volcano pours his fiery flood, 
No creiled warrior dips his plume in blood 5 
Where pow'r fecures what induiby has won, 
Where to fucceed is not to be undone ; 
A land that diftant tyrants hate in vain, 
In Britain's iile, beneath a George's reign. 

§ 205. Art above Nature. Peter Pindar. 
Vature 's a coarfe, vile, daubing jade-^ 

I 've laid it often, and repeat it — 
She doth not underftand her trade— [beat it 
Artifts, ne'er mind her work ; I hope you '11 
Look now, for heav'n's fake, at her ikies ! 

What are they ? — Smoke,for certainty, I know ; 
From chimney-tops, behold ! they rife, 
Made by fome fweating cooks below, 
Look at her dirt in lanes, from whence it comes*'— 
From ho£s, and ducks, and geefe, and horfes' 
bums — 

Then tell me, Decency, I muft requeft, 
Who *d copy fuch adevlifli nafty beaft ? 
Paint by the yard — your canvafs fpread, 

Broad as the main fail of a man of war — 
Your whale fhall eat up ev'ry other head, 

Ev'n as the fun licks up each fneaking liar? 

I do affure you, bulk is no bad trick — 

By bulky things both men and maids are 
taken — 

Mind, too, to lay the paints like mortar thick, 

And make your pictures look as red as bacon. 
All folks love lize ; believe my rhyme ; 
Burke fays, 'tis part of the fublime. 
A Dutchman, I forget his name, — Van Grout, 

Van Slabberchops, Van Stink, Van Swab, 
No matter, though I cannot make it out — 

At calling names I never was a dab— 
This Dutchman, then, a man of tafte, 

Holdlngacheefethatweigh'da hundred pound, 
Thus, like a burgomalter, fpoke with judgment 
va(t: 

u No poet like my broder ftep de ground. 
" He be de beiteft poet, look ! 
" Dat all de vorld mult pleafe ; 

II Vor he heb vrite von book, 
" So* big as all dis cheefe 1" 

If at a diitance you would paint a pig, I 



! Let not the caxon a diftinclriefs lack ; 
Elfe all the lady critics will fo itare, 
And angry vow, u Tis not a bit like hair 
Be frhooth as glafs — like Denner, finifh higlij 

Then every tongue commends — 
For people judge not only by the eye, 

But feel your merit by their finger ends ; 

Make out each fmgle brittle on his back $ 
Or if your meaner fubjeel: be a wig, 
Nay, clofely noling, o'er the piclure dwell* 
As if to try rhe goodnefs by the fmell. 

Claude's diftances are too confus'd — 
One floating fcene — nothing made out— 

For which he ought to beabus'd, 
Whole works have been fo cried about, 
(jive me the pencil, whofe amazing ftyle 
Makes a bird's beak appear at twenty mile; 
And to my view, eyes, legs, and claws will bring, 
With tv'ry feather of his tail and wing. 

Make all your trees alike, for Nature's wild- 
Fond of variety— a wayward child— f fume ; 
To blame your tafte fome Dlockheads may pre- 
But mind, that ev'ry one be like a broom. 

Of fteel and pureft filver form your waters, 
And make your clouds like rocks and alligators. 

Whene'eryou paint the moon,if you arewilling 
To gainapplaufe — why, paint herlike a (hilling ; 
Or Sol's bright orb — be fure to make himglow 
Precifely like a guinea or a * jo. 
In ihort, to get your pictures prais'd and fold, 
Convert, like Midas, ev'ry thing to gold. 
I fee, at excellence you *11 come at laft — 
Your clouds are made of very brilliant lhiff ; 
The blues on china mugs are now furpafs'd, 
Your fun-fets yield not io brick-walls nor buff* 
In (lumps of trees your art fo finely thrives, 
They really look like golden-hafted knives ! 
Go on, my lads — leave Nature's di final hue, 
And ihe ere long wiH come and eopy you. 

$ 206. 7 he crooked Sixpence. B rams TQM f. 

— -Sing, Maiden Mufe, 

Sixpence, Hoop -petticoat, and Church on fire. 

TTAPPY the maid, who,from green ficknefs free, 
*•* In canvas or in Holland pocket bears 
A crooked Sixpence. Sheenvieth not 
New- married folks, nor lighs at others banns. 
At eve, when Sol this hemifphere forfakes, 
She to her needle or her wheel repairs j 
Then, not unmindful of the man, dear man, 
Whofe faith, by promifes and amyous oaths, 
And crooked Sixpence, was to her betrotli'd, 
William or Thomas ; at her work (he cries, 
His year next March is up, and fo is mine. 
Meanwhile he (hoes japans, or, buckling wigs, 
Sings Durfey's fongs by Purcellini fet. 

But I, who in my head bear pain, and draw 
Short breath, attendant fure on iicknfcfs- green, 
With cinders, or with mortar from the wall, 
Wretched repaft ! my fading fleih diftain \ 
In chimney-corner clo/e I poking fit, 
Nor ever itir Ipofttaneous, fcarce when call'd. 



• A Portuguefe Johannes, f Author of The Man of Tafte, The Ait of Politics, &c. 



IU1, 



7U 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 



Book IV, 



I 'loll, I ftretch, I yawn, and from a tub 
(Like that whence Burgefs preach'd) oatmeal 
purloin, 

Oatmeal, unfalutary food if raw ! [feeds 
More wholefome than yclep'd burgout, which 
North-Britim lad, full famous in records 
Of England's chronicle for felling kings, 
When he o'er hoary hills, or craggy cliffs* 
Or rugged rocks, where eagles build their neft, 
Rides on a galloway, though fmall, yet ftrong ; 
Voy'gingfromDungbayHeadthroughmeriftcIoms 
Barren and bleak, with chequered plaid fuperb, 
Intent with clipp'd Jacobuies to buy 
French wine in Lufitanran. canes ypent, 
Which well-paid perjurers vouch all for port, 
Though they perhaps the growth of Bourdeauxbe, 
Chatteau, Margout, or the renown'd Pontack. 

Thuswhileincjualms my heavymoments creep, 
A wight, in habit velvet all and gold, 
Formal and fine, dread monfter! doctor hight, 
With folemn face into the kitchen italks. 
•His bony fingers thrice my pulfe aflay $ 
Thrice lecrets deep he afksj furpris'd, I dread 
The voice obfeene, and hate the fickly found. 
What fhaJl I do ? AmazM, confounded, dumb 
I ftand, nor anfwer give to his demands, ■ 
Naufeous to virgin ears ; my frizzled hair 
Stands upright, to its roof my tongue ilicks dry, 
Retentive faculty my bowels lofe, 
So horrihle he feems. — His horfe-hair wig 
StirFen'd with angry curls, his apate cane 
And gilded fword (too oft by cowards worn) 
Difaftrous deeds forebode} in his right-hand 
The defperate pen hetakes,which ,tinged with ink, 
Strange characters and figures dire inferibes, 
Illegible to maid, or man, or witch. 

Oh, may fuch plagues averted ever be 
From modeft fpinfters ! Lo ! behind him fneaks 
Another mortal, not unlike himfelf, 
Of jargon full, with terms obfeure o'ercharg'd, 
Apothecary call'd, whofe foetid hands 
With power mechanic, and with charms arcane, 
Apollo, god of medicine, has endued. 
If he gilt pills, powder, or bolus brown, 
Haply into the open mouth convey 
Of patient ; ftraight his body to the dofe 
Obiequious (as erft La Mancha's knight) 
Is to a feather-bed well-warm'd convey'd : . 
Sheets never to be changed, and watchful nurfe 
The captive wretch incarcerate, till Time, 
The bell phyfician, fet the patient free. 

Beware, ye virgins, of your health beware ; 
Be circumlpett to romp or run ; afcend 
The mountain's airy top } th 1 empiric crew 
Will elfe oft vifit your abode, by fees 
Of gold allur'd, and dangerous iymptoms find ; 
Prompt to torment fome pale unthnving wench 
With griping buckthorn, or with lancet (harp 
To pierce the fhivering arm. So, poets fing, 
Sow-gelder erft, to calves, pigs, colts, and lamb 
Sworn j?verlafting foe, with goggling eyes 
To (tables, fties, or cow-pens, early conies, 
Protending his fell knife, to thoughtlefs bulls 
Sure ruin. So, in undifcerning night, 



Myriads of fairies, by their monarch led, 
To infants' cradles, or to nurfcry rooms, 
In ferried files march on. Meanwhile the babe, 
Secure in innocence, fleeps found and fmiles. 
The peer9 and peerelfes, with Oberon's felf, 
Great Oberon, of Fairy realms fupreme, 
Within one circle all, in dance and long, 
And midnight mulic, move their tiny feet. 
Nurfe hears, or thinks fhe hears, twixt fteepand 
wake, 

Loud founds, unfeen, delightful to the ear: 
But fairy fiddles lull again to deep. 
Eftfoons king Oberon and twelve chofen men, 
With fcali ng ladders of Dutch thread compact; 
The cradle mount, collecting all their might : 
The burthen of the ponderous child they raife, 
Inexorable nor will aught avail [well j 

Bright eyes, loud tears, or limbs proportioned 
For pigmy brat they change the bouncing boy, 
And to their own abodes, where'er they be, 
The harmlefs babe with Io Pxans drag. 

So pafs my days. But, when a wake or fair 
Comes on, r.nd calls the joyous damfels forth: 
When fwains, in leathern galligaflcins clad, 
Trsat nymphs with cyder, fparkling drink and 
fweet ; 

In melancholy hall, or kitchen wide, 
I cough delerted j partner for the dance 
None choofes me ; none on the beechen bark 
My name inferibes ; no brawny batchelor 
Hangs over me cnamour'd. Singly fad, 
My woe through three times fix revolving years 
I count} no jolly Joe, nor fober Sam, 
The matrimonial queftion e'er proposed, 
Or crooked Sixpence offered to divide. 
Amidft the horrors of long wirrtry nights 
I figh, my heart into my white-rann'd lhoes 
With palpitation finks. I ponder now 
Where rats- bane *s fold, and now again the well 
I view irrefolute, and oft the itrength 
Of my own garters try. Peeviih I pine, 
And fret, and rave, and wifh ; my roving mind 
Finds no relief, my rolling eyes no fleep. 

But, if the ftranger Morpheus does invade 
My painful limbs, my fancy, ftill awake, 
Thoughtful of man, and eager, in a dream, 
Imaginary bliifes gives and takes- 
In vain ! awake, I find myfelf alone, 
Unblefs'd, alas ! and curie the backward fex. 
Thus do I live, from pleafure quite cut otf. 
Fairing to me no generous carter brings, 
No pears, no ginger-bread, though brown, ye£ 
fweet; 

No filberts I, nor walnuts crack, nor fqueeze 
The china orange through its tawny coat : 
Troubles immenfe, though mightier ftill remain. 
My whale-bone hoop, that has fo long withftood 
Pails, pots, and doors, and with circumference 
wide 

My virtuous limbs enclos'd, by frequent fparks 
Of fire 's deflroy'd (what will not fire deftroy !)• 
Thefplinter'd ribs crack, bieak, and pierce amaul 
My wounded (kin. In rags the caiwas hangs j 
The feven-fold circlets of the fluttering hoop, 

-Uplifted, 
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Uplifted, yield to every blaft of wind, 
Southern, or Weftern, or the bleak. North-eaft ; 
North-eatr, that fink.; the hearts of hippilh fouls, 
Till whale-bone, twitcher, petticoat, and allj 
Pefcend with clangor to the rattling hearth. 
So when of fome great church the cupola, 
Or minfter of renowird metropolis, 
York, Canterbury, or the height of Paul's, 
Refilling long the jaws of ravenous Time, 
The fummefs thunder, and the winter's wind, 
FanYd many centuries for its (lately Itrength, 
Upon fome fatal, unexpected day, 
Smit by the rcnid lightning's forked gleam, 
Admits the flame; the melted lead runs down: 
Their own deilruciion iaplefs beams increale : 
The neighbours with altoniihmerjt are feiz'd j 
They Hare, they fcream, they help, they (leal, 
they run. 

Endeavours vain ! Unconquer'd, unextincl, 
Flames domineer aloft ; far off refounds 
The wreck of chancels, and the crufhof aifles; 
High turrets hailen to the vaults below, 
And proud cathedrals tumble to the ground. 



§ 2C7. The Copper Farthing. Pennington*. 

Happy the boy, who dwells remote from 
• School, 

Whofe pocket, or whole rattling-box, contains 
A Copper Farthing ! He nor grieving hears 
Hot cheefe-cakes cried,nor favoury mutton-pies; 
But With his play-mates, in the duikof eve, 
7*0 well known blacklmith's mop, or church- 
"yard, hies- j 

Where, mindful of the fport that joys his heart, 
Marbles, or chuck, he inftantly begins, 
With undiirembled pleafure in his face,- 
To draw the circle, or to pitch the dump : 
While I, confin'd within the hated Walls 
Of fchool, refounding with a clamorous din, 
By ltill more hated books environ'd, I, 
With tedious leilbns and long tafk to get, 
My difmal thoughts employ, or wield my pen 
To mark dire characters on paper white : 
Not blunter pen or ltronger character 
life* the fage, a chiromancer hight. 
Sprung from Egyptian king, and fwarthy race, 
Amenophis, or Ptolemy,' when he, 
In fearch of itolen calf, or money loft, 
for wondering ploughman does his art employ ; 



Or for the wiftVd return of fweet-heart dear, 
Or apron fine, purloin'd from hawthorn hedge, 
For country-maid consults directing liars, • 
Gemini, Taurus, or- chill Capricorn. 

Thus vvhilemy lingering hours-Ijoylefsfpend 
With magifterial look, and folemn itep, 5 
Appears my fchool-mafter, tremendous wight I 
Preaded by truant boys : how can I "fcape 
Th* expected punilbment for talk ungot? 
Agnail I ltand, nor fly to covert bench, 
Or corner dark, to hide my haplefs head j 
So great my terror, that it quite bereaves "' 
My limbs the power to fly y flow he afcends 
Tir appointed feat, and on his right-hand lies 
The buthy rod, composed of numerous twigs 
Torn from the birchen tree, or bending willow j 
Which to the flefh of idje boys portends, 
For .the neglected talk, a poignant fmart ; 
And with him comes another mighty elf, 
YclepM an umer; ah, terrific name 
To lefler wights 1 , who, if they haplcfs place 
In itation wrong pronoun or participle, 
Straight, by the magic of his voice, are-raia'ct 
In attitude above their lov'd compeers, 
Where they,.reluctant, .various torments bear, 
Till, -by their dolorous' plaints-,- that pierce the 
fkies, 

They draw kind Pity,moift-eyed goddefs,down, 
To heal, with balm- of iympathy, their woe. 
Ye urchins, take, ah ! take peculiar care, * 
For, when ye wot not, much hemarks your ways, 
And in his mind revolves. difaftrous deeds 
Againft th 1 unwary wretch. So (lory tells, 
That chanticleer, on dunghill's top elate, 
With haughty ltep, and watchful. eye afkance, 
Each tiny promihence he views, where haply he 
May find concealed- delicious grub or worm, 
To which his maw infatiate forebodes*^ 
Certain deltru&ion, while, behind or buHi, 
Or pale encompafHng the farmer's yard;, {wile 
Skulks Reynard, fraught with many a crafty 
T* enfnare the feather M race, who, if tbev : ltray 
Beyond the precincts of tlnir mother V ke*i , 
He ftrai^ht purloins them from her carefuVwing, 
With his(harp teeth torments^theirtend'erframe, 
And with the crimfon gore "diftains their fides, 
Relentlefs ; nor can all the piercipg cries* ' 
Of duckling, chick, or turkey, yet unlledgM, 
His heart obdurate move j inllant he tears 
Eacht rembling 1 imb, devours the quivering flefh^ 



* This lady Hied in the year 1759, a S cd 2 5* ^ ne following character of her, by Mr. Duncombf, is extracted! 
itoia that Gentleman's Poem call'd 44 The Femincad," vol. iv. Pearch's Collection of Poems, p. 184. 



u Nor mall thy much-lov'd Pennington remain 
f* Unfung, unhonourM in my votive ftrain. 
" See where the foft enc'iantrefs, wandering o*cr 
" The fairy ground that Phillips trod before, 
fl Exalts herchemic wand, anj lwift behold 
" The bafeft metals ripen into gold! 
" Beneath her magic touch, with wondering eye, 
" We view vile copper with pure ltd ling vie ; 
M Norrtiall the Farthing, lung ay her, forbear 
M To claim the praifes of the fmiling Fair ; 
*< Till chuck and marb.e fhall no more employ 
" The thoughtiefs leifurc of the truant boy.'* 

3E . 
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Nor leaves a remnant of the bloody feaft, 
Save a. few fluttering feathers feat tei 'ground 
(That, with their varied plumage, whilom deck'd 
7'he daughter^ prey), to tell the haplels taU . 

Thus joylefs do I ipend thole hours ihe Am 
Illuminates ; and, when the filver moon 
Her gentle ray difpenfes, and invites 
The fwains and maids to mix in jovial dance 
Around the towering may- poles of the green, 
Where each gay ploughman does his. partner 
As love or fate directs- or o'er the lawn [choofe 
The needle thread, or tofs the boundi ng ball 
All cheerlefs I, nor dance, nor plealing fport, 
Nor focial mirth, nor bowl of nappy aTe, 
Partake: but, on her drooping raven wing, 
Sad Melancholy hovers o'er my head, 
Pale Envy rankles deep within my 'Lreaft, 
And baneful venom (beds. Grim Honor too 
Attends my thoughts, and fills my gloomy mind 
With^ tajes of gliding fprites, in milk-white 
fh rouds 

Arrav 1 d,and rattling chains, and yelling ghofts 
Irafclble ! or Fancy, mimic queen, * 
To iwift imagination's eye preients 
A group of tiny elves, in circling dance 
Or lufcious feast employed; luch elves as, dane'd 
When Oberon did fair Titania wed ; 
Whilti I, in wilhes impotent and vain, 
For Liberty, dear ohjeel of my hopes, 
The tedious moments fpend j or if, perchance, 
Morpheus invoked, my heavy eye-lids dole, 
Dear Liberty still haunts my lleeping thoughts, 
And in a Ihort-liv'd dream thofe joys 1 taste, 
Which waking are denied : and beat the hoop 
With dextrous hand, or run with feet as iwift 
A ' fcather"d arrow flies from archer's bow : 
Till, from my (lumber wak'd, too foon I f\n4 
It was illuiionall,and mockery vain. 

Thus, corufortlefs, appall'd, forlorn I pafs 
The tardy hours, nor of thofe viands taste, 
Which are on other boys full oftbestow'd 
In plenteous manner by the liberal hand 1 
Of friend indulgent ; apple-pye, or tart. 
£)r trembling custard ot delicious gout, 
6r frothy fyllabub iji copious bowl, 
tlard fate for me ! Yet harder still betides. 
Me, haplefs youth ! My faithful top, that oft 
Has chetr'd my drooping Ipirits, and revived 
My faddening thoughts, when o'er the pave 

muit fmooth 
It fpins, and fleeps, and to its master's hand 
Does ample justice, now, alas ! become 
To all the rude inclemencies of weather, 
To time and destiny's relenfleis doom 
A miferable vi^rim, quite decay *d 
With many iervices, and cleft throughout, 
All u/elefs lies ; ab\ fight of faddest woe 
To wretched me I of every hope bereft, 
Of every gleam of comfort, feo the wretch, 
Who near or ^tna cr Vefiivius dwells, 
Beholds the fulph You s flames, the molten rocks, 
And feels the ground trembling beneath his feet. 



| Swallows his cultured vines, his gardens, houfe, 
With all his fpul held dear, his lovely wife, 



And prattling babes, the hopes ot years 
All, all are lost, in ruin terrible 1 



to come ; 



Till with a horrid yawn it opens wide 
Before his eyes, all glaring with a/frig] 



*c8. The School-boy. By the Rev. Mr. Maurice, 
Author of the Indian Antiquities. Written by him 
at a very tarly Age. 

Mulra tulit, f?citque Puer. hor. 
Thrive happy" he, whofe hours the cheering 
* fmiles 

Of Freedom blefs ; who wantons uncontroul'd 
Where Eafe invites, or Pleafure's fyren voice:' 
Him the Horn tyrant with his iron fcourge 
Annoys not, norths dire opprelfive 'weight 
Of galling chain \ but, when the blujhing mom 
Purples the Eaft, with eager transport wild, 
O'er lull, o'er valley, on his panting Heed 
He boundsj exulting, as in full career 
With horns, and hounds, and' thund'ring Ihouts 

he driven ' 
The flying (tag; or when the duflcy {hades 
Of eve, advancing, veil the darken'd flcy, 
To neighbouring tavern, bjithfome, he reforts 
With boon companion ^ where they drown their 
cares 

In fprigbtly bumpers, and the mantling bowl. 

Far qtheryvife within thefe darklbine walls, 
\\ r ho(e gates, with ro\ys of trippje fteel fecur'd, 
And many a bolt, prohibit all egrels, , 
\ fpjen^d nay joylefs da,ysj ere dawn appears, 
Rous'd from my peaceful <1 umbers by the found 
Ot awe-julpiring bell, whole eveiy Itroke 
Chills my heart-blood, all trembling, I defcend, 
From dreary garret, round whofe ancient roof, 
Gaping with hideous chinas, the whittling blaft 
Perpetual raves, and fierce-defcending rains 
Difcharge their fury — >dire lethargic dews 
Qpprefs lay drowfy fenlej (till, fancy teems 
With fond i4eal joys, and, fir'd with what 
Or poets ling, or fabled tale records, 
Preients tranfporting vilions - y goblets crown'c^ 
With juice. of nectar, or the food divine 
Of rich ambrqfia, tempting to the light ! 
While, in the fliade of fome embowering grove, 
I lie reclin'd, or through Elyfian plains 
Enraptur'd ltrayj where eveiy plant a*nd flow'r 
Send forth an odorous fmell, and all the air 
With longs of love and melody relbunds. 
Meanwhile, benumbing cold invades my joints. 
As with flow filtering footfteps I refort 
To where, of antique mold, a lofty dome 
Rears its tremendous front ; he 4 all at once 
From thouland different tongues a mighty hum, 
Aflaults my car j loud as the dittant roar 
Of tumbling torrents; or as in Ibme mart 
Of public note, for traffic far renowu\i, 
Where Jew with Grecian, Turk will! African 
Allemblcd, in one general peal unite 
Of dreadful jargon. —Straight on wooden bench 
I take my Irat, and cow. 'with liudioits care 
Th' appointed talks * o'«rmany a 'pu/.zlmg pag* 
Poring intent, and J;>gc Athenian faardj 

With 
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With dialect, and mood, anp! tenfe perplex'd 5 
And conjurations varied without end. 

When lo ! with haughty ftride (in fize like 
Who erft, extended on the burning lake, [him 
91 Lay floating many a rood 1 *) his fullen brow, 
With lowering frowns and fearful dooms o'er- 
caft, 

Enters the Pedagogue ; terrific light ! 
An ample ninefold peruke, fpread immenfe, 
Luxuriant waving down his lhoulders plays ; 
His right-hand fiercely grafps an oaken ftaff, 
His left a bunch of limber twigs fultains, 
Caird by the vulgar birch, Tartarean root, 
Whofe rankling points, in blackelt poifon dipt, 
Inflicl a mortal painj and, where they light, 
A ghaltly furrow leave. — A iblemn paufe en- 
fues: 

As when, of old, the monarch of the floods, 
'Midit raging hurricanes and battling waves, 
Shaking the dreadf ul trident, rear'd aloft 
His awful brow. — Sudden the furious winds 
Were hufh'd in peace, the billow6 ceas'd their 
rages 

Or when (if mighty themes like thefe allow 
An humble metaphor) the fportive race 
Of nibbling heroes, bent on wanton play, 
Beneath the fhelter of lome well-ftor'd barn, 
In many an airy circle wheel around j 
Some eye, perchance, in private nook conceal'd, 
Jieholds Grimalkin ; instant they difperie 
In headlong flight, each to his fecret cell j 
If haply he may Ycape impending fate. 

Thus ceas'd the general clamour ; all remain 
In filent terror wrapt, and thought profound.. 

Meanwhile, the Pedagogue throughout the 

dome 

His fiery eye-halls, like two blazing stars, 
Portentous rolls, 011 fomc unthinking wretch 



Imprinting horrid wounds, with fatal flow 
Of blood attended, and convulfive pangs. 

Curs'd be the wretch, forever doom'd to bear 
Infernal whippings j he, whole lavage hands 
First grafp'd thele barbarous weapons, bitter 
caufo 

Of foul difgrace, and many a dolorous groan, 
To haplefs fchool-boy ! — Could it not luffice 
I groan 'd and toil'd beneath themercilefs weight 
By stem, relentlefs tyranny impos'd ; 
But fcourges too, and cudgefs, were referv'd 
To goad my harrow'd fides: this wretched life. 
Loading with heavier ills ! a lite exposed 
To all the woes of hunger, toil, distrefs ; 
Cut off from eveiy genial ftfurce of blifs j 
From every bland amufement, wont to fboth 
7 he youthful breast ; except whenfatherTime, 
In joyful change, rolls round the festive hour, 
That gives this meagre, pining figure back 
To parent fondnefs, and its native roofs ! 
Fir'd with the thought, then, then, my tower- 
ing foul 

Rifes fuperior to its load, and fpurns 
Its proud oppreflbrs j frantic with delight, 
My fancy riots in fucceflive fcenes [laid 
Of blils aud pleafures ; plans and fchemes are 
How best the fleeting moments to improve, 
Nor lole one portion of fo rare a boon. 

But foon, too foon, the glorious fcenesaie fled, 
Scarce one fhort moon enjoy \\ ; (oh ! tranfiuit 
Of fublunary blifs !) by bitter change, [Irate 
And other icenes fucceeded, what fierce pangs 
Then rack my foul I what ceaieiefs floods of 

Ru/h -down my cheeks, while strong convulfive 
throbs 

Heave all my frame, and choak the power of 
Forlorn I figh, nor heed the gentle voice [fpeech ! 



To fhed theirbalef'ul influence ; whilst his voice, j Of friend or stranger, who, with foothing words 



Like thunder, or the cannon's fudden burst, 
Three times is heard, and thrice the roofs re- 
fbund ! 

A fudden palenefs gathers in my face; 
'fhro 1 all my limbs a stiffening horror fpreadg, 
Cold as the dews of death ; nor heed my eyes 
Their wonted function, but in stupid gaze 
fcen the fell monster j from my trembling hands 
The time-worn volume drops ; oh, dire prefage 
Of instant woe ! for now the mighty found, 
Pregnant with difmal tidings, once again 
Strikes my astonilrfd ears : transhVd with awe, 
And ienlelefs for a time, I stand ; but ibon, 
By friendly jog or neighbouring whifper rous'd, 
Obey the dire injunction; straight I loofe 
Depending brogues, and mount the lofty thront 
Indignant, or the back oblique alcend 
Of lorrowful compeer* nor long delays 
The monarch, from his palace stalking down, 
With vifage all inftam'd ; his fable robe 
Sweeping in lengthening folds along the ground; 
lie (hakes his fceptre,and th* impending lcourge 
Brandifhes high ; nor tears nor fhrieks avail ; 
JJut with impetuous fury it deicends, 



And llender gift, would fain beguile my woes i 
In vain j for what can aught avail to fboth 
Such raging anguifh ? Oft with fudden glance 
Before my eyes in all its horror glares 
That well-known form, and oft I feem to hear 
The thundering fcourge— ah me ! e'en now I 
Its deadly venom, raging as the pangs [feel 
That tore Alcides, when the burning vest 
Prey 'don his wasted fides <— r At length, returned 
Within thele hated walls, again I mourn 
A fullen prilbner, till the wifh'd approach 
Of joyous holiday of festive play 
Releafes me ; ah ! freedom that must end 
With thee, declining Sol ! All hail, ye fin a 
For ianctity renown 'd, whole glorious names, 
In large confpicuous characters pourtrayYl, 
Adorn the annual chronologic page 
Of Wing or Partridge j oft, w hen fore apprcfVd 
With due calamities, the glad return 
Of your triumphant festivals hath cheer'd 
My drooping loul. Nor be thy name forgot, 
Illustrious George I for much to thee I owe 
Of heart-felt rapture, as, with loyal zeal 
Glowing, 1 pile the crackling bonfire high, 
3 h 2 Or 
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Or hurl the mounting socket through the air, 
Or fiery whizzing ferpent ; thus thy name 
&hall s rill be honoured, as thro' future years 
The circling Seafons roll their festive round. 

Sometimes, b^direcompuiiive hunger prefs'd, 
I fpring the neighbouring fence, and fcale the 
trunk 

Of apple-tree; or wide, o'er flowery lawns, 
By hedge or thicket, bend my hasty steps, 
Intent, with fee ret ambulh, to furprife 
The straw-built nest, and unfufpedting brood 
Of thfufh or bull-fincb ; oft with watchful ken 
Byeifig the backward lawns, lest hostile glance 

' Obferve my footsteps, while each rustling leaf, 
Stirr'd by the gentle gale, alarms my fears : 

• Then, parched beneath the burning heats oi 
noon, 

T plunge into the limpid stream that laves . 
The iilent vale} or, on its graify banks, 
Beneath fome oak's majestic (hade recline, 
Envying the vagrant filhes, as they pafs, 
Their boon of freedom; till the distant found 
Of tolling curfew warns me to depart. 

Thus under tyrant-pow'r I groan, opprefsM 
With worfe than flavery ; yet my free-born loul 
Her native warmth forgets not, nor will brook 
Menace, or taunt, from proud infulting peer ; 
But fnmmons to the field the doughty foe 
In /ingle combat, 'midst th' impartial throng, 
There to decide our fate: oft too, inflam'd 
With mutual rage, two rival armies meet 
Of" youthful warriors; kindling at the fight, 
My foul is.fiH'd with vast heroic thoughts, 
Trusting in martial glory to furpafs 
Roman or Grecian chief ; instant, with fiiouts, 
The mingling fquadrons join the horrid fray; 
No need of cannon, or the murderous steel, 
Wide wasting nature: rage our arms fupplies 
fragments of rock are huiTd, and Ihowers of 
stones 

Obfcure the day; nor lefs thfc brawny arm 
Or knotted club, avail ; high in the midst 
Are feen the mighty chiefs, thro' hosts of foes 
Mowing their way ; and now with tenfold rage 
The comhat burns, full manya ianguine stream 
.. Diftains the field, and many a veteran brave 
Lies prostrate ; loud triumphant fhouts afcend 
By turns from either host ; each ciainis the palm 



EXTRACTS, ' Book IV. 

§ 209. Written in a Ladfs Ivory Table-book t 
1C99. Swift. 

Perusf my leaves through every part, 
And think thou feeft my owner's heart, 
Sq^wl'd o'er with.trhles thus, and quite 
As hard, as fen ft lefs, and as light ; 
Expos'd to every coxcomb's eyes, 



But hid with caution from the wife. 
Here you may read, <J Dear charming faint 
Beneath, " A new receipt for paint :'* 
Here, in beau- fpelling, t: Tru tel deth 
There, in her own, %i For an el breth f ' 
Here, " Lovely ny mph, pronounce my doom r* 
There, " A fate way to ufe perfume 
Here, a page filTd with billet-doux : 
On t'other fide, 44 Laid out for fhoes." 

" Madam, I die without your grace V— ^ 
" Item, for half a yard of lace." — 
Who that had wit would place it here,. 
For every peeping fop to jeer ? 
[n pow'r of fpittle and a clout, 
Whene'er he -pleafr, to blot it out: 
And then, to heighten the difgrace, 
Clap his own nonfenfe in the place* 
Whoe'er expects to hold his part 
In i'uch a book, and fuch a heart, 
If he be wealthy, and a fool, 
Is in all points the fitteft tool ? 
Of whom it may be juftly laid, . 
He's a gold pencil tipp'd with lead. 



§ 2ic. Mrs. Harris's Petition. 1699. 

Hpo their Excellencies the Lords Juftices of 
Ireland *, the humble petition of Frances 

Harris, 

(Who mull ltarve, and die amaid,if itmifcarrie?) 

Humbly flieweth, 
That I went to warm my felf inLady f Betty's 

chamber, becaufe I was cold ; 
And I had in a purfe feven pounds four mil- 
lings and fix-pence, befides farthings, ia 
money and gold: 
So, becaufe 1 had been buying things for my 

Lady last night, 
I was refolv'd to tell my money, to fee if it was 
right. 



Oi glorious conquest ; por till night's dun (hades Now, you must know, becaufe my trunk has! 
Involve the (ky the doubtful conflict ends. , a very bad lock — 

:hus. when/ rebellion (hnnL- thn thr™»* «f Therefore all the money Ibave, which, God( 

knows, is a very fmall ibek, 
I keep in my pocket, tied about my middle, 

next, to my fmock. 
So when I went to put up my purfe, as God 



Thus, wherv rebellion Ihook the thrones oi 
heaven, 

And all tV Eternal Powers in battle met, 
High o'er the rest, with vast gigantic strides, 
The godlike leaders, on th' embattled plain, 
Came towering, breathing forth revenge and 
1 or lefs terrific join'd the inferior hosts [fate c 
Cf angel-warriors, when encountering hills 
To\c the rent concave — fialhing with the blaze 
•f ( I fie^y arms, and lightnings, not of Jove ; 
AH heaven/re founded, and'the astonfuYd deep 
Of chaos boilow'd with the monstrous roar. 

* The Earls of Berkeley and of Calway. 



would have it, my fmock was unripp'd, 
And, inllead of putting it into my pocket, 
down it tlippM « [Lady to bed ; 

Then the bell rung, and I went down to put my 
And, God knows, I thought my money was as 
• late as my maidenhead, [feel very light; 
So, when I came up again, I found my pocket 

t Lady Betty Berkeley, afterwards Germaine. 
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No, (aid r, 'tis the fume thing, the chaplain will 



But when I fearch'd, and mifs'd by purfe, Lord, 

I thought I ihould have funk outright. 
Lord! Madam, lays Mary, how d' ye do ? In- 
deed, lays 1, never worfe: 
But pray, Mary, can you tell what I have done 

with my purie ? 
Lord help me ! laid Mary, I never ftirr'd out of 
this place s [that's a plain cafe. 

Kay, faid I, I had it in Lady Betty's chamber, 
So Mary got me to bed, and cover'd me up warm;/ 
However ihe stole away my garters, that I might 
do myfelf no harm, [very well think. 
So I tumbled and tols'd all night, as you may 
But hardly ever let my eyes together, orilept a 
wink. 

So I was a-dream'd, methought, that we went 

and fearch'd the folks round, 
And in a corner of Mrs. Duke's * box, lied in a 

rag, the money was fouud. [a-fwearing : 
So next morning we told Whittlef , and he fell 
Then my dame Wad gar J came ; and ihe f you 

. know, is thick of hearing. 
Dame, faid I, as loud as I could bawl, do you 

know what a lofs I have had ? 
Nay, faid (he, my Lord Colway's § folks are all 

very fad; [without fail. 

For my Lord Dromedary || comes o' Tuefday 
Pugh ! laid I, but that's not the bufincfs that I ail. 
Says Cary <([, fays he, I have been a v fervant this 

five-and-twenty years come fpring, 
And in all the places I liv'd I never heard of 

fuch a thing. 
Yes, fays the fteward **, I remember, when I 

was at my Lady Shrewsbury's, 
Such a thing as this happened juft about the 

time of goofejaerries. 
So T went to the party fufpected, and I found her 

full of grief 5 £ I hate a thief. 

(Now you mult know, of all things in the world, 
However, I was refolv'd to bring the difcourfe 

(lily about : [happened out : 

Mrs. Dukes, faid I, here's an ugly accident has 
'Tis not that I value the money three lkips of a 

loufe ft ; [houfe. 
But the thing I (land upon is the credit of the 
*Til true, feven pounds, four (hillings, and fix- 

p«nce, makes a great hole in my wages : 
Befides, as they fay, iervice is no inheritance in 

thefe ages. < [underftands 

- Now, Mrs. Dukes, you know, and every body 
That, tho* 'tis hard to judge, yet money can't 

go without hands, [ever I law 't ! 

The Devil take me ! laid (he (bleiTing herfelf) if 
So me roar'd like a bedlam, as tho' I had call'd 

her all to naught. 
So you know, what could I fay to her any more ? 
Ie'en left her,andcameawayaswifeas I was before. 
Well $ but then they wouKl have had me gone 
1 to the cunning; man ! 



be here anon. 
So the chaplain It came in: now the fervants 

fay he is my fweetheart, 
Becaufe he 's always in my chamber, and I al- 
ways take his part. 
So, as the Devil would have it, before I was 

aware, out I blunder'd, 
Parfon, faid I, can you caft a nativity, when a 
body's plunder'd ? [fon like the Devil ! ) 
(Now you mult know he hates to be call'd par - 
Truly, lays he, Mrs. Nab, it might become you 
to be more civil ; [d'ye fee, 

If your money be gone, as a learned divine fays, 
You are no text for my handling j fo take that 
from me : [you to know. 

I was never taken for a conjuror before, I'd have 
Lord, laid I, don't be angry, I'm fure I never 

thought you fo ; 
You know 1 honour the cloth j I defign to be a 
parfun's wife 5 [all my life. 

I never took one in your coat for a conjurer in 
With that lie twifted his girdleat me like a rope, 
as who ihould fay, [went away. 

Now you may go hang yourfelf for me I and fo 
Well, I thought I fliould have fwoon'd : Lord \ 
faid Cwhat mail I do ? [love tool 

I have loft my money, and ihall lofe my true- 
Then my Lord call'd me: Harry §§, faid my 

Lord, don't cry ; 
1 11 give fomething towards thy lofs ; and, fays 

my Lady, So will I. 
O ! but, faid I, what if, after all, the chaplain 
won't come tod ? [I muft psti' ion you. 
For that, he faid (an't pleafe your Excellencies), 
The premises tenderly confider'd, I defire your 

Excellencies protection, 
And that I may have a (hare in next Sunday's 
collection j • [cellencies letter, 

And, over and £bove, that I may have your Ex- 
With an order for the chaplain aforefaid, or, in 
(lead of him, a better : - [day, 
And then your poor Petitioner, both ni^ht and 
Or the chaplain (for 'tis his trade.), as in duty 
bound, (hall ever pray. 



§ in. A Defcriptiort of the Morning, 1709. 

Now hardly here and there a hackney-coach 
Appearingjlhew'dtheruddymorn'sapproach. 
Now Betty from her matter's bed had flown, . 
And foftly ftole to difcompofe her own ; 
The flipfhod 'prentice from his mailer's door 
Had par'd the dirt, and fprinkled round the floor. 
Now Moll had whirl'd her mop' with dextrous 
Prepar'd to fcrub the entry and the flairs, [airs, 
The youth with broomy itumps begrm to trace 
The kennel's edge, where wheels had worn the 
place. 



* Wife to-one of the footmen. f Earl of Berkeley's Valet. J The old deaf houfekeeper. 

§ Galway. || The I/al of Drogheda, who, with the Primate, was to fucceed the two EarU. 
^ Cleric of the kitchen. ** Ferris. ft An l,lual ky" ,n g of heis - 

Jt Dr. Swift. -§§ A cunt word of Lord and Lady B. to Mrs. Harris. 
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The fmall-coat man was heard with cadence deep, 
TilldrownM in fhriller notes of chimney-fweep : 
Duns at bis Lordlhip's gate began to meet, 
And brick-dull Moll had fcream'd through half 
the ftreet : 

The turnkey now his flock returning fees, 
Duly let out a-nights to fteal for fees. 
The watchful baififfs take their filent Hands, 
And fchool-boys lag with fatchels in their hands 



§ 



212. A Defeription of a City Shower. In Imi- 
tation of VirgiVs Georgia. 1710. 

^aREfuL obfervers may foretel the hour, 
^ Byfureprognoftics, when to dread a fhow*r. 
While rain depends, the penlrve cat gives o'er 
Her frolics, and purines her tail ho more. 
Returning home at night, you'll find the /ink 
Strike your offended lenfe with double ltink. 
If you be wife, then go not far to dine; [wine. 
You'll fpend in coach-hire more than fave in 
A coming fhow'r your (hooting corns prefage, 
Old aches will throb, your hollow tooth will rage; 
Sauntering in coftee-houfe is Dulman fcen ; 
He damns the climate, and complains of fpleen. 

Meanwhile the fouth, rifinj> with dabbled 
A fable cloud athwart the welkin flings, [wings, 
That fwilTd more liquor than it could contain, 
And, like a drunkard, gives it up again. 
Brifk Sufan whips her finen from the rope, 
While the firft drizzling fhower is borne allope: 
Such isthat fprinklirlg which fomecarelefs quean 
Flirts on you from her mop, but not lb clean : 
You fly, invoke the gods ; then, turning, Hop 
To rail; fhe, iinging, (till whirls on her mop. 
Not yet the duft had ihunn'd th' unequal It rife, 
But, aided by the wind, fought fliil for life ; 
And, wafted with its foe by violent guft, [duft.. 
'Twas doubtful which was rain, and which was 
Ah ! where mast needy poet feek for aid, 
When dust and rain at once his coat invade ? 
Sole coat ! where dust cemented by the rain 
Erects the nap, and leaves a cloudy stain ! 

Now In contiguous drops the flood comes 
down, 

?hreatening with deluge this devoted town. 
0 (hops in crowds the daggled females fly, 
Pretend to cheapen goods, but nothing buy. 
The Templar fpruce,while every fpotit's abroach, 
Stays till 'tis fair, yet feema to call a coach. 
Thetuck'd-up fempstrefswalkswith hastystrides 
While streams run down heroil'dumbrella'sfides. 
Here various kinds, by various fortunes led, 
Commence acquaintance underneath a ihed. 
Triumphant Tories and defponding Whigs 
Forget their feuds, and join to fave their wigs. 
Box'd in a chair, the beau impatient fits, 
While fpouts mn clattering o'er the roof by fits, 
And ever and anon with frightful din 
The leather founds; he trembles from within 
So when "troy chairmen bore the wooden steed, 
Pregnant with Greeks, impatient to be freed, 

* Mr. Beaumont of Trim, 
cm ate at Lara<or< § Stella. 



(Thofe bully Greeks, who, as the rrioderns do. 
Instead of paying chairmen, ran them through)^ 
Laocoon struck the outiide with his fpear, 
And each imprifon'd hero quak'd for fear. 

Now from all parts the fwelling kennels flow, 
And bear their trophies with them as they go: 
Filths of all hues and odours feem to tell 
What street f hey f3il'd from by their fight and 
fmcll. 

They, a* each torrent drives, with rapid force 
FromSmithfleldorSt.Pulchre^sfhapetheircourfe; 
And,in hugeconfluence join'dat Snow-hill ridge, 
Fall from the conduit prone to Hsolborn-bridge. . 
Sweepings from butchers' stalls, diing, guts,"! 

and blood, / 
Drown'd puppies, stinking fprats, all drench'd> 

in mud, ( 
Dead cats, and ttirnip-tops,come tumblingdownj 

the flood. 



§21}. On the little Houfe by the Churchward of 

Cafllenock. \jto, 
•1)I7hoever pleafeth to enquire 
* * Why yonder steeple wants a fpire, 
The grey old fellow Poet Joe * 
The pbilofophic caufe will fhow. 
Once on a time S western blast 
At least twelve inches overcast, 
Reckoning roof, weathercock, and ally 
Which came with a prodigious fall ; 
And, tumbling topfy-turvy round, 
Lit with its bottom on the ground. 
For, by the laws of gravitation, 
It fell into its proper station. 

This is a little strutting pile 
You fee just by the church-yard stile; 
The walls m tumbling gave a knock, 
And thus the steeple got a lhock ; 
From whence the neighbouring fanner calk 
The steeple, Knock ; the vica>" f, Walls. 

The Vicar once a week creeps in, 
Sits with his knee up to his chin ; 
Here conns his notes* and takes a whet, 
Till the fmall ragged flock is met. 

A traveller, who by did pafs, 
Obferv'd the roof behind the graft ; 
On tip-toe stood, and rear'd his fnout, 
And faw the parfbn creeping out ; 
Was much furpris'd to fee a crow 
Venture to build his nest fo low. 
A fchool-boy ran unto 't, and thought 
The crib was down, the blackbird caught; 

A third, who lost his way by night, 
Was fore'd for fafety to alight ; 
And, stepping o'er the fabric roof, 
His horfe had like to fpoil his hoof. 

Warburton \ took it in his noddle, 
This building was delign'd a model 
Or of a pi^jcon-houfe or oven, 
^To bake one loaf, and keep one dove in. 
Then Mrs. Johnfon % gave her verdict, 
And every one was pleasM that heard it : 
f Archdeacon Wall, 9 correfpondent of Swift's. t Dr. Swift's 

Aft 
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All that you make this ftir about, 
Is but a ltill which wants a fpout. 

The Reverend Dr. Raymond * guefs'd 
More probably than all thp reft ; 
He faid, but that it wanted room, 
It might have bceil a pigmy's tomb. 

The doctor's family came by, 
And little iriifs began to cry ; 
Give me that tioufe in my own hand ! 
Then madam bade the chariot ft a no 1 i 
CallM to the clerk, in manner mild, 
Pray, reach that thing here to the child • 
That thing, I mean, among the kale* 
And hfcrtTs to buy a pot of ale. 

The clerk faid to her, in a Heat) 
What! fell my mailer's country feat, 
Where he comes every week from town ! 
He would not fell it for a crown. 
Poh ! fellow, keep riot fuch a pother; 
In half an hour thou'lt make another. 

Says Nancy f , I can make lor mils 
A finer houte ten times than this ; 
The Dean will give me willow-Ricks, 
And Joe my apron full of bricks. 



§ 2 1 4. The Fable Cf Midas'. 1711. 
Vf idas, we are iii ftory told, 

Turn'd every thing he toiichM to gold; 
He^ chipp'd his bread; die pieces round 
Glitter'd like (bangles on the ground i 
A codling, ere it went his lip in, 
Would ftraight become a" golden-pippin : 
He call'd for drink ; you law hirh fup 
Potable gold in golden cup : 
His empty pauncli that he might fill, 
He fuck'd his victuals through a quill j 
Untouched it pafs'd between his grinders, 
Or 't had been liappy for gold-finders: 
He cock'd his hat, you woijld have (aid 
Mambrino s helm adorn'd his. head : 
JVhene/er he chane'd his hands to lay 
On magazines of corri or hay, 
GoJd realty coin'd appear'dinftead 
Of paltry provender and bread ^ 
Hence by wife farmers we are told) 
Old hay is equal to old gold ; 
And hence a critic deep maintains, 
We learn'd to weigh our gold by grains. 

This fool had got a lucky hit, 
And people fancied he head wit : 
Two gods their (kill in mufic tried, 
And f>oth;chofe Midas to decide : 
He again ft Phoebus' harp decreed, 
And gave itfcjr Pan's oaten reed : 
The god of wit, to (hew his grudge^ 
L'lapp'd aires ears upon the judge ; 
A goodly pair, ereci and wide, 
Which he could neither gild nor hidei 

And n >w the virtue ot his bands 
Was loft among Pa&olusMands, 
Againft whole torrent while he fwims, 
The golden fcurf peels off his limbs : 

* Miniftcr of Trim. 
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Fame fpreads the news, and people travci 
From far to gather golden gravel ; 
Midas exposM to all their jeers, 
Had loll his art, and kept his ears. 

This tale inclines the eentle reader 
To think upon a certain leader ; 
To whom from Midas down delcehds 

I That virtue in the ringers'. ends. 
What elfe by perquifitcs are meant. 
By peilfions; bribe?, and three per cent 
By places and conimillions Ibid, 
And turning dung jtfclf to goid > 
By ftarvirlg in the midit of ltore, 
As t' other Midas did before ? • 

Norieb'cr did modern Midas choole 
Subject, or patron of his mufe, 
! But found him thus their merit fcan. 
That Phoebus mull: give place to Pan s 
He values not the Poet's praife^ 
Nor will exchange his plums for bays : 
To Pan alone rich mifers call ; 
And there's the jest, for Pan is all. 
Here Englifti wits will be to feek; 
Howc'er, 'tis ^11 one in the Greek. 

Belief's, it plainly now appears 
Our Midas too hath afles ears ; 
Where every fool his mouth applies, 
And whifpers in athonfand lies; 
Such grofs ddufidiis cOuld not pafs 
Through any ears but of an afs. 

But gold defile* with frequent touch: 
There's nothing fouls the hands fo mucin 
Arid fchplars wte it for the caufe 
Of Britifli Midas' dirty paws : 
Which while the fertate ltroye to fcour, 
They vvaih'd away the chemic pow'r. 

While he his utmoft llrength applied 
To fwim against this pop'lar tide, 
The golden fpoils flew off apace : 
Here fell a pennon, there a place: 
The torrent mercilefs imbibes 
Commillionsi perquifiteSj and bribes, 
By their own weight funk to the bottom ; 
Much good may do them that have caught 'em i 
And Midas now neglected stands, 
With afles ears, and dirty hands. 



$215. A Didlogae bet ween a Member of Parlla^ 
ment and his Servant. In Imitation of Horace, 
$at. 1L <vii. Fir ft printed in 17 $2. 
Serv.r onc have I heard your fa v 1 rite theme^ 

A general reformation-fcheme, 
To keep the poor from every fin, 
From gaming, murther, and from gin. 
And now I have no lefs an itch 
To venture to reform the rich. 

Mem. What, John ! are you too turn'd project 
Come then, for once I'll hear your leclu re. [tor r 
For lince a member, as 'tis faid, 
His projects to his lcrvants read. 
And of a favourite fpeech a book made, . 
With which he tir'd each night a cook.maid : 

■\ fhc waiting-woman. 

' 1 G 4 And 
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And fo it Iiapt that every morning 
The taftelefs creatures gave him warning : 
Since thus we uie them, 'tis but reafon 
We hear our fervants in their feafbn. 

Begin. Ser<v. Like gamblers, , halt" mankind 
Perfiit in conftant vice rombinM ; 
In races, routs, the ftews, and White's, 
Pais all their days and all their nights. 
Others again, like Lady Prue, 
Who gives the morning church its due, 
At noon is painted, drefl, and curl'd, 
And one amongit the wicked world \ 
Keeps her account exactly even, 
As thus ; * Prue, Creditor to-Heaven: 
" To Sermons heard on extra r days. 
" Debtor : To mafquerade *and plays. 
€t Item : To Whitfield, half an hour : 
" Per contra : To the Colonel, four/* 

Others, I fty, pafs half their time . 
In folly, idlenefs,, or crime ; 
Then all at once their zeal grows warm, 
And every throat reibunds, reform. 

A Lord his youth in every vice 
Indulg'd, but chief in drabs and dice, 
Till worn by age, difeafe, and gout, 
Then nature modeltly gave out. 
Not fo my Lord— who ftill, by proxy, 
Play'd with his darling dice and doxy. 

.1 laud this cojiltant wretch's ftate, 
And pity all who fluctuate ; 
Prefer this Have to dear back-gammon, 
To thofe v ho ferve both God and mammon ; 
To thofe who take fuch pains to awe 
The nation's vices by .the '/flow, 
Yet, while they draw rtheir bills fo ample, 
Jtfegleft the influence of example. 

Memb. To-, whom d' ye preach this fenfelefs 
fermon ? 

Serv. To you, good Sir. Memb. To me, ye 
vermin ! 

Ser*v. To you, who every day profefs 
T' admire the times of good Queen Befs, 
But yet your heart hncerer praife 
Beftows on thefe or Charles's days : 
You ftill approve fome abfent place— 
(The prefent's ever in dilgrace ! ) -> 
And, Inch' your fpecial inconiittence, 
Make the chief merit in the "diltanee. 

If e'er you "mifs: a topper card 
(Though all the while ycu think it hard), 
You Ye all for folitude and quiet, 
Good hours and vegetable diet, 
Reflection, air, and elbow-room ; 
No prifon like a crowded drum. 
But, ftiould yyu meet her Grace's fummons, 
In full committee of the Commons, 
Though well you know her crowded houfe 
Will icarce contain another moufe, >v. < 

Ydii quit the 1 bufinefs of the nation, 
And brethren of the Reformation ;j 



Though begs you '11 flay 2nd vote, 

And zealous tears your coat. 

You damn your coachman, lrorm, and Itare, 
And tear your throat to call a chair. 
N«v, never frown, and good-now hold 
You/ hand awhile; I've been fo bold 
To paint your follies ; now I'm in, 
Let's have a word or two on fin. 

Laft night I head a learned poulterer 
Lay dow n the law againft th' adulterer % ' ' 
And let nie tell you, Sir, that few 
Hear better doclrine in a pew. 
Well ! you m ly laugh at Robin Hood : 
I wifh your ill .dies were as good. 
From Mandeville you take your morals ; 
Your faith from controverfial quarrels j 
But ever lean to tlicfe who icribble 
Their crudities againft the Bible ; 
Yet tell me I (hall ciack my brain 
With hearing Henley * or Romaine. 

Deferves that -critic mofi: rebuke 
In judging on the Pentateuch. 
1 Who deems it, with fome wild Fanatic 
The only fchool of mathematics ? 
Or he, who, making grave profeflion, 
To lay afide all prepolfeHicm, 
Calls it a booldeller's edition 
Of maim'd records and vague tradition ? 

You covet, Sir, your neighbour's goods ! 
I take a p\ice at Peter Wood's f : 
And when I 've turn'd my back upon her, 
Unwounded in my heart or honour, 
I feel nor infamous, nor jealous 
Of richer culls, or prettier ftllows. .* 
But you, the grate and fage reformer, 
Mult go by ftealth to meet your charmer-, 
Mull change your ftar and every note 
Of honour for a bear-lkin coat. \ 
That legiflative head fo wife 
Mult floop to bafe and mean difguife. 
Some Abigail imift then receive . you, 
j Brib'd by the hufband to deceive you, 
I She fpies Cornuto on the flairs : 
Wakes vou ; then, melted by your prayefsj 
Yields, if with greater bribe yoU afk it, 
To, pack your worfliip in th* bslket. 
Laidneck-and-heels, true, Falilatt-fafh ion ; 
There form new fchemes of reformation. 

Thus Ycap'd the murdering hulhand's fary, 
Or thumping fine of cuckold jury j 
Henceforth, in memory of your clanger, 
You '11 live to all intrigues a ft ranger. . 
No j ere you *ve time for this reflection, 
Some new debauch is in projection ; 
And, for the next approaching night, 
Contrivance for another fright. 
This makes you, though fo great, fo grave, 
(Nay ! wonder not), an abject Have j 
As much a flave as I ; nay, more \ 
1 ferve one matter, you a fcore, 



♦The celebrated Orator of Glare Market. 

f Phis woirivy a tew years before fell under t>e difpleafure of the mob, who broke into his houfe, 
near St. Clement's, and burnt all his furniture, whisk they threw into the iheet. 

And, 
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And, as your various pallions rule, 
By turns are twenty tyrants' fool. 
' Mmbn Who tlien is tree ) Strv. The wife 
alone, 

Who only bows to rcafon's throne ; 
Whom neither want, nor death, nor chains, 
Nor iubtle pe/lecutor's pains, 
M>.- honours, wealth, nor lull, can move 
From virtue and his country's love. 
Self-guarded like a globe of fteel, , 
External infults can he feel ? . 
Or ere prelent one weaker part 
To Fortune's moll inlidious dart ? 
Much-honour'd mailer, may you find 
Thele whoielbme fymptoms in your mind ! 
Can you be free while paflions pule you ? 
While women every moment fool you ? 
While forty mad capricious whores 
Invite, then turn you out of doors ; 
Of every doit contrive to trick you, 
Then bid their happier footman kick you ? 

Convinc'd by every new difafter 
You ferve a more delpotrc mailer j 
Say, can your pride or folly fee 
Such difference twixt yourfelf and me ? 

Shall you be ltruck with Titian's tints. i 
And may n't I Hop to ftare at prints ? 
Difpos'd along th* extenfive glafs, 
They catch and hold me ere I pais. 
Where Slack is made to box with Broughton, 
I fee the very ftage they fought on : 
The bruifers live, and move, and bleed, 
As if they fought in very deed. 
Yet I 'm a loiterer, to be fure ; 
■ You a great judge and connoiileur. 

Shall you prolong the midnight ball 
With collly banquet at Vauxhall ; 
And yet prohibit earlier fuppers 
At Kilbourn, SadlerVwells, or Cuper's * ? 
Arethefe lefs innocent in fact, 
Or only made fo by the acl ? 

Thole who t contribute to the tax 
On tea, and chocolate, and wax, 
With high ragouts their blood inflame, 
And naufeate what they eat for fame ; 
Of thefe the Houfes take no knowledge, 
But leave them fairly to the College. 
Oh ! etfer profper their endeavours 
To aid your drbpfies, gouts, and fevers ! 

Can it be deem'd a fhame or fin 
fo pawn my livery for gin ; 
While bonds and mortgages at White's 
Shall raife your fame with Arthur's knights ? 
Thole worthies feem to fee no fhame in, 
Nor drive to pals a llur on gaming; 
But rather to devife each lellion 
Some law in honour o* th' profelfion j 
Lefo fordid hands or vulgar place 
The noble myltery mould debafe j 
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Left ragged fcoundrels, in an alehoufe, 
Should chalk their cheatingson the bellows j 
Or boys the facred rites profane 
With orange-barrows in a lane. 
Where lies the merit of your labours 
To curb the follies of your neighbours; 
Deter the gambler, and prevent his 
Confederate arts to gull the 'prentice j 
Unlefs you could yourlelf deiill 
From hazard, faro, brag, and whift ? 
Unlefs your philolbphic mind 
Can from within amulement find, 
And give at once to ule and pleafure 
That truly precious time, your leilure ? 

In vain your bufy thoughts prepare 
Deceitful lepulchres of care: 
The downy couch, the fparkling bowlj 
And all that lulls or fooths thelbul — 

Memb. Where is my cane, my whip, my hanger? 
I '11 teach you to provoke my anger. 

Ser<v. Heyday ! my mailer's brain is crackt! 
Or elfe he *s making fome. new aft. 

Memb. To fet fuch rogues as you to work, 
Perhaps, or fend you to the Turk j 



§ 216. 



The Intruder, in Imitation of Horafa 
Sal. I. ix. Firft printed & 1754. 

A certain free, familiar fpark 

Pertly accolts me in the Park • 
" 'Tk lovely weather, fure ! how gay 
4t The fun ! — I give you, Sir, good day/* 
Your fervant, Sir. To you the fame — 
But — give me leave to era je jour name. 
" My name ? Why fure you *ve leen my face 
" About, in every public place. 
" I 'm known to almoll all your friends 
u (No one e'er names you but commends)^ 
" For fome I plant ; for fome I build j 
M In every talte and falhion Ikill'd — 
" Were there the lead regard for merit ! — 
" The rich in purfe are poor in fpirit, 
" You know Sir Pagode (here I *11 jive ye 
" A front I 've drawn him for a privy) — 
" This winter, Sir, as I 'm a finner, 
" He has not alk'd me once to dinner.''* 

Quite overpower'd with this, intiuflon, 
1 flood in lilence and confufion. 

He took the advantage, and purfu'd : 
" Perhaps, Sir, you may think me rude ; 
" But fu re I may fuppofe my talk 
w Will lefs difturb you while you walk. 
" And yet I now may fpoil a thought : 
" But that 's indeed a venial fault 
* I only mea,n to fuch, d' ye fee, 
" Who write with eale, like you and me. 
" I write a fonnet in a minute : 

Upon my foul, there 's nothing in it. 



* Places of entertainment at that time. Two of them have been fince fhut up, 

•}* In was urged in the petitions 6f fome of the houies of public entertainment, that the fuppreflion of 
them might greatly diminiih the duties on tea, chocolate, and wax-lights. ' 

t An ong the many projects for the puniHiment of rogues, it ha6 been frequently propofed to fend them in 
exchange for Enejilh Haves in Algiers. 

" But 
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7 But you to all your friends are partial : , 

* You reckon *** another Martial — • 
H He 'd think a fortnight well beftow'd 
a To write an epigram, or ode. 
m •##• * s no poet, to my knowledge;— 
" I knew him very well at college : 
" I Vc writ more verfes in an hour 

* Than he could ever do in four. 
" You '11 find me better worth your known 
" But tell me ; whieh way are you going ?" 

What various tumults fwell'd my brealt, 
With paflion, lhame, difguft opprelt f 
This courtfhip from my Brother Poet ! 
Sure, no fimihtude can mow it: 
Not younjg Adonis, when purfuM 
By amorous antiquated prude; 
Nor Gulliver's diftrefsful face, 
When in the Yahoo's loath 'd embrace. 

In rage, confufion, and difmay, 
Not knowing what to do or fay ; 
And, having no refource but lying — 
A friend at Lambeth lies a-dying.— 
44 Lambeth!" (he re-alTumes his talk) 
44 Acrofs the bridge — the fineft walk — 
44 Don't you admire the Chinefe bridges i 
IC That wave in furrows and in ridges ? 
" They 've finim'd fuch an one at Hampton : 
44 'Faith, 'twas a plan I never dreamt on — 
M The prettieft thing that e'er was leen — 
* 'Tis printed in the Magazine. — * 

This wild farrago who could bear ? 
Sometimes I run ; then Hop and flare : 
Vex'd and tormented to the quick, 
By turns grow choleric and lick j 
^\.nd glare my eye, and fliew the white, 
Like vicious horfes when they 'd bite. 

Regardlefs of my eye or ear, 
His jargon he renews. — " D' ye hear 

4C Who 'twas compos'd the Taylor's dance ? 

" I pra£Hs'd fifteen months in France. 

il I wrote a play — 'twas done in halte— 

4< I know the prefent want of taite, 

" And dare not trull it on the town — 

44 No tragedy will e'er go down. 

44 The new burletta's now the thing — 

44 Pray did- you ever hear me fing ?" 

Never indeed.-*-" Next time we meet — 

" We 're juft now coming to the ftreet. — 

" Blefs me! I almolt had forgot: 

44 There 's poor Jack Stiles will £0 to pot. 

41 Sir Scrutiny has prefs'd me daily 

" To be this hour at the Old Bailey, 

4C To witnefs to his good behaviour : 

" My uncle's voter Under favour — 

44 Egad, I 'm puzzled what to do, 

44 To fave him will be lofing you: 

44 Yet we mull lave him if ive can, 

41 For he 's a ftaunch one, a Dead Man 

By your acccunt he y s SO indeed, 

Unlefsyou make feme better /peed. 

This moment fly to fave your friend-* 

t>r fife prepare him for his end. 

«« Hang him, he 's biit a iinglevote; 

*« I wifh the halter round his throat. 1 

* A cart term for a fure vote. 4 T 
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" To Lambeth I attend you, Sir'* 
Upon my foul! you Jhall not flir : 
P refer ve your voter from the gallows ; 
Can human nature be fo callous ? 
So negligent when life '/ at flake ? 
" I 'd hang a hundred for your lake." 
/ vjijhyou y ddo as much by me — 
Or any thing to fet me free. 

De'if to my words, he talks along 
Still louder than the buzzing throng. 

44 Are you, he cries, as well as ever 
44 With Lady Grace ? Hie 's vaftly clever l' v 
Her merit all the world declare : 
Fevj, very few, her friehdjhip /hare. 

44 If you 'd contrive to introduce 
44 Your friend here; you might find a*ri ufe— i' 1 

Sir, in that hoitfe there *J no fuch doing, 
And the attempt would be one 'j ruin. 
No art, no projeel, no defining* 
No rival/hip, and no out/bin i tig. 

44 Indeed! you make me long the more 
*' To get admittance. Is the door 
ft Kept by fo rude, lb hard a clown, 
44 As will not melt at half-a- crown ? 
14 Can 't I cajole the female tribe, 
44 And gain her woman with a bribe ? 
" Refus'd to-day, luck up my forrow, 
44 And take my chance again to-morrow ? 
" Is there no (hell -work to be leen, 
44 Or Chinefe chair or Indian fcretn ? 
14 No cockatoo nor marmozet, 
" Lap-dog, gold-filh, nor paroquet ? 
44 No French embroidery on a qu\It ? 
44 And no bow- window to be built ? 
44 Can *t I contrive, at times; to meet 
" My iauy in the park or llreet ? 
44 At opera, play, or morning prayer, 
44 To hand her to lief coach or chair ?" 

But now his voice, though late fo louJ,' 
Was loll in the contentious crowd 
Of filh-wives newly corporate. 
A colony from Billingfgate f. 

That inftant on the bridge I fpied 
Lord Truewit coming from his ride. 

My Lord— Sir William (I began) 
Has given me power to flate a plan, 
To fettle every thing between you \ 
And fe — VfJ lucky that I 've fcen you. 
This morning — " Hold, 1 ' replies the peer, 
And tips me a malicious leer, 
" Againft good-breeding to' offend*. 
44 And rudely take you from your Friend !" 
(His Lordlhip, by the way, cay fpy 
How matters go with half an eye ; 
And loves, in proper time and place, 
To laugb behind the graved face.) 
44 'Tis Saturday- 8 -! fliould not choofe 
" To break the Sabbath of the JEWS.'\ 
The Jenvs! My Lord I—" Why, iince tin! 
44 pother, 

44 I own, I *m grown a weaker brother : 
" 'Faith, Perfecution is no joke: 
" — I once was going to have fpoke.— 

fi(h- market at WeAminfter, juft then opened. 

44 Bus'nefs 
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*« Bus'nefs may ftay till Monday-night : 
*« *Tis prudent, to be Aire you Ye right." 

He went his way. I rav'd and tunVd : 
To <whdt ill J or tune am I doonid! 
But Fortune had, it feems, decreed 
That moment for my being freed. 
Our talk, which had been toniewha't loadj 
Infenfibty the market-crowd 
Around my perfecutor drew ; 
And made them take him for a Jew. 
To me the caitiff now appeals \ 
But I took fairly to my heels ; 
And, pitilefs of his condition, 
On brink of Thames and Inquifitiorti 
Left him to rake his turn, and Hften 
To each uncircurrtcis*d Philittine. 

O ! Phoebus ! happy he whofe traft is 
In thee, and thy poetic jujlice ! 



§217. Horace, Book I. Ep. Vll. Addrejfed to 
the Earl of Oxford. 1 7 1 3 . 

Harley, the nation's great fupport, 
Returning home one day from court, 
(His mind with public cares pofleft 
AH Europe's bulinefs in his bread) 
Obferv*d a parfon near Whitehall 
Cheap'ning old authors on a ftall. 
The prieft was pretty well in cak, 
And fliew'd fome bumour in Ms face 5 
Look*d with an eafy, carelefs mien, 
A perfect ftranger to the fpleen-, 
Of fize that might a pal pit fill, 
But more inclining to lit (till. 
My Lord (who, if a man may fay % 
Loves mi fchief better than his meat) 
Was now difpos'd to crack a jeft j 
And bid friend Lewis * go in qUeft— * 
(This Lewis is a cunning (haver, 
And very much in Harley's favour) 
In quell who might this parfon be, 
What was his name, of what degree ; 
If poflible, to learn his ftory, 
And whether he were Whig or Tory. 

Lewis his patron's humour knowsj 
Away upon his errand goes, 
And quickly did the matter fift, 
Found dut that it was Doctor Swift; 
A clergyman of fpecial note 
For (hunning thofe of his own coat ; 
Which made his brethren of the gown 
Take care betimes to run him down : 
No libertine, nor over-nice, 
Addicted to no fort of vide, 
Wen t were he pleas'd, faid what he thought j 
Not rich, but ow'd no man a groat j 
In ftate opinions a~la-mode t 
}ie hated Wharton like a toad ; 
Had given the faction many a wound, 
And libelTd all the junto round ; 
Kept company with men of wit, 
Who often father'd what he writ: 



His works were hawk*d in every ftreet, 
But feldom role above a meet \ 
Of late indeed the paper-ftamp 
Did very much his genius cramp : 
And, fince he could hot fpend his fire, 
He now intended to retire. 

Said Harley, li t defire to know 
* From his own mouth if this be fo ; 
" Step to the Doclor ftraight, and fay. 
" I 'd have him dine with me to-day/* 
Swift feem'd to wonder what he meant, 
Nor would believe my Lord had fent: 
So never offered once to ftir; 
But coldly faid, " Your fervant, Sir !** 
" Does he refufe me ?'* Harley cried/* 
" He does, with infolence and pride.** 

Some few days after, Harley fpies 
The Doclor faften*d by the eyes 
At Charlng-crofs ahiorig the rout, 
Where painted monlters are hung out: 
He pull*d the firing, and ftopp*d his coach, 
Beckoning the Doftor to approach. 

Swift, who could neither fly nor hide, 
Came fneaking to the chariot-fide, 
And offer'd many a lame excufe : 
he never meant the leaft abufe — 
" My Lord— the honour you defign*d — 
" Extremely proud — but I had din'd — 
" I *m lure I never mould neglect— 
" No man alive has more refpeft.** 
" Well, I Hlall think of that no more, 
" If you *I1 be fure to come at four.** 

The Doctor now obeys the /ummohs, 
Likes both his company and commons; 
Difplays his talents, fits till ten : 
Next day invited, comes again ; 
Soon grows domeftic, feldom fails 
Either at morning or at meals : 
Came early, and departed late ; 
In fhoit, the gudgeon took the bait. 
My Lord would carry on the jeft, 
And down to Windlbr takes his gueft. 
Swift much admires the place and air, 
And longs to be a canon there ; 
In fummer round the park to ride, 
In winter never to re fide. 
A canon ! that *s a J) lace too mean 5 
No, Doclor, you mall be a Dean ; 
Two dozen canons round your ftall, 
And you the tyrant o*er them all : 
You need but crofs the I rim feas, 
To live in plenty, powV, and eafe. 
Poor Swift departs ; and, what is worfe, 
With b6rrow*d money in his puffe* 
Travels at leaft an hundred leagues, 
And fuffers numberlefs fatigues. 

Suppofe him now a Dean complete, 
Demurely lolling in his feat 5 
The filver verge, with decent pride, 
Stuck underneath his cufhion-lide; 
Suppofe him gone through all vexation s f 
Patents, inftalments, abjurations, 



Eufmus Lewis, Efy the treasurer's fecretary. 
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Firff-fruits, and tenths, and chapter-treats $ 
Dues, payments, fees, demands, and cheats— 
(The wicked laity's contriving 
To hinder clergymen fr6m thriving). 
Now all the Doctor's money 's fpent, 
His tenants wrong him in his rent j 
The farmers, fpirefully combined, 
Force him to take his tythes in kind : 
And Parvifol* difcounts arrears 
By bills for taxes and repairs. 

Poor Swift, with all his lofles vex'd, 
Not knowing where to turn him next, 
Above a thoufand pounds in debt, 
Takes horfe, *nd, in a mighty fret, 
Rides day and night at fuph a rate, 
He foon arrives at Harley's gate } 
But was fo dirty, pale, and thin, 
Old Read + would hardly let him in. 

Said Harlcy, " Welcome, Reverend Dean ! 
" What makes yourworfliip look fo lean ? 

Why, fure you won't appear in town 
" In that old wig and rufty gown ? 
" I doubt your heart is fet on pelf 
" So much that you neglect yourielf. 
" What ! I fuppofe now flocks are high, 
" You 've fome good purchafe in your eye ? 
" Or is your money out at ufe V % 

" Truce, good my Lord, I l>gg a truce," 
The D^ftor in a paflion cried, 
« Your raillery is mifapplied ; 
" Experience I have dearly bought ; 
" You know I am not worth a groat: 
" But you relblv'd to have your jell, 
" And 't was a folly to conteft. * 
" Then, fince you now have done your worft, 
•< Pray leave me where you found me firfl." 



§ 218. Horace, Bo$k II. Sat. VI. 

I've often wifh'd that I had clear, 
For life, fix hundred pounds a-year, 
A haiidfomc houfe to lodge* a friend, 
A river at my garden's end, 
A terrace-walk, and a half a rood 
Of land fet out tp plant a wood. 

Well, now I have ail this and more, 
I :tfk not to increafe my (tore ; 
« But here a grievance feems to lie, 

• All this is mine but till I die; 

• I can't but think "t would found morcclcvt 
« To me and to my heirs for ever. 

4 If I ne'er got or lolt a groat, 
« By any trick, or any fault j 
« And if I pray by reafon**s rules, 

■ And not like forty other fools : 

« As thus : " Vouchfafe,0 gracious Maker! 

" To "rant me this and t* other acre : 

" Or, if it be thy will and pleafure, 

" Dircft my plough to find a treafure l" 

■ But only what my llation fits, 

• And to be kept in my right wits, 
« Prefcrve, Almighty Providence | 

1 j u (t what you gave me, competence : 

• The Dean's agent, a Frenchman. 
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( And let lrie in thefc fhades compofe 
c Something in verfc as true as prole ; 
t Removal from all th' ambitious fcene, 
t Nor pufF'd by pride, nor funk by fpleen.* 

In (liort, I 'm perfectly content, 
Let me but live on this fide Trent ; 
Nor crofs the channel twice a year, 
To (perid fix months with ltutelhien here. 

I mud by all means come to town, 
'Tis for the fervice of the crown. 
T Lev/is, the Dean will be of ufe 5 
" Send for him up, take no excufe." 
The toil, the danger of the feas — 
Great minifters ne'er think of thefe 5 
Or let it cofl five hundred pound, 
No matter where the money 's found ; 
It is but fo much more in debt, 
And that they ne'er confider'd yet. 

" Good Mr. Dean, go change your gown; 
" Let my Lord know you 're come to town." 
I hurry me in hafte away, 
Not thinking it is levee-day; 
And find his honour in a pound, 
Hemm'd by a triple circle round, 
Chequer'd with ribbons blue and green: 
How ihouid I thruft myfelf between? 
Some wag obferves me thus perplex'd, 
And, muling, whifpers to the next: 
" I thought the Dean had been too proud 
u To jultle here among a crowd !" 
Another, in a furly fit, 
Tells me I have more zeal than wit : 
" So eager toexprefs your love, 
** You ne'er conlider whom you (hove, 
" But rudely prefs before a duke." 
I own Tin pleased with this rebuke, 
And take it kindly meant, to ihow 
What I defire the world Ihouid know. 

I get a whifper, and withdraw $ 
When twenty fools I never law 
Come with petitions fairly penn'd, 
Deliring I would Hand their friend. 

This humbly offers me his cafe ; 
That begs my intereft for a place : 
A hundred other men's affairs, 
Like bees, are humming in my ears*- ' : ;rr VJB 
" To-morrow my appeal comes on ; 
. " Without your help the cauie is gone." 
The Duke expects my Lord and you, 
About lome great affair, at two. 
" Put my Lord Bolingbroke in mind * 
" To get my warrant quickly figti?ds 
" Conlider, 'tis my firft requett." 
Be fatisfied, I '11 do my beft. 
Then prciently he falls to teafe: t 
" You may for certain, if you pleafe : 
" I doubt not, if his lordihip knew— vrAtifi. 
" And, Air. Dean, one word from you — " 
*Tis (let me fee) three years and more 
(October next it will be four) 
Since Harley bid me firft attend, 
And chofe me for an humble friend ; 

f The Lord Treafurer's porter. 

. Would 
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Would take me in his coach to chat, 

And queition me of this and that ; 

As„" What "s o'clock?" and, 44 How 's the wind?' 

u Whole chariot 's that we left behind ?" 

Or gravely try to read the lines 

Writ underneath the country figns: 

Or, 14 Have you nothing new to-day 

" From Pope, from Parnell, or from Gay?" 

Such tattle often entertains. 

My lord and me as far as Staines, 

As once a week we travel down 

To Windfor, and again to town, 

Where all that partes inter nos 

Might be proclaimed at Charing-crofs. 

Yet fome I know with envy {well, 
Becaufe they fee me us'd fo well. 
f 4 How think you of our friend the Dean ? 
94 I wonder what fome people mean ! 
" My lord and he are grown fo great, 
" Always together, tete-a-tete: 
" What ! they admire him for his jokes ? 
" See but the fortune of fome folks I"* 

There flies about a ftrange report 
Of fome exprefs arrivM at court: 
I'm ftoppM by all the fools I meet, 
And catechis'd in ev'ry ftreet. 
4< Vou, Mr. Dean, frequent the great; 
M Inform us, will the Emperor treat ? 

Or do the prints and papers lie r" 
' Faith, Sir, you know as much as I. 
" Ah, Doctor, how you love to jeft I 
" 'Tis now no iecret." — I protell 
'Tis one to me. — " Then tell us, pray, 
" When are the troops to have their pay ?" 
And, though I folemnly declare 
I know no more than my lord-mayor, 
They (land amaz'd, and think me grown 
The cloielt mortal ever known. 

Thus, in a fea of folly toft, 
My choiceft hours of life are loft ; 
Yet always wi thing to retreat, 
O could I fee my country-feat ! 
There, leaning near a gentle brook, 
Sleep, or perufe ibme ancient book; 
And there in fweet oblivion drown 
Thofe cares that haunt the court and town. 



A curtain worn to half a ftripe; 
A pair of bellows, without pipe ; 
A di(h which might good meat afford once; 
An Ovid, and an old Concordance ; 
A bottle-bottom, wooden platter, 
One is ior meal, and one for water: 
There likewile is a copper ikillet, 
Which runs as fall out as you fill it ; 
A candleitick, fnurr-difli, and fave-all : 
<And thus his household goods you have all. 
Thefe to your Lordfhip, as a friend, 
| Till you have built, I freely lend : 
They Ml ferve your Lordfliip for a ftuft, 
Why not, as well as Doctor Swift ? 



§ 



219. A true and faithful Inventory of the 
Goo J j belonging to Dr. Suift, Vicar of Laracor j 
upen lending his Uoufe to the Bijlop of Meath, 
till his Palace was rebuilt. 



a n oaken, broken elbow-chair ; 

A caudle-cup without an ear; 
A battefd, matter' d aih bedftead ; 
A box of deal, without a lid ; 
A pair of tongs, but out of joint ; 
A back-fword poker, without point ; 
A pot that 's crack'd acrofs, around 
With an old knotted garter bound ; 
An iron lock, without a key ; 
A wig, with hanging quite grown grey ; 



§ 220. An Elegy on the Death of Dcmar the 
Ufurer, who died the 6th of July 1710, 

1/ now all men, by thefe prefents, Death the 
tamer 

By mortgage hath fecufd the corpfc of Demar : 
Nor can four hundred thoufand fterling pound 
Redeem him from his prifon under ground. 
His heirs might wel^of all his wealth polfeft, 
Beftow to bury him one iron cheft. 
Plutus, the god .of wealth, wjll joy to know 
His faithful fteward 's in the (hades below. 
He walked the ftreets, and .wore a threadbare 
" cloak, 

He din'd and fupp'd at charge of other folk ; 
And by his looks, had he held out his palms, 
He might be thought an object fit- for alms. 
So, to the poor if he refusMhrfpelf, 
He us\i them full as kindly as himfelf. 

Where'er he went he never faw his oetters ; 
Lords, knights, and fquires, were all his humble 
debtors ; 

And under hand and feal the Irifh nation 
Were fore'd to own to him their obligation. 

He that could once have half a kingdom 
In half a minute is not worth a groat, [bought, 
His coffers from the coffin could not lave, 
Nor all his intereft keep him from the grave, 
A golden monument could not be right, 
Becaufe we wi(h the earth upon him light 

O London tavern * ! thou haft loft a friend, 
Thqughin thy walls he ne'er did farthing fpend: 
He touch'd the pence, when others touclf d the 
pot; 

The hand that fign'd the mortgage paid the 
(hot. 

Old as he was, no vulgar known difcafe 
On him could ever boaft a powY to feize 5 
" t But, as, he weigh'd his gold, grim Death 
44 in fpite 

" Caft in his dart, which made three moidores 
"light; 

44 And, as he faw his darling money fail, 
f 4 Blew his lad breath to (ink the lighter fcale." 
He who fo long was current, 't 'would be ftrange 
|f he (hould now be crie<fdown fmce hio change. 



A tavern in Dublin, where Demar kept his effice. | Thefe four lines were written by StcM*. 
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The fexton (hall green fods on thee bellow 
Alas, the fexton is thy banker now ! 
A difmal banker mull that banker be, 
Who gives no bills but of mortality. 

$ 224. Epitaph on a Mifer. 

BENEATH this verdant hillock lies 
Demar, the wealthy and the wife. 
His heirs, that he might fafely relt, 
Have put his carcafe in a cheit; 
The very cheft in which, they fay, 
His other lelf, his money, lay. 
And, if his heirs continue kind 
To that dear lelf he left behind, 
I dare believe that four in five 
Will think his better half alive. 

4 222. To Mrs. Houghton of Bvrmunt, upon 
pra'tfmg her Hujhand to Dr. Swift. 

You always are making a God of your fpoufe, 
But this neither realon nor confcience allows 
Perhaps you will fay, 'tis in gratitude due, 
And you adore him becauie he adores you : 
Your argument 's weak, and fo you will find ; 
For you, by this rule, mull adore all mankind, 

§ 223. Dr. Delanfs Villa. 

Would you that Delville I delcribe ? 
Believe me, Sir, I will not jibe : 
For who would be fatirical 
Upon a thing fo very final 1 ? 

You fcarce upon the borders enter 
Before you 're at the very centre. 
A iingle crow can make it night, 
When o'er your farm flie takes her flight : 
Yet, in this narrow compass, we 
Oblerve a vaft variety ; 
Both walks, walls, mellows, and parterres., 
Windows, and doors, and rooms, and ltairs, 
And hills, and dales, and woods, and fields, 
And hay, and grafs, and corn, it yields ; 
'All to your haggard brought fo cheap in, 
Without the mowing or the reaping : 
A razor, though to lay 't I 'm loth, 
Would ihave yon and your meadows both. 

Though final! '« the farm, yet; here 's a houie 
Full large to entertain a moufe; 
fiut where a rat is dreaded more 
Than lavage Caledonian boar ; 
For, if it 's entcfd by a.rat, 
+here is no room to bring a cut. 

A little rivulet fcems to Ileal 
Town through a thing; you call a vale, 
Jji'.c tears adown a wrinkled cheek, 
tike rain along a blade of leek ; 
And this you call your fweet meander, 
Which might be fuck'd up by a gander* 
Could he but force his nether bill 
To fcoop the channel of the rill. 
For Aire you % d make a mighty clutter, 
Where it as bic; as city-gutter. 

Next come I to vour kitchen -garden, 
'fs'hcrt cvx peer mqufc would tare but harl in j 



And round this garden is a walk, 
No longer than a taylor's chalk ; 
Thus I compare what fpace is in it: 
A fnaii creeps round it in a minyte. 
One lettuce makes a (hift to fqueeze 
Up through a tuft you call your trees ; 
And, once a year, a fingle rofe 
Peeps from the bud. but never blows ; 
In vain then you expect its bloom 1 
It cannot blow for want of room. 

In Ihort, in all your boafted feat, 
There 's nothing but yourfelf that ,'s great. 

§ 224. Mary the Cook-maid's Letter to Dr, 
Sheridan. 1723. 

Well, if ever I faw fuch another manfince 
my mother bound my head I 
You a gentleman ! marry come up ! I wonder 
where you were bred. [your cloth ; 
I *m Aire fuch words do not become a man of 
I would not give fuch language to a dog, faith 
and troth. [ridan, 'tis a lhame 

Yes, you calPd my mailer a knave : fie, Mr. She- 
For a parfon, who Ihould know better things, to 

come out with fuch a name. 
Knave in your teeth, Mr, Sheridan ! 'tis both a 
lhame and a fin ; [you and all your kin t 
And the Deanmymafter,isan honefter man than 
He hasmore goodnefsinhis little fingerthanyou 

have in your whole body : 
My maft er is a perfonable man, and not a fpindle- 
lhank'd hoddy-doddy. [an excuie, 
And now, whereby I find you would fain make 
Becauie my master one day, in auger, caHMyoi* 
goole ; 

Which, and I am fure I haye been hisfervant four 

years lince October, 
And he never call'd me worfe than fweet -heart, 
drunk or lober : [to my knowledge, 
Not that I know his reverence was everconcern'i* 
Though you and your come-rogues keep him 
out fo late in your college, [eat graisl 
You fay you will eatgrafsonhis grave; aChnftian 
Whereby you now yonfefs yourfelf to be agoolq 
or an afs : [die before ye * 

But that 's as much as to (ay,that my mailer (houltf 
Well, well, that 's as God plcafe*.; and I don't 

believe that 's a true ltory : 
And fo fay I told you lo, and you may go tell 
my mailer, what care I ? [Mary. 
And I don't care who knows it j 'tis all one to 
Evpry body knows that I love to tell truth, and 
f lhame the devil; [mould be civil. 

I am but a poor fervant, but I think gentlefolk*. 
Belides, you found fault with our victuals one 
day that you was here; [the year ; 

I remember it was on a Tuelday, of all days m 
And Saunders the man fays you 'are always jeft- 
ing and mocking : [mailer's Rocking , 
Mary, laid he (one day as I was mending my 
My matter is fo fond ot that miniiler that keeps 

the lchool— • 
I thought my mailer a wife man, but that man 
makes him a fool. . «• M 
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Saunders, faid 1,1 would rather than a quart ofale 
He would come into our kitchen and I would 

pin a difhclout to his tail. 
And now I muft go and get Saunders to direct 
this letter ; [(he writes better. 

Tor I write but a lad fcrawl, but my filler Marget 
Well, but I mult run and make the bed, before my 

malter comes from pray 'i s : 
And lee now, \t ftrikes ten, and I hear him com- 
ing up Hairs j [ write written hand : 
Whereof I could lay more to your verfes, if I could 
And lb I remain, in a civjl way, your fervant 
to command. MARY, 

§ 225. Riddles, h Dr. Swift and his Friends, 
If r it ten in or about the Yiar 172^. 
On a Pen. 
]N youth exalted high in air, 
•* Or bathing in the waters fair. 
Nature to form me took delight, 
And clad my body all in white, 
My perfon tall, and flender waiit, 
Pn either fide with fringes grac'd; 
Till me that tyrant man elpied, 
And dragg*d me from my mother's fide ; 
No wonder now I look lb thin j 
The tyrant Itripp'd me to the (jpp \ 
My Ikin he flay'd, my hair he cropp'd; 
At head and foot my body lopp'd: 
And then, with heait more hard than ftone, 
He pick'd my marrow from the bone. 
To vex me more, he took a freak 
To llit my tuigue, and make me fpeak: 
But, that which wonderful appears, 
I fpeak tp eyes, and not to ears. 
He oft employs me id difguife, 
And makes me tell a. thouland lies : 
To me he chiefly, gives in truft 
To pleafe his malice or his lull; 
From me no fecret he can hide, 
I lee his vanity and pride r 
And my delight is to expoie 
Hi^ follies 10 his greatelt foos. 

All lang images I can command, 
Yet not a word I underltand. 
Without my ^id, the belt divine 
tn learning would not know a line : 
The lawyer mult forget his pleading ; 
The fcholar could not fhew his reading. 

Nay, man, my matter is my Have : 
I give command to kill or lave; 
Can gran£ ten thoufand pounds a year, 
And make a beggar's brat a peer. 

<Bur, while I thus my life relate, 
I only batten on my fate. 
Mv tongue is l^lack, my mouth is furr'd* 
I hardly now can force a word. 
1 die unpiried and forgot, 
And on ibme dunghill left to rot. 

§ 226. On Gold. 
A t.l -ruling tyrant of the earth, 
■ft To yiJeft flaves t owe my birtl?. " ' 



How is the greateft monarch bleft, 
When in my gaudy liv'ry drell ! 
No haughty nymph has pow'r to run 
From me, or my embraces fhun. 
Stabb'd to the heart, condemn'd to rVime t 
My conftancy is Hill the lame. 
The favourite mellenger of Jove, 
And Lemnian God, confulting ftrove 
To make me glorious to the light 
Of mortals, and the gods' delight. 
Soon would their alters' flame expird, 
If I refus'd to lend them fire. 



§ 227. On a Cockfcrvw % 
hough I, alas ! a prifoner be, 
My trade is prifoners to fet free. 
No Have his lord's commands obeys 
With fuch inlinuatingr ways* 
My genius piercing, iharp, and bright, 
Wherein the men at wit delight. 
The clergy keep me lor their eafe, 
And turn and wind me as they pleafe. 
A new and wondrous art I mow 
Of raifing fplrits from below ; 
In Icarlet lome, and lbme in white : 
They rife, walk round, yet never fright^ 
In at each mouth the fpirits pals, 
Diftin&ly leen as through a glafs : 
O'er head and body make a rout, 
And drive at laft all fecrets out : 
And dill, the more I mew my art, 
The more they open ev'ry heart. 

A greater chemitt none than I, 
Who from materials hard and dry 
Have taught men to extract with- (kill 
More precious juke than from a Hill. 

Although I 'm often out of cafe, 
1 'in not aiham'd to mew my face. 
Though at the tables of the great 
1 near the fide-board take my feat; 
Vet the plain 'fquire, when dinner 's done, 
Is never pleas'd till t make one r 
He kindly bids me near him lbnd^ 
And often takes me by the hand. 

I t\vice a day a hunting go ; 
Nor ever fail to feize my foe ^ 
And, when I have him by the pole, 
I drag him upwards from his hole 5 
Though f'ome are of fo ltubborn kind> 
I 'm fore'd to leave a limb behind. 

I hourly wait fome fatal end; 
For I can break, but fcorn to bend. 



§ 228. On a Circle. 

T 'm up and down, and round about, 

Yet all the world can *t find me out. 
Though hundreds have employ'd their leifure, 
They never yet could find my meafure. 
I 'm found almoft in ev'ry garden, 
Nay, in the compafs of a farthing. 
There 's neither chariot, coach, nor mill 
Can move an itich, except I will. 



Soo ELEGANT 

§ 229. 0» Ink. 

T am jet-black, as you may fee, 

The Ton of pitch, and gloomy night; 
Yet all that know me will agree 
I T m dead, except I live in light. 

Sometimes in panegyric -high, 

Like lofty Pindar, I can foar j 
And raife a virgin to the iky, 

Or link her to a pocky whore. 

My blood this day is very fweet, 

To-morrow of a bitter juice ; 
Like milk, 'tis cried about the llreer, 

And fo applied to different ufe. 

Moft wondrous is my magic pow'r ; 

For with one colour I can paint ; 
1 '11 make the devil a faint this hour, 

Next make a devil of a faint. 

Through diftant regions I can fly, 
Provide me but with paper wings ; 

And fairly ihew a reafon why 
There ihould be quarrels among Kings, " 

And, aft^er all, you Ml think it odd, 
When learneid doctors will difpute, 

That I fliould point the word of God, 
And (hew where they can belt confute. 

Let lawyers bawl and ftrain their throats : 
*Tis I that mud the lands convey, 

And ftrip the clients to their coats ; ' 
Nay, give their very fouls away. 
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§ 23 c On an Echo. 

VT eve r fleeping, ftill awake, 

Plealing molt when moft I fpeak : 
The delight of old and young, 
Though I fpeak without a tongue. 
Nought but one thing can confound mc, 
Many voices joining round me ; 
Then I fret, and rave, and gabble 
Like the labourers of Babel. 
Now I am a dog or cow, 
I can bark, or I can low; 
I can bleat, or I can ling 
Like the warblers of the fpring. 
Let the love-lick bard complain, 
And I mourn the cruel pain ; 
Let the happy fwain rejoice, 
And I join my helping voice ; 
Both are welcome, grfcf or joy, 
I with either fport and toy. 
Though a lady, I am ftout, 
Drums and trumpets bring me out, 
Then I clafh, and roar and rattle, 
Join in all the din of battle. 
Jove, with all his loudeft thunder, 
When I 'm vex'd, can 't keep me under £ 
Yet fo tender is my ear, 
That the loweft voice I fear. 
Much I dread the courtier's fate, 
When his merit 's out of date j 
For I hate a m\nt breath, 
And a whifper is my death. 



§ 250. On ike Five Senfes. 

All of us :n one you Ml find; 
Brethren* of a wondrous kind ; 
Yet among us all no brother 
Knows one tittle of the other. 
We in frequent councils are, 
And our marks of things declare, 
Where, to us unknown, a clerk 
Sits, and takes them in the dark, 
lie 's the rcgiilei* of all 
In our ken, both great and fmall j 
By us forms his laws and rules y 
He 's our matter, w e his tools , 
Yet we can with grcateft eafe 
Turn and wind him where we pleafe. 

One of us alone can deep, 
Yet no watch the reft will keep ; 
But the moment that he clofes, 
Ev'ry brother elfe repofes. 

If wine \s bought, or victuals dreft, 
One enjoys them for the reft. 

Pierce us all with wounding ftcel, 
One for all of us will fed. 

Though ten thou land cannons roar, 
Add to them ten thouiand more, 
Yet but one of us is found 
Who regards the dreadful found. 

Do what is not fit to tell, 
There 's but one of ij5 can fmcll. 



§ 232. On a Shadow in a Glafs. 

DY fomething form'd, I nothing am, 

Yet ev'ry thing that you can name ; 
In no place have ever been* 
Yet ev*ry where I may be leen 5. 
In all things falfe, yet always true, 
I *m it ill the fame — but ever new. 
Lifelels, life's perfect form I wear. 
Can (hew a nole, eye, tongue, or ear, 
Yet neither fmell, lee, talte, or hear. j> 
All lhapes and features I can boaft, . 
No fielh, no bones, no blood — no ghoft : 
All colours, without paint, put on, 
And change like the cameleon. 
Swiftly I come, and enter there 
Where not^a chink lets in the air; ♦ 
Like thought, I 'm in a moment gone, 
Nor can I ever be alone ; 
All things on earth 1 imitate * 
Fafter than nature can create ; 
Sometimes imperial robes I wear, 
Anon in beggar's rags appear j 
A giant now, and ftraight ah elf, 
I -m ev'ry one, but ne'er myielf ; 
Ne'er fad, I mourn; ne'er glad, rejoice^ 
I move my lips, but want a voice ; 
I ne'er was born, nor e'er can die : 
Then pr'ythee tell "me, what am 1 ? 
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§ 233. On Time* 
"pVER eating, never claying, 
" L ' All devouring, all destroying, 
J^ever finding full repaft, 
Tijl I eat the world at hit. 



§ 234.. On the yowls. 
are little airy creatures, 
v All of dirFrent yoice and features : 
die of us in glafs is fet, 
One of us youll rind in jet ; 
T'other you may fee in tin, 
And the fourth a box within j 
lr riie fifth you ihould purfue, 
It can never Ay from you. 



§ 2 3 5. On Sno w. 



Prom heaven I fri), though from earth I begin, 
» No lady alive cafi Ihew fucfa a ikin. 
I *m bright as an angel, and light as a feather, 
But heavy and dark when you fqueeze me to- 
- gether. 

Though candour and truth in my alpect 1 bear, 
Yet many poor creatures I help to enfnare. 
Though lo much of heaven appears in my make, 
The fouleft imprellions 1 eaiily take. 
My parent and I produce one another, 
Tne mother the daughter, the daughter the mo- 
ther. 



§ 2 36. On a Cannw. 



■pECQTTEN, and born, and dying with noife, 
riie terror of women, and pleafure of boys; 
Like tiie fiction of poets concerning the wind, 
I'm chiefly unruly when ltrongeft confin'd. 
For lilverand gold I don't trouble my head, 
But all I delight in is pieces of lead} 
Except when I trade with a Ihip or a town, 
Why then I make pieces of iron go down. 
One property more 'I would have you remark, 
No lady was ever more fond of a (park ; 
The moment I get one, my foul's all a-rire, 
And I roar out my joy, and in tranfport expire. 

§ 237. To <$uilca,a Country -Houfe of Dr. Sheridan, 
in no 'very good Repair. 1725. 

Let me thy properties explain : 
A rotten cabin, dropping rain ; 
Chimnies with fcorn rejecting fmoke ; 
Stools, tables, chairs, and bediteads broke. 
Here elements have Jolt their ufes : 
Air ripens not, nor earth produces ; 
In vain we make poor Sheelah* toil, 
Fire will not rOalt, nor water boil, 
Through all the valleys, hills, and plains, 
The goddefs Want in triumph reigns: 
And Her chief officers of ftate, 
Sloth, Dirt, and Theft, arou.rd her wait.] 



§235?. The grand Queftion debated: Whether 
Hamilton's Bavon Jhould be turned into a Bar- 
rack or a Malt- Houfe, 1719. 
'Tnius fpoke to my Lady the Knight f full of 

care, 

" Let me have your advice in a weighty affair: 
" This Hamilton's bawn t, whilit it iticks on my 
"hand, 

" J lofe by the houfe what I get by the land j" ; 
" But how to difpole of it to the belt bidder, , 
u For a barrack $ or naalt-houle, we now inuft 
" coniider. 

" Firli let me fuopofe I make it a malt-houfe, 
" Here I have computed the profit wdi fall t'uYj 
M There's nine hundred pounds, for labour and 
"grain, , fnviin; 

I incrtaie it to twelve, fo three hundred re- 
" A haudfomeaddition for wine and goodclieer, 
" Threedhhesaday, and three hogiheadsayear: 
u With a dozen, large veifcls my vault fliu.il 
« ltor'd ; 

" No little fcrub joint (hail come on my board; 
" And you and the Dean no more mall combine 

To itint me at night to one bottle of wane ; 
" Nor (hail I, for his humour, permit you topur- 
" loin 

" A ftone and a quarter of beef from my furloin. 
" If I make it a barrack, the crown is my tea uit j 
" My dear, I have ponder'dagain and again on't. 
" In poundage and drawbacks I loie half my rent; 
u Whatever they give me, I muft be content* 
" Or join with the court in every debate ; 
u And rather than that I would lofe my elate." 
Thus ended the Kaiight. Thus began his 
meek wife : 
M It mini a id it (hall be a barrack, my life. 
* I'm grown a mere mopus ; no company com?$ 
u But a rabble of tea ants and nifty dUU ru;nsj|: 
With paribns what lad yean keep hepfelf clean? 
" I'm all over daub'd when I lit by the Dean : 
" But if you will give us a barrack, my dear, 
" The Captain, I'm fure, will always come here: 
" I then lhall not value his Deanmip a It raw, 
rt For the Captain, I warrant, will keep him in 
" awe; 

** Or, mould he pretend to be briikand alert, 
u Will tell him that Chaplains ihould not be lb 
H pert ; 

11 That men of his coat mould be minding their 
" pray'rs, 

" And not among ladies to give themfelves airs." 
Thus argued my Lady, but argued in vain; 
The Knight his opinion refolv'd to maintain. 

But Hannah fl, who liften'd to all that was 
And could not endure fo vulgar a tafte, [pa*L 
As foon as her Ladyfhip c ill'd to be dreit, 
Cried, " Madam, why fuivly my maker's pjf- 
« M. 



* The name of an Irifh fervant. f Sir Arthur Achefon, at whole feat this was writtsn. 

t A lar^c old houfe, twj miles from Sir Arthur's ieat. 

§ The army in Ireland is lodged in ltron* buildings over the whole kingjo.n, called barrack*, 
jj \ cant word in Ireland for a poor count y clergyman. My la Jy's waitin «wjman. 

3 F « Sir 
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11 Sir Arthur the malt lie r ! how, fine it will 
44 found ! 

44 Td rather the bawn were funk under ground. 
44 But, Madam, I guefs'd there would never 



44 come good, 



and 



* When I law him fo often with Darby 

w Wood. 

44 And now my dream's quit; for I was a-drcam'd 
44 That I law a huge rat — O dear, how I fcream'd ! 
« 4 And after, methought, Iliad loll my new Ihoesj 
*• And Molly,fhe laid I (houldhearfome ill-news. 

44 Dear madam, had you but the fpirit to teafe, 
44 You might have a barrack whenever you pleafe : 
44 And, madam, I always believ'd you fo flout, 
44 That for twenty denials you would not give 
44 If I had a huASand like him, I purtt.Jl, [out. 
44 Till he gave me my will, I would give him 
44 no reft; [flieets 
44 And, rather than come in the fame pair of 
44 With fuchacrofsmanj would lie in the llreets: 
44 But, madam, I beg you, contrive and invent, 

* And worry Him" out till he gives his cemfent. 
44 Dear madam, whene'er of a barrack I think, 
44 An' I were to be hang'd, I can't lleep a wmk : 
u For if a uew crotchet comes into my brain, 
44 I can't get it out, though I never lb fain. 

44 I fancy already a barrack contriv'd 
'* At Hamilton's ba>vn, and the troop -is arriv'd j 
u Of this to be Aire Sir Arthur has warning, 
€t And waits on the Captain betimes the next 
44 morning. 

44 No\V fee, when they meet, how their honours 
44 behave : 

u Noble Captain, your fervant,"— 44 Sir Arthur, 

44 your Have j 
€t You honour me much." — 44 The honour is 

14 mine." — 

4( 'Twas a fad rainy night."— 4 ' But the morn- 
ing is fine." 

, <( Pray how does' my lady ?" — My wife's at 

44 your lervirc." 
44 I think I have feen her piclure by Jervas." — 
44 Good- morrow, good Captain, I I 1 wait on you 
44 down." 

44 You lhan 't ftir a foot."— 44 You'll think mc 
44 a clown. 

" For all the world, Captahi."— 44 Not half an 

44 inch farther." 
44 You mull be obey'd V* — 44 Your fervant, Sir 

44 Arthur, ! 

• 4 My humble rcfpe&s to my Lady unknown." 
4< I hope you will ufe my houfe as your own." 
44 Go bring mc my l'mock; and leave off your 
44 prate, 

<4 Thoii hall certainly gotten a cup in thy pate." 

44 Pray, madam, be quiet $ what was it I laid ? 
44 You had like tohave put Uquite out of myhead. 
« 4 Next day, to be fnre, the Captain will come 
«t At theheadof histroopswithtrumpetami drum. 
*< Now, madam, obferve how he marches in ltate i 
u The man with the kettle-drums entersthe gate; 
4i Dub, dub, adub, dub. The trumpeters follow, 
u Tantara, tantaraj while all the boys halloXu 

# Two of Sir Arthur's manager*. 



44 See now comes the Captain, all daub'd with 

44 gold lace : 
44 O la! the lweet gentleman \ look in his face; 
44 And lee how he rides like a lord of the land, 
44 With the fine flaming fword that he holds in 

«« his hand ; [ rears j' 

44 And his liorfe, the dearrr^r, it prances and 
44 With ribbons in knots at its tail and its ears; 
44 At laft comes the troop, by the word of com- 

44 mand, 

44 Drawn up in our court; when the* Captain 

44 cries, Stand ! 
44 Your Lady flrip lifts up the fafh to be feen 
14 (For lure I have <//z£«Vyou out like a queen). 
i: The Captain, to (hew he is proud of the favour,' 
44 Looks up to your window, and cocks up his 

44 beaver, [that- 
44 (His beaver is cock'd ; pray, madam, mark 
44 For a Captain! of horfe rfcver rakes off his hat, 
44 Becaufe lie has never a hand that is idle; 
44 For the right holds the fword, and the left 

44 holds the bridle ): 
44 Then flourilhes thrice his fword in the air, 
cc "As a compliment due to a lady fo fair; 
14 How I fremble to think of the blood it hath; 

44 Ipilt !) 

44 Then Ire lowers down the point, ar?d kilTes 
" the hilt. 

14 Your Ladylhip fmiles, and fhus you begin: 
44 Pray, Captain, be pleased fo alight and walk 

44 in." [found, 
44 The Captain falutes you with congee pro- 
44 And your Ladylhip curtlies half way to the 

44 ground. 

44 Kit, run to your mafttr, and bid him come 
44 to us : [us: 
44 I'm fare hell be proud of the honour you do 
44 And, Captain, you'll do us the favour to Hay 
44 And take a Ihort dinner here with us to-day ? 
44 You're heartily welcome ; but as forgoodcheer,' 
" You come in the very worit time oftheyearj 
44 If 1 had expected lb worth / a gnell — " 
44 Lord ! madam ! your ladylhip lure is in jell: 
44 You banter me, madam, the kingdom mult 
44 grant — " 

41 You ofheers, Captain, afrt fo complailant !" 
44 HinVJuifly, I think I hear fomebody coming" 
44 No, madam, 'tis only Sir Arthur a humming 
44 To Ihorten my tale (*br I hate a longftory), 
44 The Captain at dinner appears in his glory \ 
44 The Dean and the Doctor f have humbled 

44 their pride; 
4i For the Captain's entreated to lit by your fide: 
44 And, becaufe he's their betters, you carve 

44 for him firft : 
44 The Paribus for envy are ready to burft. 
i 44 The lervarrts amazed are lbarce ever able [blej 
4; To keep off tfteir eyes, as they wait at the ta- 
44 And Molly and I have thruft in our nole 
44 To peep at the Captain in all his fine do* a. 
44 Dear madam, bo lure he's a fine-fpoken man, 
44 Do but hear on the Clergy how glib his tongue 

"ran: 

f Dr. Jinny, a cjwrgvmaninthcnoighbaurhcod. 

And, 
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** And, madam, 
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fays he, " it" fuch dinners 
"you give, [live. 
(t You'll ne'er want for Parfons as long as you 
" I ne'er knew a Parlon without a good nofe: 
" But the Devil's as welcome wherever he goes 
" G-d— n me ! they bid us reform and repent, 
" But, z — ds ! by their looks they never keep 
"Lent! 

" Mifter Curate, for all your grave looks, I'm 

" afraid. 

" Yon caft a fhecp's eye on her Lady (hip'* maid : 
" I wi(h ihewould lend you herpretty white hand 
*' Iii mending yourcaiiock, and lin^othihg your 
" band 

* (For the Dean was fa (habby/and look'd like 
» "a ninny, 

w That, the Captain fuppos'd he was curate to 
"Jinny). 

c< Whenever you fee a canoe k and gown, 
** A hundred to one but it covers a clown. 
*' Obferve how a Parlon comes into a room ; 
" G-d— n me ! he hobbles as bad as my groom : 
" A fco/Jar J, when juflfromhiscollegebrokeJoofe, 
€t Can hardly tell how to cry ho to a gobfe : 
" Your * NDveds } and lUuturks, aitti Omurs, and 
" fluff, 

* c By G — , they don't fignify this pinch of muff; 
f* To give a young gentleman right education, 
*' The army's the only good fchool in thenation: 
" My fchoolmailer call'd me addnce and a fool, 
But at cuffs I was always the cock of the 
« fchool : 



" How could thefe chimeras get into y©ur 

u brains ? 

u Come hither, and take this old gown for your 
" paind. 

H Cut the Dean, if this fecret mould come to 

" his ears, 

" Will never have done with his jibes and his 
"jeers: 

"For your life, not a word of" the matter, I 

« charge ye, 
" Give me but a barrack, a fig for the clergy.' 1 ' 



§239. Cti the Death of Dr. Sivift.' Occafioncd 
by reading the foilvuAng Maxim in Rocbejiucaiilt : 
xi Dans Vadverfti de tigs meilleurs amis, nous 
" troifvons toujour* quelque chofe qui ?ie nous 
t( deplaif pas *" 

" In the adverfity of our bed friends \vc always find 
" fomething that doth not difpleafe us.". 

h* s Rochefoucault his maxims drew 



49 I never could take to my book for the blood 
" of me, 

* And the puppy confefs'd he expected no 
" good o' me, [wife. 
He caught me one morning coquetting his 
H But h.e maul'd me, I ne'er was fo maul'd in 
" my life 

" So I took to the road ; and what's very odd, 
" The firll man I robb'd was a Parfon,by G — 
** Now, madam, \ou'll think it a ltrange thin^ 
" to fay, 

" But the fight of a book makes me flck to this 
" day."' 

« Never fmce I was born did I hear fo much 
" wit j 

And, madam, I laugh'd till I thought I mould 
* fplit. t [Dean, 

« So then you looked fcomful, and fnift at the 
" As who mould lay, Nolv, am lfkinny and lean? 
" But he durft not fo much as once open his lips, 



From nature, I believe them true : 
They argue no corrupted mind 
In him ; the fault is in mankind. 

This maxim more than all the "reft 
Is thought too' bale for human brcalt: 
" In all dilr.reiles of our friends, t 
" We firft confult our private ends ; 
" While nature, kindly bent to eafe us, 
" Points out fome circumliance to plealeus." 

If this perhaps your patience move,' 
i Let reafon and experience prove. 



We all behold with envious eyes 
Our equals rais'd above our fize. 
Who would not at a crowded mow 
Stand high himfelf, keep others low? 
I love my friend as well as you ; 
But why Should he obftrucl my view ? 
Then let me have the higher pelt, 
Suppofe it but an inch at molt. 
If in a battle you mould find 
One, whom you love of all mankincj, 
Had fome heroic action done, 
A champion kilTd, or trophy won ; 
Rather than thus be over-topt, 
Would you not wim his laurels crppt ? 
Dearhoneft Ned is in the gout, 
Lies rack'd with pain, and you without 8 
How patiently you hear him groan ! 
How glad the, cafe is not your own ! 

What poet would not grieve to fee 
His brothers write as well a? he ? 



And the Dodor was plaguily down in the But, rather than they mould excel, 



" hips/ 

Thus mercilefs Hannah ran on in her talk, 
Till (he heard the Dean call, " Will your Lady- 

«(hip walk?" 
HerLadyfhipanfwers, " I'm juflcQming down:" 
Then turning to Hannah, and forcing a frown, 
Altho' it was plain in her heart me was glad, 
r 1K j_« Unify ! why furc the wench is gone 
* mad ! 



Would wifh his rivals all in hell. 

Her end when emulation mifles, 
She turns to envy, itings and bines : 
The ftrongelt friendihip yields to n ide, 
Unlefsthe odds be on our fide. 
Vain human kind ! tantaftic race ! 
Thy various follies who can trace ? 
Self-love, ambition,' envy, pride, 
Iheir empire in our hearts divide. 



P Ovids, Plutarchs, Homers. 

3F^ 
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Give others riches, powV, and ftation, 
*Tis all to me an ufurpation. * 
, I have no tirle to afpire ; 
Yet, when you (ink, I feem the higher. 
In Pope I cannot read a line, 
But, with a figh, I wifli it mine ; 
When he can in one couplet fix 
More fenfe than I can do in fix, 
It gives me fuch a jealous tit, 
I cry, " Pox take him and his wit \ u 
I grieve to be outdone by Gay 
In my own humourous, biting way. 
Arbuthnot is no more my friend, 
Who dares to irony pretend. 
Which I was born to introduce, 

• Refin'd it firil, and fhew'd its ufe. 

• St. John, as well as Pulteney, knows 
That I had fome repute for prole ; 
And, till they drove me out of date, 
Could maul a minifter of (late. 

If they have mortified my pride, 

And made me throw my pen aiide ; 

If with fuch talents Heaven hatb blefs'd 'em, 

Have I not reafon to deteft 'em > 

To all my foes, dear Fortune, fend 
Thy gifts, but never to my friend : 

I tamely can endure the firil ; 

But this with envy makes me burfl. 

Thus much may ferve by way of proem j 
Proceed we therefore to our poem. 

The time is not remote, when I 
Mult, by the courfe of nature, die; 
When, I fore fee, my fpecial friend s 
Will ( ry to find their private ends : 
And, though 'tis hardly underltood 
Which way my death can do them good, 
Yet thus, methinks,'! hear them fpeak; 
" See how the Dean begins to break I 
H Poor gentleman, he^ droops apace 1 
91 You plainly find it in his face. 
u That old vertigo in his head 

II Will never leave him till he's dead. 
" Befides, his memory decays : 

w He recollecls not what he fays : 
w He cannot call his friends to mind ; 
H Forgets the place where hit he din'd j 
■ Plies you with flories o'er and o'er j 
«' He told them fifty times before. 

• How does he fancy we can lit 
« c To hear his out-of-faihion Wit ? 

€< But betakes up with younger folks, 
«' Who for his wine will bear his jokes. 
" 'Faith ! he mud make His (lories thorter, 
« Or change his comrades once a quarter; 
«« In half the time he talks them Found 
«« There mull another fet.be found. 

u Fpr poetry he's pall his primes 
« He takes an hour to find a rhime'j 
€t His fire is out, his wit decay 'd, 
M His fancy funk, his Mule a jade. 

I'd have him throw away his pen ; 
11 But there's no talking to Ibnie men 1 

And then their tendernels appears 
By adding largely to my years :' 



EXTRACTS, Book IV. 

u He's older than he would be reckon'd, 
" And well remembers Charles the Second* 
* He hardly drinks a pint of wine; 
" And that, I doubt, is no good iign. 
" His ftomach too begins to fail : 
" Lail year we thought him itrong and halej 
" But now he's quite another thing : 
" I wilh he may hold out till fpring !" 
They hug themfelves, and reafon thus: 
" It is not yet fo bad with us !" 

In fuch a cafe, they talk in tropes, 
And by their fears exprefs their hopes : 
Some great misfortune to portend, 
No enemy can match a friend ; 
With all the kindnefs they profefs, 
The merit of a lucky guefs 
(When daily how-d'ye's come of courfe, 
And fervants aniwer, " Worfe and worfe V % 
Would pleafe them better, than to tell 
That, u God be prais'd, the Dean is well." 
Then he, who prophefied the bell, 
Approves his forelight to the reft: 

You know I always fear'd the worfl, 
w And often told you foat firil." 
He'd rather choole that I mould die, 
Than his predictions prove a lie. 
Not one foretels I lhall recover ; 
But all agree to give me over. ^ 

Yet, fhould fome neighbour feel a pain 
Juil in the parts w here I complain j 
How many a melTage would he fend ! 
What hearty pray'rs that I lhould mend ! 
Inquire what regimen I kept ; 
What gave me eafe, and how I flept! 
And more lament when I was dead, 
Than all the fniv'lers round my bed. 

My good companions, never fear ; 
For though you may miftake a year, 
Though yonr prognoitics run too fall, 
They muft be verified at laft. 

Behold the fatal day arrive ! 
" How is the Dean r"— " He's juft alive.'* 
Now the departing pray'ris read j 
He hardly breathes — the Dean is dead ! 

Before the pafling-bell begun, 
The news through half the town is run. 
" O may we all for death prepare I 
i" What has he left ? and who's his heir ? 
!" I know no more than what the news is; 
I'VTis all bequeath'd to public ules. 
[*• To public ules ! there's a whim ! 
•* What had the public done for him ? 
4t Mere envy, avarice, and pride ! 
" fie gave it all— but rirli he died* 
" And had the Dean, in all the nation, 
\ u No worthy friend, no poor relation? 
" So ready to ilo llrangers good, 
" ) orgett»ng his own rldh and blood !'* 

Now Grub-ltreet wits are all employ'd i 
With elegies the town is cloy'd : 
Some paragraph in every paper, 
To curie the Dean, or blefs the Drapier. 

The Doctors, tender of their fame, 
Wiiely on me lay all the blame. 
I « Wc 
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" We muft confefs his cafe was nice, 
u But he would never take advice. 

* Had he been rul'd, fpr aught appears, 

" He might have liv'd thefe twenty years ; 
u For, when we opcn'd him, we found 
4< That all his vital parts were found." 

From Dublin foon to London fpread, 
*Tis told at court, u The Dean is dead/' 
And Lady Suftolk*, in the ipleen, 
Runs laughing up to tell the Queen : 
The Queen, lb gracious, mild, and good, 
Cries, « ; Is he gone ? 'tis time he Ihou'd. 
" He's dead, you fay ? then let him rot ; 

* Tm glad the medalsf were forgot. 

* I promis'd, him, I own ; but when ? 
" I only was the Princefs then s 

€t But now, as confort of the Kin^, 
w You know, 'tis quite another thing. 1 ' 

Now Chartres, at Sir Robert's levee, 
Tells, with a fneer, the tidings heavy : 
44 Why, if he died without his Ihoes," 
Cries Bob, " I'm forry for the news: 
" O were the wretch but living ftill, 
u And in his place my good friend Will ! 
<l Or had a mitre on his head, 
f 1 Provided Bolingbroke were dead !" 

Now Curl his (hop from rubbilh drains : 
Three genuine tomes of Swift's remains ! 
And then, to make them pals the glibber, 
Revis'd by Tibbald, Moore, and Cibber. 
He'll treat me as he dots my betters, 
Publifh my will, my life, my letters; 
Revive the libels born to die, 
Which Pope mull bear as well as I* 

Here ihift the fcene, to reprefent 
How thole I love my death lament. 
Poor Pope will grieve a month, and Gay 
A week, and Arbuthnot a day : 
St. John himfelf will fcarce forbear 
To bite his pen, and drop a tear. 
The reft will give a fhrug, and cry, 
*' I'm forry— but we all mull die !'* 

Indifference, clad in Wildom's guife, 
All fortitude of mind fupplies: 
For how can ftony bowels melt 
In thole who never pity felt ? 
When we are lalh'd, they kifs the rod, 
Refigning to the will of God. 

The fools, my juniors by a year, 
Are tortur'd with liifpenfe and fear ; 
Who wifely thought my age a fcreen, 
When death approach 'd, to Hand between : 
The fcreen remov'd, their hearts are trembling: 
1 "hey mourn for me without dilfembling. 

My female friends, whole tender hearts 
Have better learn'd to aft their parts, 
Pveceive the news in doleful dumps : 
** The Dean is dead (pray what is trumps ?) 
u Then, Lord have mercy on his foul ! 
4i (Ladies, I'll venture for the vole). 



w Six Deans, they fay, muft bear the pall; 
" (I wiih 1 knew what king to call). 
cl Madam, your hulband will attend 
" The funeral of fo good a friend ? 
" No, Madam, 'tis a Ihocking light ; 

* And he's engag'd to-morrow night: 
" My Lady Club will take it ill 

" If he lhould fail her at quadrille. 
" He lov'd the Dean— (I lead a heart)— 
u But dearell friends, they lay, muft part. 
" His time was come i he ran his race ; 
" We hope he's in a better place." 

Why do we grieve that friends lhould die ? 
No lols more eafy to fupply. 
One year is paft — a different fcene ! 
No farther mention of the Dea;i ; 
Who now, alas ! no more is mifs'd 
Than if he never did exift. 
Where's now the favourite of Apollo ? 
Departed — and his. works mull follow j 
Muft undergo the common fate ; 
His kind of wit is out of date. 

Some country 'fquire to Lintot goes, 
Inquires for Swift in verfe and prole. 
Says Lintot, " I have heard the name ; 
" He died a year ago V — " The fame." 
He fearches all the (hop in vain : 
" Sir, you may find them in Duck-lane: 
" I lent them, with a load of books, 
" Laft Monday, to the paltry-cook's. 
" To fancy they could live a year ! 
" I find you're but a ftranger here. 
a The Dean was famous in his time, 
" And had a kind of knack at rhyme. 
a His way of writing now is paft • 
M The town has got a better tafte. 
" I keep no antiquated (luff; 
" But lpick and (pah I have enough. 
" Pray do but give me leave to Ihew 'em : 
« c Here's Colley Cibber's birth-day poem. 
u This ode you never yet have fcen, 
" By Stephen Duick, upon the Queen. 
" Then here's a letter finely penn'd 
" Againll the Craft linan and his friend : . 
" It clearly ftiews that all reflection 
" On minifters is difaffeclion. 
" Next, here's Sir Robert's vindication, 
" And Mr. Henley's lall oration; 
u The hawkers have not got them yet: 
" Your honour pleale to buy a let \ 

" Here's Wollton's tracts, the twelfth edition 
" *Tis read by every politician \ 

* The country-members, when in town, 
" To all their boroughs fend them down : 
(t You never met a thing fo fmart ; 

The courtiers have them all by heart i 
Thole maids of honour who can read 

i( Are taught to ufe them for their creed ; 
The reverend author's good intention 

d Halh been rewarded with a penfion J : 



* Mrs. Howard, at one time a favourite with the Dean. 

+ Vi hich the Dean in vain expected, in return loi a final! prelent he had fent to the Princefs. 
1 Woliton is here confounded with VVollalton. 
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'* He doth an honour to his gown, 
" By bravely running priellcraft down : 
" He (hews, as fure as God's in Gloucelter, 
if. 1 That Mofes was a grand impoilor ; 
4< That all ins miracles were cheats, 
" Perform'd as, jugglers do their feats. 
" The church had never inch a writer $ 
4t A (hame he hath J)ot got a mitre !" 

Suppofe me dead ; and then iuppofe 
A club nffembled at theKofe ; 
Where, from difcourle of this and that, 

I grow the fubjeft of their chat. 
And while they tofs my name about, 
With favour fome, and fome without ; 
One, quite indifferent in the caufe, 
My character impartial draws : 

<s The Dean, if we believe report, 
« Was never ill received at court ; 

Although ironically grave, 
4( He fliam'd the fool, and lam'd the knave;'* 
" To fteal a hint was nevjer known, 
<l But what he writ was all his own.** 

" Sir, I have heard another ftory^ 
1 e He was a molt confounded Tory; 
" And grew, or he is much belied, 
44 Extremely dull before he died." 

" Can we the Drapicr then forget ? 
P Is not our nation in his debt ?, 
41 'Twas he that writ the Drapier's Letters !" 

44 He mould have left them for his betters ; 

II We had a hundred abler men, 
4< Nor need depend upon his pen. 

" Say what you will abbut his reading, 
4i You never can defend his breeding j 
<' Who, in his fatires running riot, 
41 Could never leave the world in quiet ; _ 
41 Attacking, when he took the whim, 
" Court, city, camn — all one to him. 
41 But why Ihould he, except he flobber'd, 
u Offend our patriot, great Sir Robert, 
4i Whole counfels aid the fovereign pow'r 
44 To fave the nation every hour ? ' 
4< What foenes of evil he unravels 
" In fatirts, libels, lying travels : . 
" Not {'paring his own clergy cloth, % 
4i But eats into it, like a moth I'V 
" Perhaps I may allow the Dean 
i( Had too much fatire in his vein, 
*' And fctMn'd dctermin'd not to it.irve it, 
4< Becaufe no age could more deferve'it. 
*' Yet malice never was his aim j 
** He lalh'd the vice, but fpar'd the name. 
"No individual could refent, 
" Where thousands equally were meanV. " 
** His fatire points at no defect 
" Bat what all mortals may correct ; 
44 For he abhorr'd the fenlelefs tribe 
" Wlio call it humour when they jibe: 
" He fpar'd a hump or crooked nofe, 
" Whole owners fee not up for beaux : 
*• True genuine dullucfs mov'd his pity, 
«i Unlefs it offer'd to be witty. 
4< Thofe who their ignorance confefs'4 
4 < lie ne'er offended with a jell \ 
« ' ♦ ; « f\ v 
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" But lau^h'dto hear an idiot quote 

" A verfe'from Horace leaned by rote. 

" Vice, if it e'er Can be nbafh'd, 

M Mult be or ridicul'd or lafiYd. 

*♦ If you refent it, who's to blame ? ffg^ 

" He neither knows you, nor your name* 

<£ Should vice expect to Tcape rebuke, 

" Becaufe its owner is a duke ? 

" His friendihips, (till to few confin'd, 

" Were always of the middling kind; 

" No fools of rank or mongrel breed, 

'* W\p fajn would pais tor lords indeed : 

" Wljere titles <*i\e no riglit or pow'r, • 

•'And peerage is a withered flowVj 

" He would have deem'd it a difgrace 

14 If fuch a Wretch had known his face. 

" On rural Tquires, that kingdom's bane, ' 

" He vent'd oft his wrath in vain. 

" ******** (quires to market brought ; 

" Who (ell their fouls and *** ' for nought} 

" The ******** go joyful fcack, 

" To rob the church, their tenants rack, 

" Go fnacks with ***** juftices, 

" And keep the peace to pick up fees ; 

" In every job to have a (hare, 

" A gaol or turnpike to repair j 

" And turn ****** to public roads 

" Commodious to their own abodes. 

4< He never thought an honour done hirr; 
" Been ufe a peer was proud to own him \ 
" Would rather (lip afide, and choofe ; 
" 7o talk with wits in dirty (hoes j 
" And fcorn the tools with Ihirs and garters* 
" So often feeing careding Chartres. \ 
" He never courted men in Ibtion, 
" No perfons held ill admiration ; 
" Of no man's greatnefs was afraid, 
" Becaufe he fought for nO man's aid. 
u Though trulted long in great affairs, 
" He gave himfclf no haughty airs \ 
44 Without regarding private ends, 
" Spent all his credit for his friends • 
" And only chofe the wife and good, 
tl No flatterers, no allies in blood : 
t{ But fuccour'd virtue in diltiefs, 
" And feKlorn fail'd .of good fuccefs; 
" As numbers in their hearts nvolt oWn„ 
" Who, but for him, had been unknown^ 
<( He kept with princes due decorum y 
" Ytt never ftootl in awe before 'em. . 
" HefollowM David's ledbn juit ; 
" In princes never put his trull j 
11 And, would you make him truly four 4 
" Provoke him with a 'lave in poM'r. 
u The lri(h fenate if )^ou nam'd, i 
" With what impatience he declaim'd I 
M Fair Liberty was all his cry, v ! ' 1 
" For her he ltood prcpar'd to die; 
11 For her he boldly ltood alone ; 
" For her he oft exposed his own. 
" Two kingdoms, jult as faction led* 
<{ Had fet a price upon his head ; 
" But not a traitor could be found, 
u To fdl him for fix hundred pound. 

« Hac| 
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" Had he but fpar'd his tongue and pen 
c> He might have have role like otl^er men : 
" &ut powY was never in his thought, 
" And wealth he valued nor a groat : 
? Ingratitude he oft'eiijound, 
" And pitied thofe whg meant the wound : 
" But kept the tenor of his mind, 
u To merit well of human-kin J: 

Nor made a facrifice of thofe 
t Who Hill were true, to pleale his foes, 
f* He labour* d many a fruitlef* hour ' 
4 C{ To reconcile his friends In pow'r; 
f Saw mifchief by a fiction brewing, 
y While they purlued each other's ruin; 

But, finding vain was all his care, 
" He left the court jn mere defpair. 

" And, O ! how fhort are human fchemes ! 
f! Here ended all our golden dreams. 

What St. Jolurs Ikill in itate affairs, 
" Wliat Onnond's valour, Oxford's cares, 
sl To lave their linking country lent, 
JL 1 Was all deltroyM by one event. 
" Too loon tint precious life v. as ended, 
" On which alone our weal depended. 
f c When up a dangerous faction Harts, 
" With wrath and vengeance in their hearts j 
? By iblemn league and cov'iwait bound, 
f To ruin, llautfhter, and confound j.' * 
" To turn religion to a fable, 
" And make the government a Babel ; 
" Pervert the laws, 'difgrace the gOWij- 
" Corrupt the fenate, rob the croWn; ' 
" To facrifice Old England's glory, 
u And make her infamous in lfcory : 
" When fnch a teinpeft fhook the land, 
P How could unguarded Virtue lland ? 
" With horror, grief, defpair, the Deaii 
Ci Beheld the dire delfru&ive icene : 
" His friends in exile, or the Tower, 
" Himfelf within the frown of power; 
u Purfu'd by bafe, envenomM pens, 

* Far to the land off and fc*s; 

k< A ferviie race in folly nurlt, 

f Who truckle molt when treated worth 

" By innocence and refolution, 
<: He bore continual perJecution ; 
" While numbers to preferment rofe, 
* c WficJe merit was to be his foes j 
u When ev'n his own familiar friends, 
" Intent upon their private ends, 
u Like renegadoes now he feels 

Againlt him lifting up their heels. 
" The Dean did, by his pen, defeat 
" An infamous, dtltruclive cheat; 
" Taught fools their interell how to know, 
" And gave them arms to ward the blow. 
u En vy hath own'd it was his doing, 
" To lave that haplels laud from ruin ; 
w \\hile they who at the fteerage flood, 
" And ieap'd the profit, fought h is blood. 
" To fkve them from their evil fate, 
" In him was held a crime offtake. 
u A wicked monfler on the bench, 
" Whole fury blood could never quench; 



| <c As vile and profligate a villain 
" As modern Scroggs, or old Trelfilian ; 
\f : Who long all jultice had discarded, 
" Nor fcar'd he God^ nor man regarded; 
i " VowM on the Dean his rage to vent, 
I" And make him of his zeal repent. 
* But Heaven his innocence defends, 
" The grateful people Hand his friends: 

1 " Not ltrains of law, nor judge's frown, 
j " Nor topics brought to pleale the crown, 

j," Nor witneis hir'd, nor jury pick'd, 

: " Prevail to bring him in convicr. 

«« In exile, with a Heady heart, 
?f He fpent His life's declining part ; 
| " Where folly, pride, and feet ion fway, 

j ? Remote from St. John, Pope, and Gay.'* 

" Alas, ' poor Dean ! his only (cope. 
I " Was to be held a mifanthrope : '' 
I " This into general odium drew him ; 
j'* Which if he lik'd, much good may't do him. 
I " His zeal was not to lalli our crimes, 
" Bu$ dilcontent againll the times ; 
" For l>ad we made him timely otfers 
fj To raife his port:, or fill his coffers, 

, *' Perhaps he might have truckled down* 
" Like other brethren of .his gown; 
" For party he would fcarce hatfe tiled ; 
" I fay no more — becaufe he's dead. 
" What writings has he left behind ?" * 

" I hear they 're of a different kind : 
" A few in verfe, but molt in profe.'' 

" Some high-flown pamphlets, I fuppofe; 
" All fcribbled in the worit of times, 
" To palliate his friend Oxford's crimes ; 

' " To praife Queen Anne j nay more, defend her, 
a As never favouring the Pretender: 
" Or libels yet conceal'd from light, 
" Againlt the court to lhew his fpite ; 
" Perhaps his travels, part the third ; ; 
" A lie at everv fecond word— - 
" Offenlive to a loyal ear : 
u But not one fermon you may fwear." 
" He knew an hundred pleating ltories, 

' « With all the tun\s of Whigs and Tories: 
" Was cheerful to his dying day, 
" And friends would let him have his way. 

* As for his works in verfe or profe, 
" I own myfelf no judge of thofe; t 
" Nor can I tell what critics thought them, ' 
" But this I know, all people bought theiri, 

As with a moral view delign'd ' 
" To pleale and to reform mankind : 
<: And, if he often mifs'd his aim, j 
" The world mult own it, to their flxante, > 
u Tiie praife is his, and theirs the blame. / 
" He gave the little wealth he had 
" To build a houfe for fools and mad ; 
" To fhew, by one iatiric touch, 

! « No nation wanted it fo much t 
« That kingdom he hath left his debtor 
" 1 wilh it loon may have a better. 
" And, fince you dread no farther lafhes, 

* Methinks you may forgive his alhea." 
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EXTRACTS, Book IV. 

Where Nature lift'ning Mood while Shakefpeaf 
play'd, 



And cruel parents teach, to read and write! 
What need of letters ? Wherefore mould we fpelt ? 
Why write our names ? A mark will do as well. 

Much are the precious hours of youth mifpent. 
In ciimbing Learning's rugged, deep afcent ; 
When to the top the boldadvent'rer's got, 
He reigns, vain monarch, o'er a barren fpot, 
Whilit, in the vale of Ignorance below, 
Folly and vice to rank luxuriance grow; 
Honours and wealth pour in on ev'ry fide, 
And proud preferment rolls her golden tide. 

O'er crabbed authors life's gay prime to wade, 
To cramp wild genius in the chains of tafte ; 
To bear the ilavllh drudgery of fchools, 
And tamely itoop to ev'ry pedant's rules; 
For leven long years debarr'd of lib'ral eafe, 
To plod in college trammels to degrees; 
Beneath the weight of iblemn toys to groan, 
Sleep over books, and leave mankind unknown; 
Toprai fe eac h fe n io r b 1 ock h ead ' s t h readbare tale , 
And laugh till reafon blulli, and ipirits fail ; 
Manhood w'nh vile fubmiflion to difgrace, 
And cap the fool, whofe merit is his place ; 
Vice-chancellors, whofe knowledge is but fmall, 
And chancellors, who nothing know at all; 
III brook'd the gen'rous fpirit, in thole days 
When Learning was the certain" road topraife, 
When nobles, with a love of fcience blefs'd, 
Approved in others what themfelves polfefs'd, 

Biitnow, when dullnefs rears aloft her throne, 
When lordly valfals her wide empire own ; ' 
When Wit, fedue'd by Envy, Harts afide, 
And bafely leagues with Ignorance and Pride, 
tVhatnowlhould tempt its, by fhlie hopes milled, 
Learning's unfalhionable paths to tread ; 
To bearthofe labours which our fathers bore, 
That crown withheld which they in triumph 
wore ? 

When with much pains this boafted Learn- 
ing's got, ' 
'Tisan affront to thofe who have it not. 
In fome itcaufes hate, in others tear, 
Inftruc~ts our foes to rail, our friends to fneer. 
With prudent hafte the worldly-minded fool 
Forgets the little which he learn'd at fchool ; 
The Elder Brother, to vail fortunes born, 
Looks on all fcience with .an eye of lcorn ; 
Dependent brethren the fame features wear, 
And younger fons are ftupid as the Heir. 
In Senates, at the Bar, in Church and State, 
Genius is vile, and Learning out of date. 



And wonder'd at the work herfelf had made ? 
Is this the land, where, mindful of her charge 
And office high, fair Freedom walk'dat large ; 
Where, finding in our laws a fure defence, 
She mock'd at all reitraints, but thofe of Senfe; 
Where, Health and Honour trooping by her 
fide, 

She fpread her facred empire far and wide ; 
Pointed the way Affliction to beguile, 
And bade the face of Sorrow wear a fmile ; 
Bade thofe who dare obey the generous call 
Enjoy her bleflings, which God meant for all ? 



Is this the land, where, in fome tyrant's reign* 
When a uueak t wicked, Minijlerial train, 
The tools of pow'r,the flaves of infreft,plann'd 
Their country's ruin, and with bribes unmann'd 
Thofe wretches who, ordain'd in Freedom's 
Gave up oyr liberties, and fold our laws ; [caufe, 
When Pow'r was taught by Meannefs where to 
Nor dar'd to love the virtue of a foe ; [go, 
When, like a lep'rous plague, from the foulhead 
To the foul heart her fores Corruption fpread; 
Her iron arm when ftern OppreflTion rear'd, 
And Virtue, from her broad bafe (haken, fear'd 
The fcourge of Vice ; when, impotent and vain, 
Poor Freedom bowM the neck to Slav'ry's chain; 
Is this the land, where, in thole worft of times, 
The hardy Poet rais'd his honeft rhymes 
To dread rebuke, and bade conti olment fpeak 
In guilty blumes on the villain's cheek; [awe, 
Bade Pow'r turn pale, kept mighty rogues in 
Andmade themfeartheMufe who fear'd notLaw? 

How do I laugh, w hen men of narrow fouls, 
Whom folly guides and prejudice controuls; 
Who, one dull drowfy track of bufinefs trod, 
Worth ip their Mammon, and neglecl their Godj 
Who, breathing by one mufty fet of rules, 
Dote from the birth, and are by fyftem fools; 
Who, form'd to dulnefs from their very youth^ 
Lies of the day prefer to Gofpel-truth ; 
Pick up their little knowledge from Reviews, 
And lay out all their ftock of faith in news : 
How do I laugh, when creatures form'd like 
thefe, [pleaie, 
Whom Reafon fcoms, and I fhould bluih to 
Rail at all lib'ral arts, deem veriea crime, 
And hold not Truth as Truth if told in rhyme \ 
How do I laugh, when Publius, hoary grown, 
In zeal for Scotland's welfare and his own, 
By (low degrees, and courfe of office, drawn 
( In mood and figure at the helm to yaw n ; 

Is this O death to think ! 'is this the land! Too mean (the word of curfes Heav'n can fend) 

Where Merit and Reward went hand in hand j To have a foe, too proud to have a friend, 
"Where heroes* parent-like, the Poet vievv'd, 
By wnom they ikw their glorious deeds renew'd 
Where Poets, true to honour, tun'd theii* lays, 
And by their Patrons iandify'd their pr'aife ? 



Erring by form, which blockheads facred holdj 
Ne'er making new faults, and ne'er mendmgold, 
Rebukes my fpirit, bids the daring Mule 
Subjects more equal to her weak n els choolc ; 
Is this tjieland where, on cm- Spenfer's tongue, Bids her frequent the haunts of humble lwains* 
Fnamohr'd of his voice, Defcription hung; Nor dare to traffitk in ambitious lira 



Where Jonfon rigid gravity begUilM, 
'Whilit Reaion thro' her critic fences foiil'd; 



Bids her, indulging the poetic whim " 
In quaint wrought ode, or fonnct pertty trim, 
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Along the church-way path complain withGray, 
Or fiance with Maion on the firft of May ! 

All (acred is the name and power of Kings ; 
"** AllStatesandStatelmenare thofemightyThing 
*• Which, howfoe'er they out of couri'e may roll, 
*< Were never made for Poets to controul." 
T*eace, peace, thou dotard, nor thus vilely deem 
Of lac red numbers, and their pow'r blafpheme ; 
I tell thee, wretch, learch all creation round, 
In earth, in heav'n, no fubjecl: can be found 
(Our God alone except) above whole weight 
The Poet cannot rile, and hold his Hate. 
The blelled Saints above in numbers (peak 
The praile of God, tho' there all praife is weak j 
In numbers here below the Bard (hall teach 
Virtue tolbar beyond the villain's reach; 
Shall tear his laboring lungs, it rain his hoarfe 
throat, 

And raife his voice beyond the trumpet's note, 
Should an atfhcled country, aw'd by men 
Of llavilh principles, demand his pen. 
This is a great, a glorious point of view, 
Fit for an Englilh Poet to purfue, 
Undaunted to purfue, tho', in return, 
His writings by the common hangman burn 

How do I laugh when men, by fortune plac'd 
Above their betters, and by rank difgrac* ' 
Who found their pride on titles which they ltain, 
And; mean theniielves, are df their fathers vain, 
Who would a bill of privilege prefer, 
And treat a Poet like a creditor, 
The genVous ardour of the Mufe condemn, 
And curfe the ftorm they know mult break on 
them ! 

" What, mall a reptile fiard, a wretch unknown, 
" Without one badge of merit, but his own, 
u Great Nobles lam, and Lords l ike common men 
" Smart from the vengeance of afcribbler's pen V 
What 's in the name of Lord, that I Ihoulu fe:u 
To bring their vices to the public ear ? 
Flows not the honelt blood of humble fwains 
Quick as the tide which fwellsaMonarch's veins? 
Monarchs, who wealth and titles can beltow, 
Cannot make virtues in fuccelTion flow. 
Wouldilthou, proud man, be fcfely pluc'd above 
The cenfure of the Mule, deferve her love; 
Act as thy birth demands, as Nobles ought ; 
Look back, and, by thy worthy father taught, 
\Vho earn'd thole honours thou wvi't born to 
wear, 

Follow his Iteps, and be his virtue's heir. 
But if, legardlefs of the road to Fame, 
Ycni Hart afide, and tread the paths of Shame; 
If fuch thy life, that, ihould thy fire ariic, 
The fight of fuch a fon would blalt his eyes, 
Would make him curie the hour which gave 
thee birth, 

Would drive him, fliudd'ring from the face of 
earth, 

Once more, with (name and forrow, 'mongft the 
dead, 

In endlefs right to hicfc his rev'rend head ; 
If fuch thy life, tho' Kings had made thee more 
Than ever Kuig u let unci rel made before 5 



Nay, to allow thy pride a deeper fpring, 
Tho' God in vengeance had made thee a Kings 
Taking on Virtue's wing her daring flight, 
J The Mule mould drag thee trembling to the light, 
Probe thy foul wounds, and lay thy boiombarc 
To the keen cjueition of the fearching air. 

Gods ! with what pride I ice the titled Have, 
Who fmarts beneath the llroke which Satire gave, 
Aiming at eafe, and with diflionelt art 
Striving to hide the feelings of his heart ! 
How do I laugh, when, with affected air, 
(Scarce able, thro' defpite, to keep his chair, 
VVhilll on hjs trembling lip pale anger fpeak?, 
Andthe chaf *d blood ri iesmountingto his cheeks) 
He talks of Conliience, which good men fecures 
From all thofe evil moments guilt endures, 
And feems to laugh at thofe who pay regard 
To the wild ravings of a frantic bard! 
" Satire, whillr. envy and ill humour fway 
" The mind of man, mull always make her way 5 
" Nor to a bofom with discretion fraught 
" Is all her malice worth a finale thought r 
" The Wile have not the will, nor Fools tli$ 
" pow'r 

" Toftop hcrheadftrong courfe ; within the hour, 
u Left to herfelf, /he dies ; oppofmg ltrife 
" Gives herfrefh vigour, and prolongs her life, 
" AH things her prey, and cv'ry manner aim, 
" I can no patent for exemption claim ; 
" Nor would I wiih to flop that harmlefs dart 
w Which plays around, but cannot wound my 
" heart : 

" Tho' pointed at rnyfeif, be Satire free ; 
" To her 'tis plcafure, and no pain to me." 

Dillembling wretch ! hence to the Stoic fchooJ, 
And there amonglt thy brethren play the fool ; 
There unrebuk'd, thele wild, vain doctrines 
preach : 

Lives there a man, whom Satire cannot reach? 
Lives there a man, who calmly can Hand by, 
And fee his conlcience ripp'd with Heady eye ? 
When Satire flies abroad on Fallehood's wing r 
Short is her life, and impotent her fting; 
But, when to Truth allied, the wound lhe gives 
Sinks deep, and to remotelt ages lives. 
When in the tomb thy pamper'd flelh lhall rot, 
And e'en by friends thy mem'ry be forgot, 
Still (halt thou live, recorded for thy crimes, 
Live in her page, and itink to after-times. 

Hall thou no feeling yet ? Come throw off 
pride, 

And own thofe paflions which thou malt not 
hide. 

S , who, from the moment of his birth, 

Made human nature a reproach on earth ; 
Who neve/ dar'd, nor wilh'd behind to itey, 
When Folly, Vice, and Meannelj, kd the way/ 
Would blufh, fhouki he be told, by Trutli and 
Wit, 

Thofe actions which he blunVd not to commit: 
Men the moft infamous are fond of fame, 
And thofe who fear not guilt, yet Hart at fhamr. 

But whether runs my zeal, whofe rapid force , 
Turning the brain, bears Realbn from hercour/e ; 

Carries 
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Curries me back to times, when Poets, blef/d 
With courage, grae'd the icience 1 1 jy profefs'd; 
When they, in honour rooted, firmly ltood 
The bad to pun i 111, and reward the good ; 
When to a flame by Public Virtue wrought, 
The toes of Freedom they to jnftice brought, 
And dar'dexpofe thofe Haves, who dar v d fupport 
A tyrant plan, and called themfelves a Court ? 
Ah I v hat are Poets now ? As flavifh thofe 
Who deal in verfe as thofe who deal in profe. 
Is there an Author, fearch the kingdom round, 
Iu whom true worth and real fpiric 's found ? 
The Haves of Boojcfeljers, or (doom'd by fate 
To baler chains) vib penfioners of State ? 
Some, dead to (hame, and of thofe fliackles proud 
Which Honour fcorns, for ilav'ry roar aloud - y 
Others, half-palfied only, mutes become, - 
And what makes Smollet write makes Johnfon 
dumb. 

Why turns yon' villain pale ? why bends his 
eye 

Inward, abauVd. when Murphy partes by ? 
Do'it thou fage Wurphy for a blockhead take ? 
Who wages war with Vice for Virtue's fake ? 
No, no— like other worldings, you will find 
He ihifts his fails, and catches ev'ry wind. 
His ibul the Ihock of intVelt can't endure; 
Give him a penlion then, and fin fecure. 

With laurePd wreaths the flatt'rer's" brow? 
adorn, 

Bid Virtue crouch, bid Vice exalt herliorn, 
Bid cowards thrive, put honelty to flight. 
Murphy fliall prove, or try to prove it right. 
Try, thou State -Juggler, evVy paltry art, 
Ranlackthc inmoft clofet of my heart, 
Swear thou *rt my friend j by that bafe oath 

make way 
Into my breaft, and flatter to betray: 
Or, if thole tricks are vain ; if wholclbme doubt 
Detects the fraud, and points the villain, out, 
Bribe thofe who daily at my board are fed, 
And make them take my life who eat my bread ; 
On Authors for defence, for pra/ife depend ; 
Pay him but well, and Murphy is thy friend. 
He, he (hall ready Hand with venal rhymes, 
To varnilh guilt and confecrate thy crimes, 
To make corruption in falle colours fhine, 
And damn his own good name, to refcue thine, 
- £ut, if thy niggard hands their gifts withhold, 
And Vice no longer rains down ihow'rsof gold, 
Expect no mercy * facts, well grounded, teach, 
Murphy, if not rewarded, will impeach. 
Whattho' each man of nice and juller thought, 
Shunning his ileps, decrees, by Honour taught, 
He ne'er can be a friend who Hoops fo low 
To be the bale betrayer of a foe - y 
What tho\ with thine together link'd, his name 
Mult be with thine tranfmitted down to lhame, 
To ev'ry manly feeling callous grown, 
1 Rajiier than not blail thine, he II blaifc his own. 
To ope the fountain whence Sedition Iprings, 
To llander Government, and libel Kings ; 
Whh Freedom's name to ferve a pre lent hour, 
Tko* born and bred to arbitrary powYj 
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To talk of William with infidious art, 
Whillt a vile Stuart 's lurking in his heart; 
And, whillt mean Envy rears her loathfome head, 
Fkftt'rqig the living, to abuie the dead, 
Where is Shebbearc ? O, let not foul reproach, 
Travelling thither in a city-coach. 
The pilPry dare to' name; the whole intent 
Of that parade was fame, not puniftiment ; [by, 
And that old, (launch Whig, Beardmore, ttanding 
Can in full court give that import the lie. 1 

With rude unnat'ral jargon to fupport, 
Half Scotch, half Englilh, a declining Court j 
To make molfc glaring contraries unite, 
And prove, beyond difpute, that black is white; 
To make firm Kbnour tamely league with Shame^ 
Make Vice an<f Virtue differ but in name - 7 
To prove that chains and freedom are but one, 
That to be lav'd mult mean to be undone, 
Is there not Guthrie ? Who, like him, can call 
All oppolites to proof, and conquer all ? 
He cans forth living waters' from the rpek; 
He calls forth children from the barren llock ; 
He, far beyond the fprings of Nature led, 1 
Makes women bring forth after they are dead } 
He, on a eurious, new, and nappy plan, 
In wedlock's (acred bands joins man toman ; 
And, to complete {he whole, moll itrange, but 
ttue, 

By fome rare magic makes them fruitful too j 
Whillt from their loins, in the due courfe of 

years, 

Flows the rich blood of Guthrie's Englilh Peers, 
Dolt thou contrive fome blacker deed of fhame, 
Something which Nature fh udders but to name, 
Something which makes the Ibul of man retreat, 
And the life-blood run backward to her feat ? 
Doit thou contrive, for fome bafe private end, 
Some felrifh view, to hang a trulti ng friend, 
To lure him on, e'en to his parting breath, 
And promife life, to work him furer death ? 
Grown old in villany, and dead to grace, 
Hell in his heart, and Tyburn in his face: 
Behold a Parfon at thy elbow Hands, 
Lowering damnation, and with open bauds, 
Ripe fo betray his Saviour for reward, 
The Atheitt Chaplain of an Atheilt Lord ! 

Bred to the Church, and for the gown decreed, 
Ere it was known that I mould learn to read: 
Tho* that was 'nothing, for my friends, who 
knew 

What mighty Dulnefs of itfelf could do, 
Never dehgn'd me for a working Prielt, . . 
But hop'd I Ihould have been a Dean at lead; 
CondemnM (like many more, and worthier men, 
To whom I pledge the fervice of my pen), 
CondemnM (whillt proud andpamper'd Sons of 
Lawn, 

CrammM to the throat, in lazy plenty yawn) 
In pomp of rev'rend begg'ry to appear, 
To pray, and ftarveon forty pounds a-year; 
My friends, who never felt the galling load, 
Lament that I for/bok the pack horfe road, 
Whillt Virtue to my condudr witnefs beast, . 
In throwing off that gown which Francis wear?. 

What 
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What creature *s that, fo very pert and prim 5! 
So very full of foppery and whim 5 . . 

So gentkyyet lb briik 5 fo wondrous fweer, 
So fit to prattle at a lady's feet ; 
Who looics aj he the Lord's rich vineyard trod, 
And by his garl? appears a man of. God ? 
Trull not to looks, nor credit outward fhow ; 
The villain lurkS beneath tlie calfock'd Beau ; ; 
That an Informer 5 what avails the name ? 
Suffice it, that the wretch from Sodom came. 

His tongue is deadly— -from his prefence run, 
ITnlefs thy rage would \\ r \ih to be undone. 
Ko ties can holer him, no a'liecl ion bind, 
And Fear alone reft rains his coward mind. 
Free him from that, no moniler is fo fell, 
• Nor is lb line a blood-hound found in hell. 
Jiis iilken fmiles, his hypocritic air, 
His meek demeanour, plaufibJe and fair, 
Are only worn to pave Fraud's eaiier way, 
And make gulPd Virtue fall a iurer prey. 

.Attend his church his ]>lan of dodrrine view, 

'fhe Preacher is a Chriftian, dull, but true j " 



But when the hallow'd hour of preaching's 
* o'er, 

The plan of do&rine 's never thought of more; 
Chrilt is laid by neglected 011 the melf, 
And the vile prieft is Gofpel to himfelf. 

By Cleland tutor\l, and with Blacow bred, 
(Blacow, whom, by a brave refentment led, 
Oxford, if Oxford had hot funk in fame, 
Ere this, had damn'd to everlalting fhame) 
Their (teps'he follows, and their crimes partake?, 
To Virtue loll, to Vice, alone he wakes ; 
Moft lufcioully declaims 'gainfc lufcious themes, 
And, whilft he rails at blafphemy, blafphemes. ' 

Arc thefe the arts which Policy fupplies ? 
Are thefe the fteps by which grave Churchmen, 
' rife? * 1 

Forbid it, Heaven ! or, fliould it turn out fo, 
Let me, and mine, continue mean and low, , 
Such be their arts> whom IntereH controuls j 
Kidgell and I have free and honelt fouls : 
We (corn preferment which is gainM by Sin, 
And will, tho 1 poor without, have peace within.. 



EPIGRAMS, EPITAPHS, and other LITTLE PIECES. 

On a 'very rich Gentleman drinking the Waters of 
} ^Tunbridge Wells, who bad refufed to contribute to 

the Relief of ' adiftrefj'ed Family. 
770R deepen: woes old Harpax fcorns to feel ; 
t .Think ye his bowels Hand in need of feel? 

7kt Art of waling one's own Ssnnons, illuf rated 
1 by Example. 

TACk ftole his ..ifcourfe from; the fam'd Docloi" 
Brown ; 

But, reading it damnably, nude it Ins own, 



Know Ihyfelf. 
piTZ to the Peerage knows he 's a difgrace ; 
T Sp mounts the coach-box, as his proper place. 

VflTHiLE ^ick to combs ljoftility proclaims, 
* 7 A neighbouring taper fets his hair inflames : 
The blaze extinct, permit us to inquired 
Werethereno lives loll, Richard, in the fire?' 7 

I r not urn omne pro magritfico. 
\ vfR.se to pamper\i,ind high-mettledileeds, 
+ His own upon chopped draw Avaro feeds : 
j5re 1 in bis (bible, in his paddock born, 
What vait ideas they mult have of corn ! 

A Cafe of Confcience \ fubmitted to a late Dignitary 
cj the Cburobf on bis Narcotic Expojition of the 
following Text : ** Watch and Pray, lejl ye en- 
" ter into' Temptation.'" 

TV/ our pallor perplext, 

■*? How lhall we determine ? 

" Watch and Pray," fays the* Textj 
46 Go to deep," lays the Sermon. 



On a Lady who fquinted. 
tf ancient poets Argus prize, 
* Who boalted of an . hundred eyes, 
Sure greater praife to her is due, 
Who looks an hundred ways with two I 

\ s Will along the floor had laid 
*"* His lazy, limbs in folemn mow, 
?! You 're ill/' quoth S;d, " I 'hi fore afraid.V 
" Indeed," fays Will, " I 'm rather low." 



To a Lady, with the Print of Venus attired by tb$ 
Graces. 

HP hat far fuperior is thy ftate 

Even envy mult agree j 
On thee a thouiand Graces wait, 
On-Venus only three. 



To CaUa. 

/">^f:lia, do not fay, O fie ! 
^ In that wind ray love has fpoke j 
Truft me, 't was an erring ligh 
Thro' a nether paifage broke. 



n^HRrcE three years, and fomcthing more, 
* Have I thele plufli breeches wore j 
Now fore'd, ere yet the tenth's completed, 
Through too much fitting, to be feated I 



To a Gentleman who was obliged to, retreat for 
fear of difagreable Retaliation. 

^r"* hat Cotta is fo pale, fo fpare, 
* No canfe for wonder now aifordsj 
He lives, alas | on empty fare, 
Who lives by eating his own words. 

THERE* 
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here are who think all ftatc affairs 
The worft of wicked worldly cares 
To mingle with the prieftly leaven $ 

Yet fure the argument 's uncouth — 

Sacheverel (hall iprcad the truth, 
A minifter of earth and heaven. 

Cays Parfon Sly, « I 11 fib, d > ye fee, 
^ « If you '11 reward me freely.' 1 
* Lye on," cries Nick, * and claim of me 
• The bifliopric of E— LYE;" 

On the Duchefs of Devon/hire. 
A RRAy'd in matchlefs beauty, Devon's fair 

In Fox's favour takes a zealous part : 
But, Oh ! where'er the pilferer comes — beware 1 
Sii<?, fupplicates a vote, and fteals a heart. 

T17hile you, Great George I for knowledge 
vv hunt, 

And fharp conductors change for blunt, 

The empire 's put of joint : 
Franklin a wifer path purfues, 
And all your thunders hecdlefs views, 

By fticking to the point. 
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* Twas this firft made mc love my dofe, 
And rais'd iuch pimples on my nofe j 
For, while I fill'd to ev'ry toaft, 
My health was gone, my lenfes loft. 

I found the claret and champagne 
Inflame my blood, and mad my brain ; 
The toad fell falt'ring from my tongue, 
I hardly heard the catch I fung. 

I felt my gorge and ficknefs rife ; 
The candles dane'd before my eyes ; 
My fight grew dim, the room turn'd round, 
I tumbled fenfelefs on the ground ! 



On the Phrafe " hliing Tune" Tranjlated /rem 
Voltaire, 

^npHERE 's fcarce a point wherein mankind 

* 4t agree, 
c; So well as ?n their boaft of killing me. 
s l I boaft of nothing j bat, when I 've a mind, 
« ; I think I can be even with mankind/* 



|V4 y wife 's fo very bad," cried Will, 
iV1 " I fear lhe ne'er willjiold it— 
" She keeps her bed I'Vw 
" Mine 's worfe," quoth Phil, 
<c The jade has juft now fold it !" 

Epitaph on a Lady. By Peter. Pindar, 
He neath this turf, in fweet repofe, 
° The friend of all — a fair one lies—* 
Yet hence let forrow vent her woes, 
Far hence let pity pour her ii^hs. 

Tho' ev'ry hour thy life approved, 
The mule the Pram of grief forbears* 

I Nor wilhes, tho' by all belov'd, 

I To call thee to a world of tears. 

Bed of thy fex ! alas, farewel ! 
From this dark fcene rcmov'd, to fliine 
Where pureft fnades of mortals dwell, 
And virtue waits to welcome thine. 



*• "HROthfr bucks, your glalfes drain : 

*5 " Tom, 'tis ftrong and fparkling red."— • 

M Never fear — 't won't reach my brain." " 
« No — that 's true — but 't will your head." 

THE gay Flirtilla fhew'd her mimic buft, 
And aik'd blunt Senfo if 't were fathion'd 
juft. [yon, 
■ Ma'am," he replied, " in this 'tis much like 
• The face is painted, and that badly too. M 

An Exp ovulation. 

When late I attempted your pity to move, 
Why feem'd you fo deaf to my prayers ? 
Perhaps it was right to dillemble your love — 
But— why did you kick me down Hairs ? 

Epitaph. 

Here is my much-lov'd Celia laid, 
At reft from all her earthly labours 1 
Glory to God ! peace to the dead, 
And to the ears of all her neighbour's. 

■ A Par oJy on " Blefl as the immortal Gods is /;*." 
By the Honourable Henry Ersk in 
T"> runk as a dragon fu re i s he, 
•M The youth that dines or fupa with thee ; 
And fee?, and hears thee, full of fun, 
Loudly laugh, awd quaintly pun. 



The Clowns Reply. Goldsmith. 

Join* Trott was defired by two witty Peers 
To tell them the reafon why affes had ears : 
'* An't pleafe you," quoth John, " I 'm not given 
" to letters, [betters : 

(i Nor dare I pretend to know more than my 
" llowe'er, from this time, I lhall ne'er fee your 
" graces, ailes." 
" As 1 hope to be fav'd ! without thinking on 

An Elegy on the Glory of her Sex. By the jaw* 
S>ood people all with one accord, 

Lament for Madam Blaize, 
Who never wanted a good word — 

Frohuthofe who fpoke her praile. 
The needy feldom pafs'd her door, 

And always found her kind ; 
She freely lent to all the poor— 4 

Who left a pledge behind. 
She ftrove the neighbourhood to pleafe, 

With manners wondrous winning j 
And never follow'd wicked ways— 

Unlels when lhe was fuming* 

At church, with lilks and latins new,. 

With hoop of monlirous li/.e ; 
She never llumber'd in her pew—' 

But when lhe lhut her eyes. 

Her 
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Her love was fought, I do aver, 

By twenty beaux and more ; 
The king himfelf has followed her-— 

When fhe has walk'd before. 
But now, her wealth and finery fled, 

Her hangers-on cut fliort all; 
The doclors found, when fhe was dead, 

Her lall diforder — mortal. 
Let us lament in forrow fore ; 

For Kent-ftreet well may lay, 
That, hud fheliv'd a twelvemonth more, 

She had not died to-day. 



On a Mifer. Maftcr Philip Dodd» 
ron was his cheft, 
Iron was his door, 
His hand was iron, 
And his heart was more. 



I 



" The boards of Drury you and I have trod 

11 Full many a time together, I am fUrfe.^ — 

" When V with an oath, cry'd Garrick—" for, 

" by G-, 
u I never law that face of yoilrs before ! 
u What characters, I pray, 
M Did you and I together play ?" 
u Lord!" quoth the fellow, " think not that I 
u mock — 

¥ When you play'd Hamlet, Sir, — I play'd the 
" Cock/' 



On a 



Cn Mr. Churchill's Death. 
Pays Tom to Richard, " Churchill -s dead." 
^ Says Richard, w Tom, you lie : 
u Old Rancour the report has fpread, 
" But Genius cannot die." 



Jack brags he never dines at home, 
With reafontoo, no doubt— - 
in truth, Jack never dines at all, 
Unlels invited out. 



On a Stone throivn at a <very great Man, but which 
miffed him. Peter Pindar, 
alk no more of the lucky efcape of the head, 
From a flint lb unluckily thrown — 
I think very different, with thoufands indeed, 
'T was a lucky efcape for the Jtone. 



, To Chloe. By the fame, 
"pvEAR Chloe, well I know the fwain, 
U Who gladly would embrace thy chain, 

And who alas ! can blame him ? 
Affect not Chloe, a furprife : 
Look but a moment on thefe eyes, 

Thou 'It alk me not to name him. 



On a new-made Lord. By the fame. 
he carpenters of ancient Greece, [piece, 
* Although they bought of wood a ftubborn 

Not fit to make a block — yet, very odd ! 
No loiers were the men of chipping trade, 
Becaufe of this fame flubborn ltufl" they made 
A damn'd good God ! 



Garrick and his Brother Aclor. By the fame. 
A shabby fellow chane'd one day to meet 

The Britifli Roicius in the itreet: 
(Garrick, of whom pur nation juftly brags.) 
The fellow hugg'd him with a kind embrace— 
H Good Sir, I do not recollect your face," 
QuothGarrick.— "No r reply 'd the nun of rags: 



Painter that painted large Pictures* 
Ey the fame* 
HThis year, of picture Mr. Well 
A Is quite a Patajgon i a n maker- 
He knows that bulk is not a jeft: ; 
So gives us painting by an acre. 

Epitaph on Dr. tVUliam Clarke, the celebrated Anti- 
quary, and Mrs. Ann Clarke, his Wife* By 
William Hayley^I!^. 

Wild William Clarke, and Ann his wife, 

1V1 vvhom happy love had join'd in life, 

United in an humble tomb, 

Await the everlalting doom. 

And blels'd the dead ! prepared as thefe, 

To meet our Saviour's juit decrees I 

On earth their hearts were known to feel 

Such charity and chriftian zeal, 

T hat, fliould the world for ages lalt, 

In adverfe fortune's bitter blult, 

Few friends lb warm will man find here. 

And God no fervants more fin cere. 

On the Death of a promifing Youth of Eighteen* 
THO 1 death the virtuous young dc It: , 
1 They go to reil— -and heavenly joy ; 
Life is not to be judg'd by days, 
Virtue endures — when time decays ; 
And many old we fallely call, 
Who truly never liv'd ac all: 
For what is time, if not employ 'd 
In worthy deeds — but all a void ? 
Then think not, tho' abridg'd by fate, 
Too Ihort this youth's allotted date. 
With dignity he filPd his fpan, 
In conduft and in worth a man. 
So fpent a life — to Heaven appears, 
/Vs full as Neflor's length of years. 

On a whole Family cut off by the Small-box. 
Mafer Peter Rainer. 
A T once depriv'd of life, lies here 

A family, to virtue dear. 
Tho' far remov'd from regal ftate, 
Their virtues made them truly great. 
Lell one fliould feel the other's fall, 
Death lias, in k indnefs, fei/'d the m all. 

\ doctor there is of lo humble a grace, 
«•* That the cafe he durffc never exprelc : 
But little he fays; and it that you will trace, 
His knowledge you '11 find to be leie. 

Then 
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Then Aire you will fay lie 's deficient in brain ; 
t)r his head to a ltill you '11 compare, 
That does little or nothing but iimples contain, 
And yields them by drops that are rare. 

A Difiicb, written by Mr. Copper, at the Pequefl of 
a Gentleman who importuned bim to write fume- 
thing in his Pocket Album, 

Iwere indeed indifferent to fame, 
Grudging two lines t* immortalize my name. 

An old Gentleman of the name of Page, finding a 
Lady's Glove, fenl it to the Owner, with this 
Diftich, and received the following Atifwer. 

IF that from Glove you take the letter G, 
Then Glove is love, and that I fend to thee. 

Anfwer : 

If that from Page you take the letter P; 
Then Page is age, and that won't do for me. 

Abscinding farm, divide the liquid air, 
On wings metallic Hy unto my fair ; 
To her acute and faithful ever prove, 
But never cut th' increaling plumes of love. 

On his Excellency the late Lord Gallov:ay and his 
Cook. 

n ays my Lord to his cook, M Youfon of a punk, 
■r rt How comes it I fee yoi^thus^vYy day drunk ? 
14 Phyficians,they fay, once a month, do allow, 
-t A man, for his health,to get drunk— as a fow." 
" That is right/ 1 quoth the cook, u but the day 
" they don't fay ; [day-" 
1 So, for fear I Ihould mifs it, I 'm drunk ev'ry 
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Love does never thee moled:, 
Love, that tyrant-cf our breaft : 
Than the birds more happy thou ; 
They the fpring to love allow, 
Who no tribute has from thee, 
Emblem thou of liberty ! 
Hail ! chnfte, frugal animal, 
Happielt, wifeft, heft of all ! 



An Oeconomical Refieelion. 

ALL mortal things are frail— end go to pot; 
What wonder then if mortal trowiers rot? 
My velvet torn , I (hone in mimic Jhag t 
Thofe foon grew rulty and— began to flag. 
Buck-fiin was ^reafy \ferge de nym was queer; 
Camblet was airy ; but how apt to tear ! 
Quoth 1, 11 Sir Prukkufe, fhall wetry a rug?" 
" Yes, Sir/ 1 fays he, " that lure will hold a tug." 
Ah ! no ; the rug decayed, like all the palt, 
Ev'n everlajlbtg '* would not ever lrtlt - 
At length ; guefs how I rix'd it.-*-Why, in troth 
With projecls tir'd — I ftuck to common cloth. 



On a Bee. 

Pretty, little, buzzing thing ! 
Arm'd by nature with a fling j 
Lazy man 's oblig'd to thee, 
Pattern thou of induftry ! 
When the fields rich fcents exhale, 
And new beauty decks each vale, 
Bufy all the mining day 
Ev'ry flow'r thou mak'it tliy prey, 
And fweet honey home doft bring, 
Kiiler of the bloomy fpring ! 



To an unfortunate Beauty* 
qay, lovely maid, with downcait cye^ 
^ And cheek with fijejit forrow pale, 
What gives thy heart the lengthen \l fighj 

That heaving tells a mournful tale.? 
Thy tears, which thus each other chafe, 

Befpeak abreait o'crwhclm'd with woe; 
Thy fighs, a Ifcorm which wrecks my peace, 

Which fouls like thine Ihould never know; 

Oh ! tell mc, doth feme favoured youth, 
Too often blelt, thy beauties flight; 

And leave thofe thrones of love and truth; 
That lip, and bofom of delight ? 

What though to other nymphs he flies, 
And feigns the fond, impaflioh'd tear, 
Breathes all the eloquence of fighs 

That treacherous won thy art left ear : 
Let not thofe nymphs thy anguifh move, 
For whom his heart may feera to pine; 
That heart fhall ne'er be bleit by low, 
Whole guilt can force a pang from thine*. 



B 



Y the woodiark, by the thrufli, 
Wildly warbling from the bulh \ 
By the fairy's fhadowy tread 
O'er the cowflip's dewy head : 
Father, Monarch of the Stage ! 
Glory of Eliza's age ! 
Shakefpeare ! deign to lend thy face, 
This romantic nook to grace ; 
Where untaught Nature fports alone, 
Since thou "arid Mature are but one.. 



The Chartreux wants the warning of a bell 
To call him to the duties of his cellj 
There needs no noife at all t' awaken fin, 
Th' adulterer and thief his 'larum has within. 



Lines fcnt to Mr. Cojway, while LrJy C. Pcnvldt 
was fitting to him. 

Co sway, mv Catherine fits to you : 
And, that the cor ring may be true, 
This nolegay on your palette place, ^ 
Replete' with all the tints that grace j 
The various beauties of her face. ) 
Her fkin the fnow-drop's whitenefs (hows, 
Her blufhing cheek the op'ning rofe ; 
Her eyes the modeft violet fpeak, 
Whole filken fringes kifs her cheek. 
The fpicy pink, in morning dew, 
Prefents her fragrant lips to view ; 



* A r'AVd-ftuff fa called. 
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Theglofiy curls that crown her head, 
Paint from the gilt cup of the mead. 
Long: may her image fill my eye, 
When thefe fair emblems iade and die; 
f lae'd on my faithful breaft, and prove 
v Jis Colvvay paints the Queen of Love. 

Shalfpiare's JValk. 
"DY yon hills with moiling fpread, 

Lifting up the tufted Lead ; 
By thofe golden waves of corn 
Which the laughing fields adorfl ; 
% the fragrant breath of flowers 
Stealing from the woodbine bowers J 
By this thought-irifpiring ihadej 
By the gleamings of the glade; 
-By the babbling G f the brook, 
Winding flow in many a crook ; 
By the milling of the trees; 
By the humming of the bees. 



On feeing a Dog a/leep near his Mafic r. 
^Thrice happy dog! thou fcel'ft no woe. 

No anguifh to molelt 
Thy peaceful hours that fweetly flow, 

Alternate Iport and reft. 
Man 'j calPd thy lord— affliction's heir ! 

And forrow's only fon ! 
Whilfl he 'I a flave to ev'ry care, 

And thou art Have to none. 
Bleft, near thy matter thus to lie, 

And bleft with him torove ! 
UnftainM by guilt thy moments fly 

On wings of grateful love. 
Oh ! that my heart, like thine, could talk 

The fweefi of giiiltlefs life ! 
Beyond the reach of paflion placed, 

Its anguifh and its ftrife. 



On a Waiter, once at Arthur's, and a Fellow-fer- 
<vant of his there, both fince Members of Parlia- 
ment, and the lafl a Nabob. 

T\/hen Bob M-ck-th, with upper fervant's 
pride, 

" Here, lirrah, clean my moes, 11 to Rumb— d 
cry'd, 

He humbly anfwer'd, " Yea, Bob i 1 ' 
But fince return'd from India's plundered land, 
The purfe-proud Rumb— d now, on fuch com- 
mand, 

Would itoutly anfwer, « Nay, Bob." 

rpo rob the nation two Contractors come, 

# The one cheats in corn, the other in rum ; 
The greater rogue 'tis hard to afcertain, 

The rogue in fpirits, or the rogue in grain. 

s Vtrfet written by a Gentleman on finding an Urn. 
rifling mortal, tell me why 

# Thou halt diilurb'd my urn ; 
Want'ft thou to find out what am I ? 

Vain man ! attend, and learn : 



To know what letters fpclt my name 

Is ulelefs quite to thee ; 
An heap of dure is all lam, 

And all that thou lhalt be. 
Go now, that heap of dull explore, 

'Meafure its grains, or weigh ; 
Canit thou the title which I bore 

Diftinguim in the clay ? ' 
What glih'ring honours, or high trull 

Once dignified me here, 
Were characters imp reft on duft:, 

Which quickly difappear. 
Nor will the fparkling atoms (how 

A Cloudius, or a Quelfh t . , 

Vain learch ! if here the icource thou Mft know 

Of nobles, or thyfelf, 
The mould will yield no evidence, 

By which thou mayll divine 
If lords or beggars iflued thence, 

And form'd the ancient line. 
Learn then the vanity of birth, 

Condition, honours, name, 
All are but modes of common earth, 

The fubftance juft the lame. 
Bid av'rice and ambition view 

Th' extent of all their gains 5 
Themfelves, and their polfeflions too, 

A gallon vafc contains. 
Hafte, lift thy thoughts from earthly things 

To more lubftantial blils ; 
And leave that grov'iing pride to kings, 

Which ends in dirt like this. 
Let virtue be thy radiant guide, 

'Twill dignify thy clay, 
And raile thy allies glorified, 

When funs (hall fade away. 

Upon a Gnat burnt in a Candle, 
r pRiFLiNG infect! that art now 

But an.aiiy gnat below, 
Ah I what folly made thee fly 
To the plealing flame too nigh ? 
Seeming good, that treacherous ill 
Cheated thine, that cheats man's will. 
Simple thing ! how mould ft thou fear 
What fo beauteous feenVd, and fair? 
Thus deceitful pleafure's fmile 
Did thy filly life beguile. 
What from envy can be free, 
If ill-fate could envy thee ? 

The Negro's Complaint. 
"IXTide over the tremulous lea . , 
» * The moon fpread her mantle of light* 
And the gile, gently dying away, 
Breath d loft on the bolom of night. 

On the forecaftle Maratan flood, 

And pour'd forth his forrowful tale ; 
His tears fell unfecn in the flood, 
His lighs pafs'd unheard on the gale. 

Ah, wretch ! in wild anguifh he cry'd, 

From country and liberty torn ; 
Ah ! Maratan, wouldft thou had died, 
Ere o'er the fait waves thou wcrt bprne. 

ThiV 



8iS ELEGANT 

Thro' the groves of Angola I ftray'd, 

Love and hope made my bofom their home; 
Their I talked with my favourite maid, 

Nor dream'd of the ibrrow to come. 
From the thicket the man-hunter fprung, 

My cries echo'd loud thro'' the air ; 
There was fury and wrath on his tongue, 

He was deaf to the flirieks of defpair. 

Accursed be the mercilefs band, 

Who his love could from Maratan tear ; 

And blafted this impotent hand, 

That was fevered from all I held dear. 

Flow ye tears, down my cheeks ever flow, 
Still let fleep from my eye-lids depart, j 

And ftill may the arrows of woe 

Drink deep of the ftream of my heart ! 

But hark ! on the filertce of night 

My Adila's accents I hear, 
And mournful beneath the wan light 

I fee her lov'd image appear ! 

$low o'er the fmooth ocean fhe glides, 

As the mill that hangs light on the wave ; 

And fondly her lover fhe chides, 
That lingers fo long from the grave. 

c< O, Maratan, hade thee !" me cries, 
" Here the reign of oppreflion is o'er, 

a The tyrant is robb'd of his prize, 
" And Adila forrows no more.'' 

N«\v, finking amidft the dim ray, 

Her form feems to fade on my view : 

« O ftny thee, my Adila, flay — ft 
She beckons, and I muft purfue. 

To-morrow, the white man in vain 
Shall proudly account me his Have ; 

My fliackles I plunge in the main, 
And rufli to the realms of the brave. 



£le<ry to the Memory of Mifs Louifa Hanivay. 

Othou, to whom fair Genius homage paid, 
Whom Science courted,and the Mufcs lov'dj 
Whole mind the hand of Innocence array 'd, 

Pure as that form which env) 's felf approved . 
Accept thefe tributary drops — thefe fighs ! 

(Remembrance Hill will on thy virtues dwell) 
Tho' nought could check thy progrefs to the Ikies, 
The foul muft cherilh hers it lov'd lb well. 

For, thou wert all Ambition could deiire, 
Endowed with all that Nature could impart; 

Warm was thy breait with Fricndmip's (acred fire, 
And form'd for fentiment thy gentle heart. 

Near thy bleft (hade the penfive Mufe mail ftray> 
Led by the pallid moon's uncertain light, 

Sad tributes to thy peerlef* worth to pay, 
And to thy tomb foft Sympathy invite. 

Lamenting Memory, too, Qui) linger there, 
And cull fweet liow'rs to deck thy holy Ihrine ; 

For thee indulge the deep-drawn ugh iinccre, 
And o'er thy allies (hall with pixy pine* 

6 



EXTRACTS, Book IV. 

Vet check'd mould be thofe tears thy friends 
may ihed, 

That grief, wliich thy fond parents' peace de* 

ilroys 5 

For thou art only rank'd amongft the dead, 

To find a paflage to eternal joys. 
That Power which feal'd th* apparent harfli 

decree, 

Who ev'ry feeling of thy heart could know, 
Judged what thy pangs from future ills might be, 
And fnatch'd thee early from a world of woe. 



On an unfortunate Beauty* Anon. 
Door wand'rer ! how (hall that weak form, 
*■ So loofely clad in velture light, 
Endure the malice of the ltorm, 
The rudenefs of the winter's night ? 

And does a fmile thy cheek illume ? 
Alas ! that faint and feeble glow 
Is like'the flower's untimely bloom, ' 
Drooping amidlt a walle of mow. 

Poor wretch ! — you figh, you would unfold 

The courfe of Ibrrow you have run : 
A limple ftory, quickly told, — 
You lov'd, believ'd, and were undone. 
Why weep you as my hand you prels ? 
Why on my features gaze and figh ? 
Would no one pity your diftrefs ? 
None lirten to your tale, but I ? 

Alas ! a pittance fcant, I fear, 
Is all the joy I can beltow ; 
I can but wipe away one tear, 
One moment from a life of woe. 
Yet e'en for this your grateful eye 
To heaven is rais'd — Poor girl, adieu 
To fcenes of ienfelefs mirth I fly, 
To poverty and iicknefs you. 

X IB^ 

By Dr> Young. 
A s in fmooth oil the razor bed Is whet, 

vSo wit is by politenefs lharpeft fet j 
Their want of edge from their orfence is feen, 
Both pain us le;;ft when exquilitely keen. 



Advice to Mr. Fcpe, on his intended Tranjlution of 

Ho:ner 9 1 7 14. 
r\ thou who, with a happy genius born, 
^ Canlt tuneful verie in flowing numbers turn, 
Crown'donthy Windfor's plains with earlybays, 
Be early wile, nor truft to barren praife. 
Blind was the bard that fung Achilles' rage, 
He fung, and begg'd, and cuiVdth'ungivinipse; 
if Britain his tranflated long would hear, 
Firlt take the gold — then charmtlie lilt'ning earj 
So (hall thy father Homer fmile to fee 
His penlion paid,tho' late— and paid to thee 



Under the Print of T im Britton, the muficai Small- . 

coal Man. Hughes. 
Tho' mean thy rank, yet in thy humble cell 
1 Did gentle peaceand arts unnurchasM dwell: 

1 Well 
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EPIGRAMS, gee. 



Well pleas'd, Apollo thither led his train, 
And muiic warbled in her fweeteit (train : 
Cyllenius fo, as fables tell, and Jove, 
Came willing guefts to poor Philemon's grove. 
Let ufelefs pomp behold, and blufti to find' 
So low a Ration, filch a lib'ral mind. 



8« Z 



rpn* inspiring mufes, and the god of love, 
* WhichmoltmouldgracethefairMelindaftrove 
Love arm'd her with his bow andkeenelt darts, 
i The mufes more enrich'd her mind with aits. 
Tho' Greece in mining temples heretofore 
Did Venus' and Minerva's pow'rs adore, 
The ancients thought no fingle goddefs fit 
To reign at once o'er beauty and o'er wit ; 
Each was a fep'rate claim; till now we rind 
The diff rent titles in Melinda join'd. 



Y fickly fpoufe, with many a (jgto, 
Oft tells me— Billy, I mall die 1 
I griev'd, but recollcfted ttraight 
'Tis bOotlefs to contend with fate j 
Sorefignation to Heaven's will 
Prepar'd me for fucceeding ill. 
'Twas well it did ; for, on my life, 
'Twas Heaven's will — :o fpare my wife. 



A s Sherlock at Temple was taking a boat, 
The waterman alked him which way he 
would float } [the dream : 

Which way ? fays the Doctor ; why, fool, with 
To Paul's or to Lambeth— -'twas all one to him. 



N Opera, like a pill'ry, may be faid 
1 To nail our ears down, but expoie our head. 



ucia thinks happinefs confifts in ftate ; 
' She weds an ideot, but Ihe eats in plate. 



To the Hon. Mrs. Per rival, with Hutch efoifs 

Ireatife on Beauty and Order, r Grierson. 
H^h' internal fenies painted here we fee: [thee, 
r They 're bom in others, but they live in 

0 were our author with thy converfe bleft, 
Could be behold the virtues of thy breaft ; 
His needlefs labours with contempt he'd view, 
And bid the world not read — but copy you. 

Jack, eating rotten cheefe, did fay, 
Like Samlbn, I my.thoufands flay: 

1 vow, quoth Roger, lb you do, 
And with the felf-fame weapon too. 

On God's Omnipotence. 
^y^HEN Eoypt's hoft God's choien tribe pur- 

In chryllal walk th* admiring waters flood j 
When thro' the dreary widest hey took theirway, 
The rocks relented, and pour'd forth a fea ! 
What limits can th' Almighty goodnefs know, 
Since feas can harden, and iince rocks can flow ! 



I On a Prelate's going out of Church in Time of Di- 
vine Service, to wait on the Lord Lieutena?it of 
Ireland. 

J" ord Pam in the church (could you think it?) 

kneel'ddown: 
When, told that the Duke wasjuft come to town, 
Kis ftation defpifing, unaw'd by the place, 
He flies from his God to attend on his Grace : 
To the court it was fitter to pay his devotion, 
Since God had no ihare in his lordiliip's pro- 
motion. 



A 



hum'rous fellow'in a tavern late, [pate ; 
Being drunk and^ valiant, gets a broken 
The furgeon, with his inftruments and lkill, 
Searches his flcull, deeper and deeper ftill, 
To feel his brains, and try if they were found ; 
And, as he keeps ado about the wound, [pains, 
The fellow cries — Good iiirgeon, fpare your 
When I began this brawl I had no brains. 



B 



Y fav'ring wit Maecenas purchas'd fame, 
Virgil's own works immortalized his jiame ; 
A double (hare of fame is Dorl'et's due, 
At once the patron and the poet too. 



Similis fimili gaudet. 
r HEN Chloe 's picture was to Chloe fliown, 
Adorn'd with charms and beauty not her 
own ; 

Where Hogarth, pitying nature, kindly made 
Such lips, fuch eyes, as Chloe never had j 
Ye Gods ! flie cries, in ecftacy of heart, 
JIow near can nature be exprefs'd by art ! 
Well ! it is wondrous like! nay, let me die, 
The very pouting lip, the killing eye ! 
Blunt and fevereas Manly in the play, 
Downright replies — Like, Madam! do you fay ? 
The picture bears this likenefs, it is true : 
The canvas painted is, and fo are you. 



On an eminent Modern Preacher. 
poLLio mud needs to penitence excite; 

For, fee, his fcarf is rich, and gloves arewhitej 
Behold his notes difplay'd, his body rais'd j 
With what a zeal he labours to be prais'd I 
No tfubborn fin ner able to withftand 
The force and reas'ning of his wig and hand : 
Much better pleas'd, fo pious his intent, 
With five that laugh than fifty who repent : 
On moral duties when his tongue refines, 
Tully and Plato are his belt divines ; [fmall ; 
What Matthew fays, or Mark, the proof but 
What Locke or Clarke'aflerts, good fcripture all , 
Touclrd with each weaknefs which he does ar- 
With vanity he talks againft: the vain } [raign, 
With oilentation does to meeknefs guide, 
Proud of his periods leveled againft pride ; 
Amhitioufly the love of glory flights, [writes. 
And damns the love of fame — for which he 



' he Latin word for cold, oneafk'd his friend j 
It is, faid he— 'tii at my fingers end. 
3 G Tht 
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The World. 

The world's a book, writ by th* eternal art 
Of the great Author; printed in man's heart 
Tis falfely printed, though divinely penned} 
And all th* errata will appear at th* end. 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 



Book IV, 



On the Battle of the Books* 
"wift for the ancients has argu'd fo well, 
V'lis apparent from thence th.it the moderns 
excel. 



Awflshman and an Englifhman difputed 
Which of their lands maintained the greateft 

The Englifhman the WeWhman quite confuted, 
The Welfli man yet would not his vaunts abate: 
Ten cooks, quoth he, in Wales,one wedding fees, 
Ay, quoth the other, each man toafts his cheefe. 



From the Latin. 
NHAPPY, Dido, was thy fate, 



• U i n fi r ft an j fecond wedded ft ate ! 
One hufband caus'd thy flight by dying, 
Thy death the other caus'd by flying. 



On the Funeral of Culture Hopkins. 

Fhat numVous lights' this wretch's corpfe 
attend, 

Who, in his life-time, fav'd a candle's end ! 



W 



On the Offering made by King James Lata grave 
Comedy, called 7 he Marriage of Arts. 

At Chrift-Church Marriage, play 'd before the 
king, 

Left thefelearn'd mates mould wantan offering, 
The king himfelf did offer— whaf, I pray ? 
He offered, twice or thrice, to go away. 

A Country Parfons Anfiver to a young Lady wjfo 
fent him her Compliments on the Ten of Hearts. 

Your Compliments, dear Lady, pray forbear; 
Old Englifh fervices are mere lincere. 
You fend ten hearts} the tythe is only mine. 
Give me but one, and burn the other nine. 

By Dr. Donne. 

1am unable, yonder beggar cries, 
To (land or go. If he lays true, he lies. 

Moore always fmiles whenever he recites; 
He fmiles, you think, approving what he 
And yet in this no vanity is lhown j [writes: 
A modeft man may like what 's not his own. 

Criend, in your Epitaphs I ^m griev'd 
" So very much is faid : * 
One half will never be believ'd, ( 
The other never read. 



The Humourifi. Imitated from Martial. 
TN all thy humours, whether grave or mellow, 
* Thon s rt fuch a touchy, telly, pleafant fellow, 
Haft lb much wit, and mirth, and fpleen about 
thee, 

There is no living with thee, nor without thee. 



A haughxy courtier meeting in the ftreets 
f"*" A fcholar, him thus infolently greets: 
Bafe men to take the wall I ne'er permit, 
The lcholar laid, I do ; and gave him it. 



Hp hus with kind words Sir Edward cheer' d his 
* friend: 

Dear Dick! thou onmy ffiendfhip may ft depend: 
I kriow thy fortune is but very leant ; 
But, be aflur'd, I 'llne'er fee Dick in want. 
Dick's foon connVd — his friend, no doubt, 
would free him: [him. 
His word he -kept — in want he ne'er wou'dyk 



To Mr. Tbomfon, nvko had procured the Author a 

Benefit Mgkt. Dennis. 
p EFlectint. on thy worth, methinks I find 
Thy various Sealbns in their author's mind. 
Spring opes her bloflbms, various as thy miifej 
And, like thy oft companion, Iheds her dews. 
Summer's hot drought in thy expreflion glows, 
And o'er each page a tawny ripenefs throws. 
Autumn's rich fruits th' inftrucled reader gains, 
W r ho taftes the meaning purpole of thy (trains; 
Winter — but that no femblance takes fromtbeei 
That hoary feafon yields a type of me. [lay, 
Shattered by Time's bleak ltorms I with'rhjj 
Leaflefs, and whitening in a cold decay! 
Yet mall my proplefs ivy, pale and bent, 
Blefs the Ihort lunfliine which thy pity lent. 



W 



HEN men of infamy to grandeur foar, v 
They light a torch to Ihew their lhame 
the more. 



To Henry Fur cel. 

To you a tribute from each mufe is due ; 
The whole poetic tribe's oblig'd to you ; 
For furely none but you, with equal eafe, 
Could add to David, and make JJUrfey pleafe. 



The Fan. Attprbury. 
T7LAVIA the lea ft and flighted toy 
Can with refiftlefs art employ : 
This fan, in meaner hands, would prove 
An engine of fmall force in love ; 
Yet flie, with graceful air and mien, 
Not to be told, or fafely feen, 
Directs its wanton motions fo, 
That it wounds more than Cupid's bowj 
Gives coolnefs to the matchlefs dame, ' 
To ev'ry other breaft a flame. 



To the Author of an Bpitaph on Dr. MeoJ. 

Hackett. 

Mead's not dead then, you fay, only ileeping 
a little? 

Why, egad ! Sir, you've hit it off there to a tmlft 
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Yet, friend, his awaking I very much doubt- 
Pluto knows w horn he 's got, and will ne'er kt 
him out. 



To Mr. Pope. 
'hile malice, Pope, denies thy page 
Its own celeltial fire; 
While critics and while bards in rage, 

Admiring, won't admire: 
While wayward pens thy worth afTail, 

And envious tongues decry ; 
Thefe times tho' many a friend bewail, 
» Theie times bewail not T. 
But when the world's loud praife is thine, 

And fpieen no more fhall blame ; 
When with thy Homer thou lhalt Ihine 

In one eitablifli'd fame i 
When none (hall rail, and ev'ry lay 

Devote a wreath to thee: 
That day (for come it will) — that day 
Shall I lament to fee. 



BnUjh Occonomy. 

IN merry old England it once was a rule, 
The King had his poet, and alfo his fool*: 
But now we're fo frugal, I'd have you to know it, 
Poor Cibber mult ferve both for fool and for poet. 
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Found fuck on the Statue of the Moor which fup- 
ports the Sun Dial in Clement's -bin, 
N vain, poor fable fon of woe, 
Thou feekMl the tender tear; 
From thee in vain with pangs they flow, 

For mercy dwells not here. 
From cannibals thou fled'lt in vain; 

Lawyers lefs quarter give; 
The firft won't eat you till your 're flain, 
The lad will do *t alive. 



' e little wits, that gleam'd awhile, 
While Pope vouchlaf 'd a ray; 
Alas ! depriv'd of his kind imile, 

How foon ye faa"e away ! 
To compafs Phoebus' car about, v 

Thus empty vapours rile; 
Each tends his cl jud to put him out, 

That rear'd him to the fkies. 
Alas ! thefc fkies are not your fphere; 

There he (hall ever burn: 
Weep, weep, and faUj for earth ye were, 
And mult to earth return. 



Written in a Ladfs Prayer-Book. LansdownE. 

TN vain, Clarinda, night and day 
*■ For mercy to the Gods you pray : 
What arrogance, on Heaven to call 
For that wliich you deny to all ! 



CO much, my Pope, thy Englifh Iliad charms, 
^ As pity melts us, or as paifion warms, 
That after ages fhall with wonder feek 
Who 't was tranflated Homer into Greek. 



By Harrington. 

'■p* he golden hair that Galla wears, 
* Is hers : who would have thought it ? 
She fwears 'tis hers ; and true (he fwears, 
For I know where ihe bought it. 



By Hackett. 
TXT H E N Jack was poor,theladwas frank and free; 

Of latehe's grownbrimful ofprideand pelf- 
You wonder that he don't remember me ; 
Why fo ? You fee he has forgot himfelf. 

£vPrior. 
npo John I ow'd great obligation; 
* But John unhappily thought fit 
To publiih it to all the nation : 

Sure John and I are more than quit. 

On the Burfcr of St. Johns College in Oxford cut- 
! ting doivn a fine Row of Trees* Evans, 
indulgent nature to each kind beftows 
f A fecret inftincl to difcern its foes : 
The goofe, a filly bird, avoids the fox: [rocks; 
Lambs fly from wolves, and failors fteer from 
^ A rogue the gallows as his fate forefees, 
And bears the like antipathy to trees. 



Good Mufic, and had Dancers. 

How ill the motion with the mulic fuits ! 
So Orpheus play'd, and, like'them, dane'd 
the brutes. 



To Lady Ifahella Thynne y cutting Trees in Paper. 

Waller. 

air hand, that can on virgin paper write, 
*■ Yet from the itain of ink preferve it white; 
Whofe travel o'er that filver field does mow 
Like tracks of leverets in morning mow: 
Love's image thus in pureft minds is wrought, 
Without a fpot or blemifli to the thought. 
Strange, that your fingers mould the pencil foil, 
Without the help of colours or of oil? 
For tho* a painter boughs and leaves can make, 
'Tis yours alone to make them bend and make : 
Whofe breath falutes your new-created grove 
Like fouthern winds, and makes it gently move. 
Orpheus could make the foreft dance, but you 
Can make the motion and the fore It too. 
A poet, when he would defcribe his mind, 
Is, as in language, fo in fame, confin'd:' 
Your works are read wherever there are men: 
So far the fcihars goes beyond the pen. 



By Prtor. 

Thy nags, the leanelt things alive, 
So very hard thou lov'ft to drive, 
I heard thy anxious coachman lay, 
It colt thee more in whips than hay. 



A Cure for Poetry. 

Seven wealthy towns contend for Homer dead, 
Thro' which the living Homer begg'd his 



bread ! 
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On fome Snoiv which melted on a Ladys EreajL 

*np }\ e envious fnow comes down in haHe 
* To prove thy breaft lefs fair j 
But grieves to lee it f elf furpalt, 
And melts into a tear. 



EXTRACTS, Book IV. 

Wikten on the Bod-chamber Door of Charles II. 

Rochester.. 

Here lies our fovereign lord the King, 
Whofe word no man relies on > 
He never fays a foolilh thing, 
Nor ever does a wife one. 



The French Poet. 
then old Elijah, as the Scriptures fay, 
Triumphant mounted to the realm of day, 
His fpirit doubled, and his cloak, befide, 
He gave Elifha, by long fervice tried. 
Trilcan from hence would fain example take 
For honelt Quinault, his difciple's fake : 
But this, alas ! injurious fate denied* 
For Triibn poorer than a prophet died. 
To Quinault thus the bard, expiring, fpoke: 
* My wit I leave thee — but I have no cloak.' ' 



kN Grace. Free-will, and Myft'ries high, 
Two wits haraiigu'd the table ; 

33 ly believes he knows not why, 

N— — ih Iwears 'tis all a fable. 
Peace, jdeuts, jp^ace! and both agree; 

. N fh, kiVthy empty brother 5 

Religion laughs at foes like thee, 
But dreads a friend like t* other. 



"nox'on 't, quoth Time to Thomas Hearne, 
* Whatever I forget you Jearn. 

Anpwered by Mr. West. 

D — it, quoth Hearne, in furious fret, 
Whate'er I learn you foon forget. 



Dr. A LD rich's Five Reafons for Drinking. 

pooD winej a friend; or, being dryj 
V Or, left we lhould be by and byj 
Or, any other reaibn why. 



By Waller. 
rpKVRsis, a youth of the infpired train, 
x Fair Sacharifla lov'd, but lov'd in vain: 
Like Phcebus furig the no lefs amVous boy; 
Likg Daphne me, as lovely and as coy. 
With numbers he the flying nymph purfues, 
Wity numbers fuch as Phcebus 1 ietf might ufe; 
All but the nymph who fhould redrefs his wrong, 
Attend his paflion, and approve his long; 
Like Phoebus thus acquiring unfought praife, 
He catch'd at love, and fill'd his arms with bays. 

By Prior. 
r\u his death-bed poor Simon lies, 

His fpouie is in defpair: 
With frequent fobs and mutual cries 

They both exprefs their care. 
A different caufe, fays Parfon Sly, 

The lame effeft may give; 
Poor Simon fears that he (hall die, 
His wife— that he may live. 



That little patch upon your'face 
Would feem a foil an one lefs fair 5 
On you it hides a killing grace, 
And you in pity plac'd it there. 



By Prior. 



a s afternoon one lummer's day, 
" Venus ltood bathing in a river; 
Cupid a-lhooti ng went that way, 
New ftrung his bow, new fill'd his quiver 
With fkilfhe chofe his ftiarpeft dart; 
With all his might his bow he 'drew : 
Swift to his beauteous parent's heart 
The too well guided arrow flew. 
I faint! I die! the gobddefs cried: 

0 cruel ! couldft thou find none other 
To wreak thy fpleen on, parricide ? 
Like Nero, thou haft flain thy mother. 
Poor Cupid, fobbing, fcarce could fpeak) 
Indeed, Mamma, I did not know ye;- 
Alas! how eafy my miftake ! 

1 took you for your likenefs, Chloe. 



From the Greek. Prio R« 



T 7 E n u s, take my votive glafs : 
* Since I am not what I was ; 
What from this day I Ihall be, 
Venus, let me never fee ! 



Written on a Glafs, by a Gentleman who boYrowti 
the Earl of Cheflerjield's Diamond Pencil. 

A ccept a miracle, inftead of wit; 

See two dull lines by Stanhope's pencil writ! 



On Lady Manchefier. Addison, 
ttithilst haughty Gallia's dames, thatfpread 
v * O'er the pale cheeks an artful red, 
Beheld this beauteous (hanger there, 
In native charms divinely fair — 
Confufion in their looks they fliow'd, 
And with unufual blulhes glow'd. 
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Suicide. Dr. Sewel. 
hen all the blandiftiments of life are gone, 
The coward fneeks to death, the brave live 



By Banks. 
yotJNG Courtly takes me for a dunce; 

For all night long I fpoke not once; 
On better grounds I think him fuch s 
He fpoke but once, yet once too much. 
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By Pope. 

Vf use, 'tis enough; at length thy labour ends, 
*™ And thou lhalt live — for Buckingham 

commends. 
Let crouds of critics now my verfe aflail, 
Let Dennis write, and namelefs numbers rail: 
This more than pays whole years of thanklefspain, 
Time, health, and fortune are not lolt in vain, 
Sheffield approves, contenting Phoebus bends, 
And I and malice from this hour are friends. 
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istaken nature here has join'd 
A beauteous face and ugly mind j 
In vain the faultlefs features ftrike 
When fouKand body are unlike: 
Pity that fnowy breaft mould hide 
•Deceit, and avarice, and pride. . 
So in rich jars, from China brought, 
With glowing colours gaily wrought) 
Oftimes the lubtle fpider dwells, 
With fecret venom bloated fwells, 
Weaves all his fatal nets within, 
As unfufpected as unfeen. 



By Waller, 
tere men fo dull they could not fee 
That Lyce painted ; mould they flee, 
Like limple birds, into a net 
So grofsly woven and ill-fet ; 
Her own teeth would undo the knot, 
And let all go that me had got. 
Thele teeth my Lyce mult not mow, 
If fhe would bite : her lovers, though 
Like birds they ftoop at feeming grapes, 
Are difabus'd when firit (he gapes: 
The rotten bones difcover'd there, 
Shew 'tis a painted fepulchre. 



To Mr. Pope. 
T^epind not upon verfe for fame, 
^ Tho' none can equal thine: 
Our language never refts the fame ; 

'Twill rife, or 't will decline. 
Thy wreaths, in courfe of fleeting hours, 

Too foonwill be decay 'd: 
But ftory lalls, though modern flcw'rs 

Of poetry muft fade. 
A furer way then wouldfl thou And 

Thy glory to prolong, 
Whilll there remains amongft mankind 

The fenfe of right and wrong ? 
Thy fame with nature's felf (hall end, 

Let future times but know 
That Atterbury was thy friend, 

And Bentley was thy foe. 



By LordKzKVZY. 
T^OSSEss'd of one great hall for ftate, 
*■ Without one room to fleep or eat : 
How well you build, let flattery tell, 
And ail mankind how ill you dwell. 



Written in a Window of the Tower, over the Name 
o/R. IValpole, confined in the fame Room, Ann. 
Do?n. 1712. Lansdovvne. 

/^ooo unexpected, evil unforefeen, 

Appears by turns,as fortune mifts the fcene: 
Some rais'd aloft come tumbling down amain, 
And fall fo hard, they bound and rife again. 



The Manchefler Millers, named Bone and Skin. 

By&om« 

one and Skin, two millers thin, 
Would ftarve us all, or near it : 
But be it known to Skin and Bone 
That hVih and blood can't bear it. 
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By Sir G. Lvttleton. 

VTone without hope e'er lov'd thebrighteft fair, 
^ But love can hope where reafonwoulddefpair. 



'"pRUE wit is like the brilliant ftone 

Dug from the Indian mine ; 
Which boaits two different pt^w'rsin one, 

To cut as well as mine. 
Genius, like that, if poliuYd right, 

With the fame gifts \abounds ; 
Appears at once both keen and bright, 

And fparkles while it wounds. 



The difference between the Ancients and Moderns. 

pome for the ancients zealonfly dechre, 
^ Others our modern wits are fools, aver: 
A third affirms, that they are. much the fame, 
And differ only as to time and name : 
Yet lure one more diftinftion may be told, 
Thofeonce were new, but thele will ne'er be old. 



To Mr. Pope, on his Epitaph on Mr. Gay. 

Lord Orrery. 
"CNTomb'd with kings tho' Gay's coldalhes 

A nobler monument thy drains fupply. 
Thy matchlefs mufe, ftill faithful to thy friend, 
By courts Unaw'd, his virtues dares commend. 
Lamented Gay ! forget thy treatment paft, 
Look down, and fee thy merit crown M at Lift. 
A deftiny more glorious who can hope ? 
In life belov'd, in death bemoan 'd, by Pope. 



On the Queeris Grotto at Richmond. 

Lewis the living genius fed, 
And raisM the icientific heap!; 
Our Queen, more frugal of her meat, 
Raifes thofe heads which cannot eato 



I heard laft week, friend Edward, thou waft 
dead. 

I *in very glad to hear it too, cries Ned. 

2G3 Friend 
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Book iV, 



pRiEND Tfaac/tis ftrange, you, that livefo near 
1 Bray 

Should not fct up the fign of the Vicar; 
Tlio' it may be an odd one, you cannot but fay 

It muft needs be a fign of good liquor. 

Anpwer : 

Indeed, Matter Poet, your reafon 's but poor: 
For the Vicar would think it a fin 

To ilay, like a booby, and lounge at the door ; 
'Twere a fign 'twas bad liquor within. 



Send him to nymphs who deep in Ida's (hade, 
To the loofe dance and wanton . ma'fquerade : 
Our thoughts are fettled, and intent our look 
On the inilruftive verie and moral book ; 
On female idlenefs his power relies, 
But when he finds us ftudying bard he flies. 



By a Porter on the Gin Ad. To a Great Man. 
hy will you make us cooly think ? 
If you would govern, we muft drink. 



Giles Jolt. 

O iles Jolt. as fleeping in his cart he lay, 

Some waggifh pilfrers ftole his team away. 
Giles wakes,and cries— What's here? odfdickin! 
what ? 

Why how now ? am I Giles, or am I not ?' 
If he, I've loft fix geldings, to my fmart ; 
If not— odlbuddikms! I 've found a cart. 



To Zoilus. JO S I AH R E L P H. 

TX7XTH indultry I fpread yourpraile, 

With equal you my cenfure blaze; 
Bat, 'faith ! 't is all in vain we do, 
The world nor credits me nor you. 

Milton. DfcYDEN. 

HTHREE poets in three diftant ages born, 
* Greece, ltajy, and England, did adorn : 
Thefirft in loftinefs of thought furpafs'd \ 
The next in majelty, in both the laft. 
The force of nature could no farther go; 
To make a third, lhe join'd the other two. 



On the Ductefs of Marlborough's Offer of 500/. 

for the beji Poem on the Duke's Actions. 
pi vc hundred pounds ! too final! a boon 
A To put the poet s mufe in tune, 

That nothing might efcape her; 
Should (he attempt th' heroic ftory 
Of the illultrious Churchjll's glory, 

It fcarce would buy the paper. 



By Aaron Hill. % yjm 
TXJ hen Chrift at Cana's feaft, by powV divinei 
V * Infpir'd cold water with the warmth of wine, 
SeeUried they, while in redd'ning tide it gufh'd, 
ThebaMul Itreamhath feen its Oodand blunYd. 



Scotland. Cleveland. 
TT ad Cain been a Scot, God would have altefd 
. Ins doom; [at home. 

Mot fore'd him to wander, but conhn'd him 



By Prior. 

rpnus to the Mufes lpoke the Cyprian dame 1 
Adorn my altars, and revere my name ; ; 
My fon ihall die alluuie his potent darts, 
Twang goes the bow! my girls, have at your 
The Mules anlwer'd — Venus, we deride [hearts! 
The vagrant's malice, and his mother's pride, 
3 



By Aaron Hill. 

HP e N d e R-handed ftroke a nettle, 
* And it itings you for your pains; 
Grafp it like a man of mettle, 

And if foft as filk remains. 
'Tis the fame with common natures : 

Ule 'em kindly, they rebel ; 
But, be rough as nutmeg-graters, 

And the rogues obey you well. 



Upon tie Bufs of the Englifj Worthies at Stoiq t 

Lord ClaIU. 

\ mono thefe chiefs of Britifh race, 

Who live in breaching ftone, 
Why has not Cobham's l*uft a place ? 
—The itruclure was his own. 



By Pope. 

GREAT Villers' &te fage Cutler could forefee; 
And well, he thought, advis'd him— u Live 
" like me** 

As well his Grace replied— "Like you, Sirjohn! 
" That I can do when all I have is gone." 

The Giant angling. 

His angle-rod made of a lturdy oak, [broke ; 
His line a cable, which in ftorms ne'er 
His hook he baited with a dragon's tail, 
And lat upon a rock, and bobb'd for whale. 



ie on ! while my revenge (hall be 
' To ipeak the very truth of thee. 



On Michael Anglo's famous Piece cftheCrucipictit 
ivho fdbbeda Perfon that he mizht do tt more 
naturally. Dr. Young. 

Whilst his 'Redeemer on the canvas dies, 
Stabb'd at his feet his brother welt'ring 
The daring artitt, cruelly ferene, , C lies 5 
Views the pale cheek, and the diilortedmien; 
Ke drains oft life by drops -. and, deaf to cries, 
Examines ev'ry Ipiritas it flies i 
He ltudies torment, dives in mortal woe, 
To roule up ev'ry pang repeats the blow 3 
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Each rifing agony, each dreadful grace, 
Yet warm tranfplantihg to his Saviour's face. 
O glorious theft ! O ndbly wicked draught ! 
With its full charge of death each feature fraught! 
Such wondrous force the magic colours boalt, 
From his own (kill he ftarts, in horror loll. 



On the Death of a Lady's Cat. Harrxson. 

and is Mifs Tabby from the world retired? 
** And are her lives, all her nine lives, expired? 
What founds fo moving, as her own, can tell 
How ^abby died, how full of play lhe fell ? 
Begin, ye tuneful nine v a mournful ftrife, 
And ev'ry mule fhall celebrate a life. 

A Receipt for Court/hip. Swift. 

Twp or three dears, and two or three fweetsi 
Two or three balls, and two or three treats j 
Two or three ferenades, giv'n as a lure ; 
Two or three oaths how much they endure ; 
Two or three melfages fent in one dry ; 
Two or three times led out from the piay;> 
Two or three foft fpeeches made by the way ; 
Two or three tickets for two or three times 5 
Two or three love-letters writ all in rhymes : 
Two or three months keeping firicr. to thefe rules 
Can never fail making a couple of fools. 



Your homely face, Flippanta, you difguife 
With patches numerous as Argus' eyes j 
I own that patching 's requifite for you, 
For more we're pleas'd the lefs your face we view 
Vet I advife, iince my advice you alk, 
Wear but one patch, and be that patch a mafk. 

Infer ipt ion for a Bufl of Lady Suffolk in a Wood. 

Her wit and beauty for a court were made, 
Her truth and goodnefs fit her for a (hade. 



By Lady M. W. Montague. 

thilst third of praife and vaindelireof fame, 
In ev'ry age is ev'ry woman's aim; 
With court fhip pleas'd, of filly toafters proud, 
Fond of a train, and happy in a crowd ; 
On each poor fool bellowing fome kind glance, 
Each concmeft owing to fome loofe advance ; 
While vain coquets afreet to bepurfu'd, 
And think they 're virtuous, if not grofsly lewd; 
Let this great maxim be my virtue's guide— \ 
Jn part (he is to blame that has been tried ; ' 
He comes too near, that comes to be denied. ) 



To Mr. Addifon y Qn bis Tragedy ofCato. 
rpHE mind to virtue is by verfe fubdu'd, 
A And the true poet is a public goocj. 
This Britain feels ; while, by your lines infpir'd, 
Her free-born fons to glorious thoughts are hVd. 
In Rome had you efpous\l the vanquilh'd caufe^ 
Inflam'd herfenate, and upheld her laws, 
Your manly fcenes had liberty rellor'd, 
And given lhe jult iucceis to Cato'* fvvord. 



O'erCaefar's arms your genius had prevail'd, 
And the mule triumph'd where the patrict fail'd. 



HPom's coach and fix! — whither in fuch halle 
going ? 

But a fhort juurney — to his own undoing. 



Jealoujy. 

TO Bedlam with him : is he found in mind, 
A Who Hill is ieeking what he would not iind ? 



By Leonard Welstead. 
r owe, fays Thomas, much to Peter's care; 
A Once only ieen, he chole me for his heir. 
True, Thomas ; hence your fortunes take their 
rife : 

His heir you were not, had he feen you twice. 



By Dr. Ken rick. 

'"P he great, good man, whom Fbrtune will dif- 
*■ place, 

May into fcarcenefs fall, but not difgrace. 
His facred perfon none will dare profane; 
He may be poor, but never can be mean. 
He holds his value with the wile and good, 
And, proftrate, feems as great as when he flood. 
So ruin'd temples holy awe difpenfe, 
They lole their height, but keep their reverence; 
The pious crowd the piles, tho'fall'n, deplore, 
And what they fail to raile they Hill adore. 



Viftrix Caufa Diis placuit,fed e vic7a Catoni. 

G. Stepney. 
The gods and Cato did in this divide — 

They chofe the conqu'ring, he the conquer'd 
iide. 



By Dean Swift. 
•you beat your pate, and fancy wit will corn?: 

* Knock as you will, there 's nobody at home. 

A Flower by Varelft. Prior, 
ttthen fam'd Varelil this little wonder drew, 

* r Flora vouch faf 'd the growing work to view* 
Finding the painter's fcience at a Hand, 

The Goddefs lhatch'd the pencil from his hand; 
And, fmiming the piece, lhe mailing laid : 
Behold one work of mine that ne'er (hall fade. 



By Sir Sam. Garth. 

Can you count the filver lights 
That deck the Ikies, and cheer the nights j 
Or the leaves that ltrew the vales, 
When groves are ftript by winter gales ; 
Or the drops that in the morn 
Hang with transparent pearl the thorn ; 
Or bridegroom's joys, or mifer's cares, 
Or gamelter's oaths, or hermit's prayersj 
Or envy's pangs, or love's alarms, 
Or Marlbro's a'cls, or Molly*s charms ? 

3G4 *J 
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By Aaron Hill. 
T jo w is the world deceiv'd by nolfe and (how ! 
*5* Alas ! how different, to pretend and know ! 
Like a poor highway brook, pretence runs loud : 
Buttling;, but lhallow, dirty, i-eak, and proud. 
While, like fome nobler uream, true knowledge 

glides, ^ ; » 
Silently Itrong, and its deep bottom hides. 



Book IV* 

All this perform'd by Robert Hewit j <vjJ| 
What mortal clfe could e'er go through it ? 



The Mifer's Feaft. r 

Hts chimney fmokes ! it is Tome omen dire ! 
His neighbours are alarm'd 5 and cry out, 



Fire I 
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The Royal Knotter. Sir Ch. SedleV. 

h, happy people !*ye muft thrive, 
While thus the royal pair does ftrive 
Both to advance your glory 5 
While he by 's valour conquers France, 
She manufactures does advance, 

And makes thread-fringes for ye. 
Blert we ! who from fuch queens are freed, 
Who, by vain fuperltition led, 

Are always telling beads : 
But here 's a queen now, thanks to God ! 
Who, when (he rides in coach abroad, 

Is always knotting threads. 
Then hafte, victorious Naflau, hafte ; 
And, when thy fummer (how is paft, 

Let all thy trumpets found : 
The fringe which this campaign has wrought, 
Though 't coft the nation fcarcea groat, 
Thy conqilelts will furround. 



On Sir Godfrey Knellers painting, for the Author * 
the Statues of Apollo, Venus > and Hercules. 

Pope. 

What God, what genius did the pencil move, 
When Kneller painted thefe ? [Love* 
'Twas friend (hip— warm as Phoebus, kind as 
And itrong as Herculesr 

The Duke ofCh -i. Swift. 

James B s was the Dean's familiar friend; 
James grows a Duke 5 their friendfliip here 
mult end. 

Surely the Dean deferves a fore rebuke, 
From knowing James, to fay he knows a duke. 
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What's Honour ? 
OT to be captious, not unjultly fight; 
Pis tocorifeis what's wrong, and do what 's 
right. 



1 



ack his own merit fees : this gives him pride, 
That he fees more than all the world befide. 



By Prior. 
Y^sevVy poet is a fool; 
• * By demonftration Ned can fhow it : 
Happy, could Ned's inverted rule 
Prove cv'ry fool to be a poet. 
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Dean Swiff s Curate. 
marched three miles thro* fcorching fandj 
With zeal in heart, and notes in hand; 
I rode four more to Great St. Mary, 
Ufing four legs, when two were weary. 
To three fair virgins I did tie men, 
In the clofe bands of pleafing Hymen j 
I dipp'd two babes in holy water, 
§ And purified their mothers after. 
Within an hour and eke an half, 
I preach'd three congregations deaf, 
While thund'ringout with lungs long winded, 
I chopped fo fait that few there minded. 
My emblem, the laborious fun, 



The Doctor and the Patient. 

Plept you well ? " Very well." My draught 
^ did good. 

u It did no harm : for yonder it hath flood." 

Verfes occafwned by Mr. Aibnan's Death. 

Thomson. 

A s thofe we love decay, we die in part, 
^* String after firing 'is fever'd from the heart ; 
Till loofenM life, at lalt but breathing clay, 
Without one pang is glad to fall away. 
Unhappy he who lateit feels the blow, 
Whole eyes have wept o'er ev'ry friend laid lo\fy 
Dragg'd 1 mg'ring on from partial death to death, 
Till, dying, all he can rejjgn is breath. 

To the Reverend Mr. Murdoch, Reclor of Strad- 
dijhall, in Suffolk. Thomson. 

>~p h vs fafel y low, my friend, thou canft not fall ; 
* Here reigns a deep tranquillity o'er all ; 
No noife, no care, no vanity, no ftrife ; 
Men,woods,and neldy,all breathe untroubled life : 
Then keep each paflion down, however dear; 
Trult me, the tender are the molt fevere. 
Guard, while 't is thine, thy philofophic eafe, 
And aik no joy but that of virtuous peace ; 
That bids defiance to the (terms of fate: 
High bliis is only for a higher Ihte. 



Saw all ihefe mighty labours done 
Before one race of his was run : 
2 



5 



Tie Power of Time. SwiFT. 

if neither brafs nor marble can withftand 
* The mortal 'force of Time's dcltruclive hand: 
If mountains fink to vales, if cities die, 
And lefsTnihg rivers mourn their fountains dry- 
When my old caflbek, faid a vVelm divine, 
Is out at elbows, why mould I repine ? m 
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Epigram by Dr. DODDfUffCE, on his Motto, 
Dum vivimus, vivamus* 

Live while you live, the epicure will fay, 
J And take the pleafure of the prefent day : 
Live while you live, the lacred preacher tries, 
And give to God each moment as it flies. 
Lord, in my view let both united be ! 
I live in pleafure when I live to Thee. 



Both gifts deftru&ive to the givers prove, 
Alike both lovers fall by thole they love : 
Yet guiltlefs too this bright deltroyer lives, 
At random wounds, nor knows the wound fhe 

gives : 

She views the ftory with atteirtive eyes, 
And pities Procris, while her lover dies. 



On the Publication of Mrs. Roivfs Poems fince 
her Death. 

rpHUS Philomela fung, on earth detained, 
» While eumb'rous clay the riling ioul re 
itrain'd ; 

Now the freed fpirit, with th' angelic choir, 
In fields of light attunes th' immortal lyre, 
And hymns her God in Itrains more loft, more 
llrong — 

There only could (he learn a loftier fong* 



By Lord Lansdowne. 
T) elieve me, Chloe, thofe perfumes, that coft 
** Such fums to 1 weeten thee, is treafure loll j 
Not all Arabia would fufficient be ; [thee, 
Thou imeiril not of thy lweets, they (link of 



By Prior. 

'ITThen Hopewell thought fit from the world 
to retreat, 

As full of Champaigne as an egg 's full of meat 
He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he faid, 
He vvould be row'd back, for he was not yet dead 
Trim the boat, and lit quiet, Hern Charon re- 
plied : [died 
You may have forgot, you was drunk when you 
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rutus unmov'd heard how his Portia fell: 
Should Jack's wife die, he would behave as 
well. 



By Dean Swift. 
T^jeaf, giddy, helplefs, left alone, 

To all my friends a burthen grown: 
No more I hear my church's bell 
Than if it rang out for my knell : 
At thunder now no more I ftart 
Than at the rambling of a cart: 
Nay, what's incredible, alack ! 
I hardly hear a woman's clack. 



On a Fan 'which bore the Story cf Cephalus and 

Procrisj with this Motto : if Aura <veni" 
roMF, gentle air, th'iEolian fhepherd faid, 
^ While Procris panted in the fecret made ; 
Come, gentle air, the fairer Delia cries, 
While at her feet her fwain expiring lies : 
Lo ! the glad gales o'er all her beauties ftray, 
Breathe on her lips, and in her bofom play \ 
In Delia's hand this toy is fatal found, 
Nor could that fabled dart more furely wound 



/"vne day, in Chelfea meadows walking, 
^ Of poetry and fuch things talking^ 

Says Ralph, a merry wag— 
An epigram, if fmart and good, 
In all its circumftances mould' 

Be like a jelly-bag.- 
Your fimile, I own, is new, 
But how wilt make it out ? lays Hugh. 

Quoth Ralph, L'll tell thee, friend} 
Make it at top both wide, and fit 
To hold a budget full of wit, 

And point it at the end. 



By Mrs. Pilkington. 
tell a and Flavia ev'ry hour 
Unnumber'd hearts furprife 5 
In Stella's foul lies all her pow'r, 

And Flavia's in her eyes. 
More boundlefs Flavia's conquells are, 

And Stella's more confin'd ; 
All can difcern a face that's fair, 

But few a lovely mind. 
Stella, like Britain 's monarch, reigns 

0*er cultivated lands j 
Like eaftern tyrants Flavia deigns 

To rule o'er barren fands. 
Then boaft, fair Flavia, boaft your face, 

Your beauty's only llore : 
Each day that makes thy charms decreafe 
Will give to Stella more. 

To Mr Pope, on his Dunciad, 
HThe raven, rook, and pert jackdaw, 

* Tho' neither birds of moral kind, 
Yet ierve, if hang'd, or HufPd with itraw, 

To (hew us which way blows the wind. 
Thus, dirty knaves, or chatt'ring fools, 

Strung up by dozens in thy lay, . , 

Teach more by half than Dennis' rules, 

And point inltruction ev'ry way. 
With ./Egypt's art thy pen may nrive : 

One potent drop let this but flied, 
And ev'ry rogue that itunk alive 
Becomes a precious mummy dead. 

^reason does never profper: what's the rea- 

* fon ? / [fon. 
Why, when it profper^, none dare call it trea- 

Curio's rich lideboard feldom fees the lj§ht, 
Clean is his kitchen, and his fpits are bright: 
His knives and forks, all rang'd in even rows, 
No hand molefts, no fervants difcompofe : 
A curious jack, hung up to pleafe the eye, 
For ever ftill, whofe flyers— -never fly; 

Hij 
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His plates, unfullied, Alining on the Ihelf ; 
for Curio drclfes nothing but himfelf. 



On a Bee fiiflcd in Honey. 

From flow'r to flow'r, with eager pains, 
See the blelt, bufy lab'rer fly j 
When all that from her toil (he gains 

Is, in the fweets Ihe hoards to die. 
*Tis thus, would man the truth believe, 

With life's loft fweets, each fav'ritejoy; 
If we tafte widely they relieve, 
But, if we plunge too deep, deltroy. 



On Mr. Pope's Death. 
a rise, ve glimmering ftars of wit! ! 
tor, lo I the Sun of Verfe is fet. 

By Dr, Swift, 
a s Thomas was cudgelPd one day by his wife, 
**** He took to his heels, and he ran for His life> 
Tom's three deareft friends came by in the 
fquabble, 

And fcreen'd him At once from the fhrew and 
the rabble ; [vice ; 

Then venturM to give him fbme wholefome ad- 
But Tom is a fellow of honour fo nice, 
Too proud to take counfel, too wile to take 
warning, • [ing. 

Thathe fen t to all three a challenge next morn- 
He fought with all three; thrice vtntur'd his life; 
Then went home, and was cudgell'd again by 
his wife. 



T et Blackmore ftlll, in good king Arthur's 

vein, 

To Fleckno's empire his juft right maintain ; 
Let him his own to common lenfe oppofe, 
With praile and llander maul both friends and 

. foes ; 

Let him great Dryden's awful name profane, 
And learned Garth with envious pride difdain 5 
Let the quack fcribble any thing but bills, 
His latire wounds not, but his phytic kills. 

By Josiah Relph. 

xto, Varus liates a thing that's bafe; 
^ I own, indeed, he 's got a knack 
Of flattYing people to their face, . * 
But icorns to do 't behind their back. 



On Mr. Butler's Monument in Wefiminfier- Abbey. 

S, Westlev. 
"IX7hilst Butler, needy wretch ! was yet alive, 
No gen'rous patron would a dinner give : 
See him, when ftarv'd to death, and turnd to 
Prefented with a monumental bull ! [dult, I 
The poet's fate is here in emblems mown ; 
He alk'd for bread, and he receiv'd a Hone. 



Under a PiJlure of Mr. Pojntz. Lytteeton.' 

Such is thy fornl, O Poyntz ! but who lhatf 
find 

A hand or colours to exprefs thy mind ? 
A mind unmov'd by evYy vulgar fear, 
In afalfe world that dares to be lincere : 
Wife without art, without ambition great ; 
Tho' firm, yet pliant ; active, tho' fedatej • 
With all the riche't Itores of learning fraught ; 
Yet, better ltill, by native prudence taught ; 
That, fond the griefs of the diltrefs'd to heal, 
Can pity frailties it could never feel ; [know 
That, when misfortune fued, ne'er fought to 
What feci, what party, whether friend or foe ; ' 
That, fix\l on equal virtue's template laws, 
Defpifes calumny, and Ihuns appl'aufe ; 
That, to his own perfections lingly blind, 
Would for another think this praiie defign'd. 



Infcription for a Fountain adorned <witb Qiteen 
Junes and the Duke of Marlborough's Statues, 
and the chief Rivers of the World round the 
Merit. Prior. 
-y E acTtive ftreams, where'er your waters flow, 
1 Let diibnt climes and farthelt nations know' 
What ye f rom Thames and Danube have been 
taught, [fought. 
How Anne commanded, and how Marlbro 



By Josiah Relph. 
hen from her bofom Arria pull'd the blade, 
Thus to her lord the tender heroine laid: 
The wound I gave myfelf with eafe I bear, 
Alas ! I die by that which kills my dear. 



By W. Congreve. 
O ee, fee, fhe wakes, Sabina wakes, 
° And now the fun begins to rife ! 
Lefs glorious is the morn that breaks 

From his bright beams than her bright eyc<\ 
With lijrht united, day they give, 

But difF rent fates ere night fulfil; 
How many by his warmth will live ! 

How many will her coldiiefs kill ! 



The Commons" Petition to King Charles the Second. 

Rochester. 

1 TN all humility we crave 
A Our fovereign may be our Have ; 
I And humbly beg that he may be 
Betray'd by us moll loyally i 
[ And if he pleafe once to lay down 
| His fceptre, dignity, and crown, 
We '11 make him, for the time to come, 
The greateit prince in Chrilltndom. 

Ihe King's Anfuuer i 
Charles, at this time having no need, 
Thanks you as much as if he did. 



Xhe Worm DoSIor. J. RelpH« ; 
TTacus, advancM on high, proclaims his (kill* 
By cakes ot wondrous force the worms to 
kill 5 

A fcoroful 
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A fcornful ear the wifer fort impart, 
And laugh at Vagus's pretended art. 
But well can Vagus what he boafts perform, 
For man (as Job has told us) is a worm. 



On Plutarch's Statue. 



From the Greek. 
, Dryden. 



•yyisE, honeft Plutarch ! to thy deathlefs praife 
r * The ions of Rome this grateful Itatue raife : 
For, why ? both Greece and Rome thy fame 
have lhar'd, 

Their heroes written, and their lives compar'd. 
But thou thyfelf couldft never write thy own j 
Their lives had parallels— but thine has none. 



On the Statue of Niobe. From the Greek. 
*"po itone the gods have chang'd ber — but in 
■ vain : . 
The fculptor's art has made her breathe again. 



To a young Gentleman. 

\j at l t re has done her part: do thou but 
^ thine ; 

Learning and fenfe let decency refine. 

For vain applaufe t ran fg re fs not virtue's rules: 

A witty iinner is the worll of fools. 



W 



Ulyjfes" Dog. Pope. 
f hen wife UlylTes, from his native coaft, 
Long kept by wars, and long by tempefts 
Arriv'd at laft, poor, old, difguis'd, alone, [toft, 
To all his friends,and ev'n his queen,unknown : 
Chang'das he was with age, and toils, and cares, 
Furrow'd his rev rend face, and white his hairs, 
In his own palace forcM to aik his bread, 
Scorn'd by thofe (laves his former bounty fed, 
Forgot of all his own domeltic crew j 
The faithful dog alone his matter knew ! 
Unfed, unhous'd, neglected, on the clay, 
Like an old fervant, now cafhiefd he lay ; 
And, the/ e'en then expiring on the plain, ^ 
Touch'd with refentment of ungrateful man, > 
And longing to behold his ancient lord again :j 
Him when he faw — he rofe, and crawl'd to meet, 
'Twas all he could, and fawn'd, and kifs d his 
feet, 

Seiz'd with dumb joy. then filling by his fide, 
Ovvn'd his returning lord, look'd up, and died. 



To King Charles I. on bis Navy. Waller, 
qhould nature's felf invade the world again, 
And o'er the centre fpread the liquid main, 
Thy pow'r were fafe— and her deftrucrive hand 
Would but enlarge the bounds of thy command: 
Thy dreadful fleet would ftyle thee lord of all, 
And rife in triumph o'er the drowned ball. 



On Mrs. Barbierfs firft Appearand on the Stage. 
^ro pleafure now from Niculini's tongue, 
fy* In vain he ftrives to move us with his long: 
On a fair Syren we have fixM our choice, 
And wait with longing ears for Barbiere's voice: 
When, lo! the nymph by bafliful awe betray -d* 
Her faltering tongue denies her looks its aid ; 
Jiut fo much innocence adorns her fears, 
And with iuch grace her modefty ihe wears, 
By her dilbrderall her charms increafe, 
And, had Ihe better fung, fhe'd pleas 'd us lefs. 

On the Spcdator. 
TX7HEN firft the Tatler to a mute was turnM, 
" v GreatBritainforhercenibr'sliiencemounTdj 
Robb'd of hisfp rightly beams, fhe wept thenight, 
Till the' Spectator roie, and blaz'd as bright. 
So the firft man the fun's firft letting view'd, 
And iigh'd till circling d:iy his joys renew 'd j 
Yet doubtful how thatfecond fun to name, 
Whether a bright fucceHbr, or the fame j 
So we-^but now from this lufpenfe are freed; } 
bince all agree who both with j udgment read, £ 
'Tis the fame fun, and does himlelf lucceed. ) 

To the Lord Chancellor King ; alluding to his Motto y 

" Labor ipfe <voluptas (■* 
' nris not the fpleridour of the place, 

r The gilded coach, the pure, the mace, 
And all the pompous train of ftate, j 
With crowds which at the levee wait, 
That, make you happy, make you great : j 
But when mankind you 11 rive to blefs, 
With all the talent's you poflefs ; 
When all the joys you can receive 
Flow from the benefits you give : 
This takes the heart, this conquers fpite, 
And makes the heavy burden ligl)t ; 
True pleafure, rightly uuderltood, 
Is only labour to do good. 

W ritten in a Lady 1 s Milton. Prior- 
tttmth virtue ftrong as yours had Eve been 
arm'd, \ 

In vain the fruithadblu(h'd,orferpent charmM: 
Nor had our blifs by penitence been bought— 
Nor had frail Adam fell — nor Milton wrote. 



From the Greek. 
emocritus, dear droll ! revifit earth, 
And with otir follies glut thy heightenM 
Sad Heraclitus, ferious wretch ! recurn, [mirth. 
In louder grief our greater crimes to mourn. 
Between you both, I unconcern'd ftand by j 
Hurt, can I laugh ? and honeft, need I cry ? 

A Characler of an old Rake. 

Scorn'd by the wife, detefted by the good, 
Nor underftanding aught, nor underftood ; 
Profane, obfeene, loud, frivolous, and pert ; 
Proud without fpirit, vain without defeit ; 
Alfecting pafllons vice has long fubdu'dj 
Defp'ratelv giy, and impotently lewd j 

And, 



&2$ 

And, as thy weak companions round thee fit, 
For eminence in folly deem'd a wit. 



Dr„ Wynter to Dr. Cheyney, on Ins Books in favour 
cf a Vegetable Diet. 

Tei.l me from whom, fat- headed Scot, 
Thou didft thy fyftem learn \ 
From Hippocrate thou hadll it not, 

Nor Celfus, nor Pitcairn. 
Suppofe we own that milk is good, 

And fay the fame of grafs ; 
The one for babes is only food, 

The other for an afs. 
Doclor ! one new prefcription try : 

(A friend's advice forgive) 
Eat grafs, reduce thy ft if, and die 5 
Thy patients then may live. , 
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To a bad Tidier. 

Old Orpheus play'd fo well, he mov'd Old 
Nick, • [ftick. 
Whilft thou mov'fl nothing—but thy fiddle- 



Dr. Cheyney to Dr. Wyntzr. 

My fyftem, doclor, is my own, 
No tutor I pretend ; 
My blunders hurt myfelf alone, 
But yours your deareft friend. 
Were you to milk and ftraw confin'd, 

Thrice happy might you be ; 
Perhaps you might regain your mind, 

And from your wit get free. 
I can't your kind prefcription try; 

But heartily forgive ; 
"Tis natural you mould bid me die, 
That you yourfelf may live. 

On King Williavis Exploit; during two Campaigns 
in Flanders. 

The author fure mult take great pains, 
Who fairly writes his ftory, 
In which of thefe two laft campaigns 

He gained the greateft glory : 
For, while that he march 'd on to fight, 

Like hero, nothing fearing ; 
Namur was taken in his fight, 
And Mons within his hearing. 



On Sir John Vanbrugfrs Device of a Lion and a 
Lock, at Blenheim. 
ad Marlborough's troops in Gaul no better 

fought, 

Than Van, to grace his fame, in marble wrought^ 
No more in arms than he in emblems ikill'd, 
The cock had drove the lion from the field. 



A Smart Rapartee. Swift. 

Cries Sylvia to a reverend Dean, 
What reafon can be giv'n, 
Since marriage is a holy thing, 

That there are none in heav'n ? 
There are no women, he replied. 

She quick returns the jell — , 
Women there are, but I 'm afraid 
They cannot find a priell. 



H 



On the Bridge at Blenheim. Dr. EvanS. 
Hie lofty arch his high ambition mows, 
The ltream an emblem of his bounty flows. 



To a Lady. A. Hill. 
If fix'd on yours my eyes in prav'r you fee, 

You muft not call my zeal idolatry ! 
For fince olir Maker's throne is plac'dfo high, 
That only in his works the God we fpy, [view, 
And what's moll bright moft gives him to our 
I look moll near him when 1 Took on you. 



The Antidote. 



WHEN Lefbia rlrft I fiuv, fo heavenly fur, 
V " With eyes fo bright, and with that awful air; 
I thought my heart, which durlt fo higliafpirej 
As bold as his who fnatch'd csleftial fire; 
But, loon as e'er the beauteous ideot J poke, 
-Forth from her coral lips fuch folly broke; 
Like balm the tickling n on fen feheal'dmy wound, 
Andwhathereyesenthrall'djhertongueunbound. 



On Glo ver" s Leonidas being compared to Virgil. 
Tj ou a L to Virgil ! — it may, perhaps s 
But then, by Jove, 'tis Dr. Trapp's. 

On a bad Tranjlation. 
TTis work now done, he'll publifhit no doubt; 
** For fure I am that murder will come out. 



' The Female Prattler. 
rpROM morn to night, from day to day, 
*• At all times, and in ev'ry place, 
You fcold, repeat, and (ing, and fay, 

Nor are there hopes you'll ever ceafe. 
Forbear, my Fannia ; O, forbear, 

If your own health or ours you prize j 
For all mankind that hear you, (wear 

Your tongue *s more killing than yoiif eyes. 
Your tongue 's a, traitor to your fate, 

Your fame 's by your own noife obfcur'dj 
Ail are diitracled while they gaze, 

But, if they liften, they are cur'd. 
Your filence would acquire more praife 

Than all you fay, or all you write*: 
One look ten thouiand charms difplaysj 

Then hum ! and be an angel quite. 



The Avaro. 



*p 11 us to the mailer of a houfe> 

Which, like a ch urch, would ftarve a moufe; 
Which never gueft had entertain'd, 
Nor meat nor wine its floors had ftein'd, 
I laid— Well, Sir, 'tis vaftly neat ; 
But where d' you drink, and where d' you eat ? 
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If one may judge by rooms fo fine, 
It colts you more in mops than wine, 

Effeclual Malice. 

OF all the pens which my poor rhymes molcft, 
Cotin's the lharpeft, and fucceeds the belt ; 
Others outrageous lcold,and rail downright 
With ferious rancour, and true Chriftian fpite; 
Put he, more lly, purfues his fell delign — 
Writes fcoundrel verfes, and then lays they 're 
mine. 



On a Regiment fent to Oxford, and a Prefent of 
Books to Cambridge, by King George I. 1715. 

By Dr. Trapp. 

rp he king obferving, with judicious eyes, 

* The ftate of both his univerfities, 
To one he fent a regiment ; for why ? 
That learn&d body wanted loyalty. 

To th' other he fent books, as well decerning 
How much that loyal body wanted learning. 

Anfwered by Sir William Browne. 
The king to Oxford fent his troop of horfe, 
For Tories own no argument but force ; 
With equal care to Cambridge books he fent, 
For Whigs allow no force but argument. 

The Friendly Conteft. 
TTCTHile Cam and His their lad tribute bring 

* * Of rival grief, to weep their pious king, 
The bards of Ills half had been forgot, 

Had not the fons of Cam in pity, wrote; [curfe, 
From their learn'd brothers they took off the 
Andprov'd their verfe not bad — by writing \vorfe. 

Againfl L'fe. From the Greek of Fofidippus. 
\JU hat tranquil road, unvex'd by fcrife, 

" Can mortals choofe thro" human life ? 
Attend the courts attend the bar — 
There difcord reigns, and endlefs jar : 
At home the weary wretches find 
Severe difquietude of mind: 
To till the fields gives toil and pain j 
Sternal terrors fweep the main : 
If rich, we fear to lole our ltore ; 
Need and diltrefs await the poor : 
Sad cares the bands of Hymen ^ivt; 
Frjendlefs, forlorn, th' unmarried live, 
Are children born ? we anxious groan j 
Childlefs, our lack of heirs we moan 5 
Wild g\ddy fchemes our youth engage j 
. Weaknefs and wants deprefs old age. 
Would fate then with my wifh comply, 
I 'd never live, or quickly die. 



For Life. From the Greek of Metroderus. 
[an kind may rove, unvexM by ft rife, 
■ Thro' ev'ry road of human life. 
Fair wiidom regulates the bar, 
And peace concludes the wordy war: 
At home aufpicjous mortals find 
Serene tranquillity of mind : 



All-beauteous nature decks the plain ; 
And merchants plough for gold the main ; 
Refpecl arifes from our ltore 5 
Security from being poor : 
More joys the bands of Hymen give; 
Th 1 unmarried with more freedom live: 
If parents, our blefh lot we own ; 
Childlefs, we have no caufe to moan t 
Firm vigour crowns our youthful ftage ; 
And venerable hairs old-age. 
Mince all is good, then who would cry, 
" I 'd never live, or quickly die ? J * 



rfhe Revenge of America. War.ton« 
\jn hen Cortez* furious legions flew 
O'er ravag'd fields of rich Peru, 
Struck with his bleeding people's woes, 
Old India's awful genius rofe: 
He fat on Andes 1 topmoft Itone, 
And heard a thou land nations groan 3 
For grief his feathery crown he lore, 
To lee huge Plato foam with gore ; 
He broke his arrows, ftamp'd the ground, 
To view his cities fmoaking round. 

What woes, he cried, hath lult of gold 
O'er my poor country widely rolPd ! 
Plunderers, -proceed ! my bowels tear, 
But ye mall meet deftru(5tion there. 
From the deep- vaulted mine fhall rife 
Th' infatiate fiend, pale Avarice ; 
Whole fteps fhall trembling Jutiice flj", 
Peace, Order, Law, and Amity ! 
I fee all Europe's children curft 
With lucre's univerfal third: 
The rage that fweeps my fons away 
My baneful gold lhall well repay. 

Mutual Pity. 
~pOM, ever jovial, ever gay, 
*■ To appetite a Have, 
Still whores and drinks his life away, 

And laughs to fee me grave. 
'Tis thus that we two difagree j. 

So diff'rent is our whim : 
The fellow fondly laughs at me, 
While I could cry for him. 

Univerfal Cottiplaifance, 
npH rough fervile flattery thou doft all com- 
mend — 

Who cares to pleafe whom no man can offend? 

Under the Statue of a Water Nymph, at Stonrhead, 
Somerfetfhire. From the Latin. Pope. 

Nymph of the grot, thefefacred fprings I keep, 
And to the murmur of thefe waters fleep : 
Ah, fpare my numbers ! gently tread the cave, 
Or drink in filence, or in (ilence lave. 



tranf- 



On his own Grotto. Pope. 

Thou who (halt (lop where Thames' 
lucent wave 
Shines a broad mirror thro' the lhadowy cave; 

Where 
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Where ling'ring drops from mi n'ral roofs diftil, 
And pointed cryftals break the fparkling rill j 
Uimoliftfd gems no ray on pride beftow, 
Ana latent metals innocently glow : 
Approach ! great Nature ltudioufly behold ! 
And eye the mine without a wiih for gold. 
Approach, but awful ! — to th' Egerian grot, 
Where, nobly penfiye, St. John fat and thought; 
Where Britilh fighs from dying Wyndham dole, 
And the bright flame was mot thro' March- 
mop t's foul. 
Let fuch, fuch only, tread this {acred floor, 
Who da*e to love their country, and be poor- 

A prudent Choice. 
Lovelefs married Lady Jenny, 
* Whofe beauty was the ready penny ; 
I chofe her, fays he, like old plate, 
Not for the falhion, but the weight. 



On a great Houfe adorned with Statues, 
{ f walls are thick, the fervants thin ; 
The gods without, the dev'l within. 



On a hajly Marriage. 
'arriEd! 'tis well ! a mighty bleffing! ' 
But poor 's the joy, no coin poflefling. 
In ancient times, when folk did wed, 
'Twas to be one at " board and bed." 
But hare] 's his cafe, who can 't afford . 
His charmer either bed or board. 



The Incurious. 
npHREE years in London 'Bobadil had been, 
* Yet not the lions nor the tombs had feen \ 
I cannot tell the caufe without a fmile — 
The rogue had been in Newgate all the while. 



H 



To a Spendthrift difmberited. 
is whole eftate thy father, by his will, 
Gave to the poor— Thou halt good title ftill 



On a pale Lady. 
TfC7HENCE comes it that, in Clara's face, 

The lily only has a place ? 
Is it, that the abfent rofe 
Is gone to paint her hufband's nofe ? 

The Muf.cal Contefl. Swift. 
COME fay that Signior Bononcini, 
r Compar'd to^Handel, 's a mere ninny : 
Others aver that to him Handel - 
Is fcarcely fit to hold a candle. 
Strange ' that fuch difference mould be 
'Twixt Tweedledum and Tweedledee ! 



The Happy Phyfiognomy'. 
you aflc why * Roome diverts you with his 
jckes, 

y et, if he prints, is dull as other folks ? 
You wonder at it !— This, Sir, is the cafe: 
Thejeftisloft— unlefs he prints his face. 



On feeing a Mifer at a Concert in Spring-Gardens. 
\yf usic has charms to footh a favage breaft, 

To calm thetyrant, and relieve th' oppreft: 
But Vauxhall concert's more attractive pow'r 
Unlocked Sir Richard's pocket at threefcore; 
O ftrange effect, of mufic's matchlefs force, 

T* extracT: two (hillings from a mifer's purfe! 
i 

On certain Pafl orals. 
CO rude and tunelefs are thy lays, ' 
^ The weary audience vow, 
'Tis not th' Arcadian fwain that fings, 
But 'tis his herds that low. 



On a Gentleman ivho expended his Fortune in. 
Horfe- Racing. 

John ran fo long, and ran lb faft, 
No wonder he ran out at laft ; 
He ran in debt ; and then, to pay, 
He diflanc'd all — and ran away. 

On a Collar of a Dog prefented by Mr. Pope t% 

the Prince oj Wales. 



Jam his Highnefs's dog at Kew ; 
* Pray tell me, Sir, whofe dog are j 



you ? 



Prom the Greek. 
blooming youth lies buried here: 
L Euphemius, to his country dear: 
Nature adorn'd his mind and face | 
With ev'ry mufe and ev'ry grace : 
Prepar'd the marriage flate to prove, 
But Death had quicker wings than Love. 

On Sophocles.' 
Wind, gentle evergreen, to forma fhade 

Around the tomb where Sophocles is laid; 
Sweet ivy, wind thy boughs, and intertwine 
With blufliing roles and the clult'ring vine : 
Thus will thy Tailing leaves, with beauties hung, 
Prove grateful emblems of the lays he lung: 
Whofe foul, exalted like a god of wit, 
Among the mufes and the graces writ. 

On the Countefs Do wager oj Pembroke. 

Ben Jonson, 

rj nderneath this fable hearfe 
^ Lies the fubjeel of all verfe, 
Sydney's lifter, Pembroke's mother: 
Death, ere thou haft flain another, 
Fair, and wife, and good as flic, 
Time ihall throw his dart at thee. 



By Ben Jonson. 
nderneath this ftone cloth lie 
As much virtue as could die; 
Which, when alive, did vigour give * 
To as much beauty as could live : 
If lhe had a tingle fault, 
Leave it buried in this vault. 

Intended for Dryden. Pope. 
■r his Sheffield rais'd. The facred duft below 
Was Dryden once : the reft who does not 

know ? 



* Author of a paper called Pafquin, refleaing on Mr. Pof>e, & c . 
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OnMr.Roive. Pope. 

Thy reliques, Rowe! to this fad fhrine we truft, 
And near thy Shakfpeare place thy honour'd 
buft, 

P ! next him, (kill'd to draw the tender tear, 
For never heart felt paflion more fincere 5 
To nobler ientiments to fire the brave, 
For never Briton more difdain'd a flaye. 
Peace to thy gentle made, and endlefs reft ; 
BleiVd in thy genius, in thy love too blefs'd ! 
And blefs'd, that, timely from our fceneremov'd, 
Thy fcfiil enjoys the liberty it lov'd. 



On Mr. Tent on. POPE. 
H^his modelt ftone, what few vain marbles can, 
■f Mny truly fay, " Here lies an honelt man 
A poet, blefs'd beyond the poet's fate, [great. 
Whom Heaven kept facred from the proud and 
Foe to loud praife, and friend to learned eafe, 
Content with fcience in the vale of peace, 
Calmly he look'd on either life, and here 
Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear; 
From nature's temp Yate feaft rofe fatsfied, [died. 
Thank'd Heaven that he had liv'd, and that he 
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On Mr. Gay. Pope, 
f manners gentle, of affections mild; 
In wit a man, fimplicitya child ; 
With native humour tempering virtuous rage, 
Form'd to delight at once and lam the age : 
Above temptation in a low eftate, 
And uncorruptedev'n among the great : 
A fafe companion, and an eaf/friend, 
Unblam'd thro' life, lamented in his end. 
TThefe are thy honours ! not that here thy buft 
Is mix'd with heroes, or with kings thy dull 5 
But that the worthy and the good mall fay, 
Striking their penfive bofoms — Here lies Gay. 



H 



Inscription on an Urn at Lord Cor Jf s to the 

Memory of the Dog Heflor. 
otrancer, behold the mighty He&or's tomb! 

See ! to what end both dogs ancl heroes come. 
Thele are the honours by nis mafter paid 
To Hector's manes and lamented (hade: 
Nor words nor honours can enough commend 
The fecial dog— nay more the faithful friend ! 
From nature all his principles he drew ; 
By nature faithful, vigilant, and true [prefs*d ; 
His looks and voice his inward thoughts ex- 
He growl'd in anger, and in love carefs'd. 
No human falfehood lurk'd beneath his heart; 
Brave without boafting, gen' rous without art. 
When Hector's virtues man, proud man,difplays, 
Truth Hull adorn his tomb with Hector's praife. 



On Tom D y Urfey. 
ere lies the Lyric, who with tale and fong, 
Did life to threefcore years and ten prolong: 
His tale was pleafant, and his fong was fweet ; 
His heart was cheerful — but his thirft was great. 
Grieve, reader ! grieve, that he, too foon grown 
His fong has ended, and his tale has told, [old, 



7i Aaron Hill, Efy. S. Richardsoi*. 
TT7 hen noble 'thoughts with language pure 
vv unite, 

To give to kindred excellence its right, 
Tho' unincumber'd with the clogs of rhyme, 
Wbcretinklingfoundsforwantof meaningchime, 
Which like the reck inShannon's midway courfe, 
Divide the fenfe, and interrupt its force $ 
Well may we judge lb ftrongand clear a rill 
Flows higher from the mules' facred Hill. 



Prior, on himfelf. 

To me 'tis given to die, to thee 'tis given j 

To live j alas ! one moment fets us even ; I 

Mark how impartial is the will of Heaven ! ) 



On a Pc.r'ijh Clerk. 
TT ere lies, within his tomb, fo calm, 
** Old Giles ; pray found his knell; 
Who thought no fong was like a pfalm, 
No mufic like a bell. 
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On an Old Woman -Mho fold Tots at Chefler. 
eneath this itone lies Cath'rine Gray, 
ChangM to a lifelefs lump of clay ; 
By earth and clay ttie got her pelf, 
Yet now (he 's turn'd to earth herfelf. 
Ye weeping friends, let me advife, 
Abate your grief, and dry your eyes; 
For what avails a flood of tears ; 
Who knows but in a run of years, 
In fome tall pitcher, or broad pan, 
She in her ill op may be again ? 



To the Pye-houfe Memory of Nell Batehehur, the 
Oxford Fie-woman. 
TT ere, into the duft 

The mouldering cruft 
Of Eleanor Batchelor 's ihoven; 
Well vers'd in the arts 
Of pies, cuftards, and tarts, 
And the lucrative Ikill of the oven. 

When me 'd liv'd long enough, 

She made her laft putt— 
A puff by her hufband much prais'd : 

Now here me doth lie, 

And makes a dirt-pie, 
In hopes that her cruft fhall be raised. 



On Sir John Vanbrugh, the Poet and Arcbitecl. 
By Dr. Evans. 

Lie heavy on him earth ! for he 
Laid many a heavy load on tliee. 

PoJIhumous Fame. 

A monster, in a courfe of vice groxvn old ; 
Leaves to his gaping heir his ill-gain'd gold, 
Now breathes his buft, now are his virtues (hone, 
Their date commencing with thefculplur'dftbne 



&3 a 

If on his fpecious marble we rely, 
Pity a worth like his fhould ever die ! 
If* credit to his real life we give, 
Pity a wretch like him mould ever live 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Book IV. 

From Cowley, 
ttere lies the great — Falfe marble, tell me 

where i 

Nothing but poor and fordid duft lies here. 



On the Hon. Simon Hareourt. Pope. 
*~po this fad (hrine, whoe'er thou art, draw near : 
A Here lies the friend moft lov'd, the ion 
mod dear; [vide, 
Who ne'er knew joy, butfriendfliip mi^ht di- 
Or gave his father grief — but when he died. 

How vain is realbn, eloquence how weak ! 
If Pope mult tell what Hareourt cannot fpeak : 
Yet let thy once-lov'd friend inferibe thy (tone, 
i\nd with a father's forrow mix his own ! 
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On General Withers. Pope. 
[ERE, Withers, reft ! thou braveft, gentleft 
mind, 

Thy" country's friend, but more of human kind! 
O born to arms! O worth in youth approved ! 
O foft humanity, in age belov'd ! 
For thee the hardy vet'ran drops a tear, 
And the gay courtier feels the ligh fincere. 

Withers adieu ! yet not with thee remove 
Thy martial fpirit;, orthy focial love ! 
Amidft corruption, luxury, and rage, 
Still leave fome ancient virtues to our age: 
Nor let us fay, thole Engliih glories gone, 
The lad true Briton lies beneath this ltone. 



On Mr. Craggs. Pope. 
CT ate s man, yet friend to truth ! of foul fin- 
^ cere, 

In aclion faithful, and in honour cle. r ! 
Who broke no promife, ferv'd no private end ; 
Who gain'd no title, and who loft no friend ! 
Ennobled by himfelf, by all approved, [lov'd. 
Prais'd, wept, and honour'd — by the mule he 



On Sir Ifaac Newton. 

Approach, ye wife of foul, with awe di- 
vine, 

'Tis Newton's name thatconfecrates this (hrine! 
That fun of knowledge, whole meridian ray 
Kindled the gloom of nature into day ! ' * 
That foul of Icience, that unbounded mind, 
That genius which ennobled human kind! 
Confels'd lhpreme of men, his country's pride; 
And half efteem'd an angel — till he died : 
Who in the eye of Heaven like Enoch ftood, 
And thro the paths of knowledge walk'd with 
God: 

Whofe fame extends, a fea without a more ! 
Who but for look one world to know the laws 
of more. 
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On the fame. 'Pop p. 
aTuhe, and nature's laws lay hid in night, 
God laid, H Let Newton be P and all was 
light. 



On a young Lady. Mallet. 
H^his humble grave tho' no proud itrufhirc 
* grace r 

Yet tru^h and goodnefs fanclify the place: 
Yet blamelefs virtue, that adorn'd thy bloom, 
Lamented maid ! now weeps upon thy tomb : 
Efcap'd from death, O fafe on that calm Ihore, 
Where fin, 'and pain, and paflion are no more! 
What never wealth could buy, nor pow'r decree, 
Regard and pity, wait fincere on thee f 
Lo ! foft remembrance drops a pious tear, 
And holy friendlhip fits a mourner here. 



On Mr. Aikman and his Son. Mallet. 
■pvEAR. to the wife and good, beneath this ftone 
Here dee]) in peace'the rather and the fon! 
By virtue, as by nature, clofe allied, 
The painter's genius, but without the pride: 
Worth unambitious, wit afraid to mine, 
Honour's clear light, and friendlhip's warmth 
divine. 

The fon, fair-rifing, knew too fhort a date 
But U ! how more fevere the parent's fate ! 
He faw him torn untimely from his fide, 
Felt all a father's anguilh, wept, and died. 
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On a young Lady. 
ere innocence and beauty lie, whofe breath 
Was fnatch'd by early, not untimely death. 
Hence did (he go jult as Ihe did begin 
Sorrow to know, before (he knew to fin. 
Death, that does fin and forrow thus prevent* 
Is the next blellmj to a life well fpent. 



Cn an Infant. 



npo the dark and filent tomb 
* Soon I hafted, from the womb ; 
Scarce the dawn of life began 
Ere I meafur'd out my fpan. 

I no fmiling pleafures knew; 
T no gay delights could view \ 
Joylcfs fojourner was I, 
Only born to weep and die. 

Happy infant, early bleft! 
Reft, in peaceful llumberreft; 
Early re feu 'd from the cares 
Which increafe with growing years. 

No delights are worth thy ftay, 
Smiling as they feem, and gay j 
Short and fickiy are they all, 
Hardly tafted ere they pall. 

All our gaiety is vain, 
All our laughter is but pain : 
Lafting only and divine, 
Is an innocence like thine. 



Another, 
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Another 



"Deneath a flceping infant lic3 j * 

To earth her body 's lent : 
More glorious ihe 'il hereafter rife, 
Tho 1 not more innocent. 1 

When the archangel's trump (hall blow, 

And fouls to bodies join, 
-Millions will wifh their lives below 

Had been as fhort as thine. 



On Tikio Twin-Sifters. 
Tj^ATR marble, tell to future days, 
That here two virgin-fillers lie, 
Whofe life employ Vi each tongue in praife j 
Whofe death gave .tears toev'ry eye. 

In ftature, beauty, years, and fame, 
Together as they grew, they (hone j 

So much alike, fo much the fame, 
That death miftook them both for one. 



To, the Memory of Mrs. Catharine Sbuckburgb, nabo 
died at Bath, March 21, 1764. '' 

Remov'd from all the pains and cares of 
life, s 

Here refts the pleafmg friend and faithful wife : 
Ennobled by the virtues of her mind : 
Ccmftant to goodnefs, and in death rejign'd : 
Who plac'd true practice in a wife retreat, 
Privately pious j and unknown, tho' great j 
Sure, in the filent fabbath of the grave, 
To tafte that tranquil peace fhe always gave. 

O early-loft, in virtue's faireft prime! 
Thy pieties fupplied life's want of time. 
No death is fudden to a foul prepar'd— 
When God's own hour brings always God's 
reward: 

Thy death (and fuch, O reader, wifh thy own ! ) 
Was free from terrors, and without a groan : 
Thy fpirit to himfelf th* Almighty drew, 
Mild as his fun exhales tlf afcending dew. 



Epitaph on Mrs. Ma/on, in the Cathedral at Erijlol. 

Mason. 

AKE,holy earth ! all that my.foul holds deaY ; 
Take that belt gift, which Heaven fo lately 
gave-. 

To Briftol's fount I bore, with trembling care, 
Her faded form. She bow'd to tafte the wave— 
And died. Docs youth, does beauty read the 

) Docs fympathetic fear tluir breafts alarm ? [liner 
Speak,. dead Maria! breathe a ftrain divine $ 
Ev'n from the grave thou malt have power to 

jj . charm. * A ' • , 
Bid them be chafte, be innocent, like thee : 
Bid them in duty's fphere as meekly move: 
And, fo fair, from vanity as free, 
As firm in friendlhip, and as fond in love; 
Tell them, tho' 'tis an awful thing to die, 
("fwasey'n to thee) vet,the dread path once trod, 
Heaven lifts its everlafting portals high, 
And bids " the pure in heart behold their God." 



Epitaph on Mifs Drummond, in the Church of 

Brodfwortb, Yorkjhire. Mason. 
IJ ere ileeps what once was beauty, once was 

grace ; 

Grace, that with tenderrrefs and fenfe combin'd 
To form that harmony of foul and face, 
Where beauty mines the mirror of the mind. 
Such was the maid, that in the morn of youth, 
In virgin innocence, in nature's pride, 
Kleft with each art that owes its charms to truth, 
Sunk in her father's fond embrace, and died. 
He weeps : O venerate the holy tear ! 
Faitlvlends her aid to eafe arflicYiorVs load ; 
The parent mourns his child upon the bier, 
The chriftian yields an angel to his God. 

Epitaph on Mrs, Claj'ke. Gray* 

Lo ! where this filent marble weeps, 
A friend, a wife, a mother, deeps i 
A heart, within whofe facred cell 
The peaceful virtues lov'd to dwell. 
Affection warm, and faith fmcere, 
And foft humanity were there. 
In afrony, in death refign'd, 
She felt the wound ihe left behind. 

Her infant image, here below, 

Sits mailing on a father's woe : 

Whom what awaits, while yet heftrays 

Along the lonely vale of days ? 

A pang to lecret forrow dear; 

A ligh, an unavailing tear, 

Till time (hall ev'ry grief remove, 

With life, with memory, and with love. 
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On General Wolfe : in the Church of Wefteram> m 
Kent — where he was born, i7 2 7* 
hjle George in forrow bows his- laureU'd 
head, 

And bids the arti ft grace the foldier dead— 
We raife no fculptur'd trophy to thy name, 
Brave youth ! the faireftin the lifts of fame. 
Proud of thy birth, we boait the aufpicious 
year; 

Struck with' thy fall, we fhed the gen'ral tear j 
With humble grief inferibe one artlefs ftone— 
And from thy matchlefs honour date our own. 

The Prayer of a wife Heathen, 
re at Jove, this one petition grant ; 
(Thou knoweft beft what mortals want;) 
Alk'd or unaik'd, what 's good fupply i 
What 's evil— to our pray 'is deny I 



To the IU$ht Hon. Lady Ch 

When lovely Portia glitters at the play, 
Or, in her birth-night robes, outflunes the 

day * / s , . 

From crowds diftinguimM by 'her grace and air, 
Portia the faireft leems, where all are lair : , 
A kindling paflion ev'ry breaft alarms, 
Each tongue proclaims the triumph of her charms. 
3 H But > 
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But, when, retired amidft their rural bow'r s 
SV cheers th' illuftrious patriot's calmer hours j 
Or, fmiling, fits her infant tribe among, 
And guides to virtue's paths the iift'ning throng: 
Eehord, amidft thefe ple^fing cares of life, 
The tender mother, and th 1 engaging wife I . 
More juft applaufe thefe humbler virtues lhare, 
And Portia ihines— as good as (he is fair. 



An Incident in High Life. 

THE Bucks had din'd, and deep in council fat ; 
Their wine was brilliant— but their wit grew 
flat : 

Up ftarts his lordfhip, to the window flies, 
And lo ! "A race ! a race »*■ in rapture cries : 
V Where ?" cjuoth Sir John; 4k Why, fee! two 

" drops of rain 
4 Si art from the Summit of the cryftal pane : 
' Athoufand pounds ! which drop withnimbleli 

" force * 

" Pcrfol•msitscurrentdownthe^ipperycour^e! ,, 
Tlie bets were fix'd 5 the dire iuipenle they 
wait 

For victory, pendant on the nod of fate. 
Now down the falh, unconiicious of the prize, 
1 he hubbies roll — like pearls fromChloe's eyes. 

But ah ! the glittering joys of life are ftiort ! — 
How oft two joltling ftceds havefpoil'd thelport! 
Lo ! thus attraction, by coercive laws, 
Th' approaching drops into one bubble draws. 

Each curs'd his fate, that thus their project 
crofs'd ; 

How hard their lot, who neither won nor loft ! 



XTRACTS, Book IV. 

Quoth Kneller, " I '11 certainly ftop up that doo r> 
" If ever I find it unlock'd any more*" 
" Your threats, 1 ' replies Radclifte, " difturb not 
" my eafe; 

' : And fo you don't paint it, e"en do what you 

pieafe." 

"You Ve fmart," rejoins Kneller j " but, fay 

u what you will; 
« I Ml take any tiling from you — but potion or 

" pin." 

'The Empty Gun. 
\ s Dick and Tom in fierce difpute engage, 

And, face to face, the noify conteit wage; 
" Don't cock your chin *at me." Dick imartly 
cries. [replies. 
« Fear not — his head V not charged" a friend 

To EJq. Antiquary and F, R. S. 

pivEme the thing that's pretty, odd, and new : 
^ All ugly, old, odd things— I leave to you. 

On erecling a Monurnent to Shahfpeare, under the 

Direction of Mr. Pope, Lord Burlington, &c, 
nno mark her Shakfpeare's worth, and Britain's 
* love, 

Let Pope defign, and Burlington approve : 
Superfluous care ! When diftant times fhall view 
This tomb grown old — his works lhall ftill be new. 



Asa weft-country mayor, with formal addrefs, 
Was makinghisfpeech to the haughty Queen 
Befs: * 

" The Spaniard/* quoth he, " with inveterate | 
u fpleen 

" Has prefum'd to attack you, a poor virgin - 
"queen; 

" But your majefty's courage has made it appear, 
u That the don had ta'en the wrong fo<u> by the 
u ear/* 
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A* Court Audience,, 
tt) South, a witty clrurchman reckoned, 
Was preaching once to Charles the Second, 
But much too ferious for a court, 
Who at all preaching made a fport: 
He fbon perceiv'd his audience nod, 
l)eaf to the zealous man of God. 
The doclor ftoppM ; began to call* 
** Pray 'wake the Earl of Lauderdale i 
<: My lord ! why, 'tis a monftrous thing ! 
•* Vou ihore lb loud you '11 wake the kimx." 



Oh a Difftite between Dr. Raddiffe and Sir God- 
frey Kneller, 

QiRGorifrey and Radclifte had one common way 
w Intooiv. common garden— and each had 3 key. 



On Mr. Najh's ?i8ure at full Length, between the 
Bufs oj Sir lfaac Newton ami Mr. Fope, at Bath* 

Chesterfield. 

'T 1 h E old Egyptians hid their wit 
* In hieroglyphic drefs, 
To give men pains in fearch of it, 

And pleale themfelves with gutfs. 
Moderns, to hit the ielf-fame path, 

And txercife their parts, 
| Place figures in a room at Bath: 
Forgive them, God of Arts ! 
Newton, if I can judge aright, 

All Wifdom does exprefs ; 
His knowledge gives mankind delight. 

Adds to their happineis. 
Pope is the emblem of true Wit, 

The funftiine of the mind ; 
Read o'er his works in fearch of it, 

You Ml endlefs pleafure find. 
Naih reprefents man in the mafs, 
Made up of wrong and right $ 
Sometimes a king, fometimes an afs : 

Now blunt, and now polite. 
The pitture plac'd the bufts between, 

Adds to the thought much ftrewgth ; 
Wiidom and Wit are little feen, 
But folly \ at full length. 

The following L ines were hande d up to a btautJ/ul 
young Lady who was attending the Trial of Cri- 
minals at the Affixes in Surry. 



T7[thilst petty oftences and felonies fmart, 
v * Isthere nojuriidiftionfon*?aiirig one's hca 



> heart? 
Vou, 
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You, fair one, will fmile, and cry, " Laws, I 
« defy you [you, 
AfTur'd that no peers can be fummonM to try 
But think not that paltry defence will lecure ye j 
For the mules and graces will juft make a jury. 



He DropJIcal Man. Taylor, 
a jolly, brave toper, who could not forbear, 
Though lfis life was in danger, old port 
and ltale beer, 
Gave the doctors the hearing — but ftill would j 
drink on, 

Till the dropiy had TwelPd him as big as a tun ; 
The more he took phyfic the worfe ftill he grew, 
And tapping was now the Lift thing he could do. 
Affairs at this crilis, and doctors come down, 
He began to conlider — ib lent for his fon. 
Tom, lee by what courfes I \e (horten'dmy life, 
I am leaving the world ere I v m forty and live ; 
More thanprobable 'tis,thatin twenty-four hours 
This m inor, this houfe, an deflate will be yours ; 
My early excelfes may teach you this truth/* 
That 'tis working for death to drink hard in 

one's youth. 
Says Tom (who 's a lad of a generous fpirit, 
And not like young rakes, who 're in halte to 

inherit) 

Sir, don't be difhearten'd ; altho* it be true, 
Th' operation is painful, and hazardous too, / 
*Tis no more than what many a man has gone i 

through. 3 
And then, as for years, you may yet be call'd 

young, 

Your life after this may be happy and long. 
Don't flatter me, Tom, was the father's reply, 
With a jelt in his mouth, and a tear in his eye : 
Too well by experience, my ve(Tels,thouknow'ft,| 
Ko fooner are tapp'd, but they give up the gholt. I 
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Book i. Ep. 14. 
Tim* en Arria from her wounded fid© 

* * To Paetus gave the reeking rteel, 
I feel not what I *ve done, ihe cried j 

' What Partus is to do—I fee). 

Book iii. Ep. 43. 
"pEFORE a fwan, behind a crow, 
** Such felf-deceit ne'er did I know. 
Ah ! ceafeyour arts — death knows you 're gray, 
And fpite of all will keep his day. 

Book iv. Ep. 78. 
\T7ith lace bedizen'd comes the man, 

* * And I mud dine with lady Anne. 
A filver fervice loads the board, 
Of eatables a (lender hoard. 
14 Your pride, and not your victuals, fparej 
u I came to dine, and not to Hare." 

Book vii. Ep. 75. 
ttthen dukes in town a(k thee to dine, 
W To rule their roaft, and fmack their wine; 
Or take thee to their country-feat, 
To mark their dogs, and blefs their meat} 
dieam not on preferment foon, 



EPIGRAMS fnm MARTIAL. 

7b James Harris, Efq. 

Martial, Book iv. Ep, 87. 
tttouldst thou, by Attic tafte approv'd, 

By all be read, by all be lov'd, 
To learned Harris' curious eye, 
By me advis'd, dear Mufe, apply : 
In him the perfect judge you '11 find, 
In l.irn the candid friend, and kind. 
If he repeats, if he approves, 
If he the laughing mufcles moves, 
Thou nor the critic's Tneer (halt mind, 
Nor be to pies or trunks confign'd. 
If he condemns, away you fly, } 
And mount in paper-kites the fky, 
Or dead 'monglt Grub-ftreet's records lie. ) 

Book i. Ep. ix. 

Curmudgeon the rich widow courts, 
Nor lovely foe, nor made for fports j 
*Tis to Curmudgeon charm enough, 
That ihe has got a church-yard tough. 
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Thou'rt not their friend, but their butfoon. 

Book viii. Ep. 35. 

Alike in temper and in life, 
A drunken hufband, fottiih wife, 
She a fcold, a bully he — 
The devil 's in 't they don't agree. 

Book xii. Ep. 23. 

Your teeth from Hemmet, and your hair from 
Bolney— * - 
Was not an eye to be alfo had for money ? 

Book xii. Ep. 30. 
ed is a fober fellow, they pretend — 
Such would I have my coachman, not my 
friend. 

Book xii. Ep. 103. 
You fell your wife 's rich jewels, lace, and 
* clothes ; 

The price ence paid, away the purchafe goes: 
But fhe a better bargain craves, I 'm told ; 
Still fold returns, and Hill is to be fold. 

Book i. Ep. 4°« 

Is there, V enroll amongft the friendly few, 
Whofe names pure faith and ancient fame 
renew ? * 
Is there, enrich'd with virtue's honeft ft ore, 
Deep vers'd in Latian and Athenian lore ? 
Is there, who right maintains, and truth purfues, 
Nor knows a wifli that Heaven c m refufc ? 
Is there, who can on his great felf depend ? 
Now let me die, but Harris is this friend. 

Book ii. Ep. So. 
hen Fannius mould have Tcap'd his foe, 
His own hands ftopp'd his breath : 
And was 't not madnefs, I would know, 
By dying to 'icape death? 

3 H 2 W 
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The fame. 

TTiMSELF he flew, when he the foe wcluM fly \ 
Wha t mad nefs this-^for fear of death to d ie ! 

Book v. Ep. 78. 
TTarus did lately me to fupper call; 
v The furniture was large, the feail but fmatl, 
The tables fpread with plnte, not meat ; they put 
Much to accoft the eye, nought for the gut : 
We came to feaft our bellies, not our eyes ; 
Pray take away your gold ; give us fome pies. 

Book i. Fp. 16. 

Thou, whom (if faith or honour recommends 
A friend) I rankamongft my deareft friends, 
Remember you are now almoft thrcefcore \ 
Few days of life remain, if any more : 
Defer not what no future time infures, 
And only what is pad, efteem that yours. 
Succefiive cares and troubles for you ftay ; 
Pleufure not fo; it nimbly fleets away; 
Then feize it faft: embrace it ere it flies ; 
In the embrace it'vanifhes and dies. 
" I *U live to-morrow," will a wife man fay ? 
To morrow is too late — then live to-day. 

Trent Martial, literally tranjlated. 
A Landlord of Bath put upon mc a queer hum : 
" IafiVd him for punch, and the dog gave me 
mere rum *". 
\ Book ii. Ep. 41. 

Vts; I fubmit, my lord \ you 've gainM your 
* end: 

I *m now your Have — that would have been your 
friend. 

I 11 bow, I '11 cringe, be fupple as your glove- 
Re fpecl, adore you— ev'ry thing — but love. 

Book viii. Ep. 1$. 
[ al fays he's poor,in hopes you Ml fay he 'snot; 
But take his word tpr 't ; Hal *s not worth 
a groat. N 

Book i. Ep. tC. 
r iiEN from her breall chalte An ia fnatch'd the 
fword, 

And gave thedeathful weapon to her lord ; 
My wound, fhe. faid, believe me, does not fmarr, 
But thine, alone, my Paetus, pains my heart. 

Book ix. Ep. 82. 
Ti/f y works the reader and the hearer praife— 

They Ve incorrect, a brother poet fays : 
But let him rail ; for, when I give a feaft, 
Am I to pleafe the cook, or pleafe the gusft ? 

Book i. Ep. 34. 

Her father dead— alone no grief (he knows ; 
Th* obedient tear at ev'ry vifit flows, 
No mourner he, who mult by prnife be fee'd, 
Xut he, who mourns in fecret, mourns indeed! 

Book i. Ep. 30. 
r puE verfes, friend, which thou haft rend, are 
r , mine j 

But, as. thou reacTft them, they may pafs for thine. 



EXTRACTS, Book IV. 

Book ii. Ep. 3. 
you fay, you nothing owe; and fo I fay : 
. * He only owes,' who iomething has to pay. 

Book iU Ep- 5 s ; 
7 ou'REfinCjandridiculemy thread-bare gowiij 
■ Thread-bare indeed it is ; but 'tis ray own. 
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f DROPP'n a thing in verfe, without a name ; 
■ I felt no cenfure, and I gain'd no fame : 
The public faw the baftard in the cradle, 
But ne'er enquired : fo left it to the beadle. 
A certain nobleman takes up the child, 
The real father lay perdue, and muTd. 
The public now enlarges ev'ry grace, 
What ihining eyes it has ! how fair a face! 
Of parts what fymmetry ! what ftrength divine! 
The noble brat is fure of Pelops 1 line. 

The Miflake* Taylor* 
\ cannon-ball, one bloody day, 

Took a poor Jailor's leg away ; 
Ahfl,as on comrade's back he made o\V f 
A fecond fairly took his head off. 
The fellow, on this odd emergence, 
Carries him pick-back to the iurgeons. .yM 

2 d s i cries ihe dofror, are you dfrunk, 

To bring me here a headlefs trunk ? 
A lying dog! cries Jack— he faid 
His leg was oft', and not Ihis head. 

Jin Efitafh to the Memory of Lucy Lytteltbn. 

Made to engage all hearts, and charm all eyes; 
Tho' meek, magnanimous ; tho' witty, wife ; 
Polite, as all her life in courts had been 
Yet good, as (he the world had never feen; 
The noble fire of an exalted mind 
With gentle female tendernefs combined. 
Her fpeech was the melodious voice of Love; 
Her fongthe warbling of the vernal grove; 
Her eloquence was iweeter than her long, 
Soft as her heart, and as her reafon ftrong; 
Her form each beauty of her mind cxprefs'd; 
Her mind was virtue by the graces drefs'd. 



Epitrph on Mfs Stanley. Thomson, 
erii, Stanley ! reft, efcap'd this mortal ftrifc, 
Above the joys, beyond the woes of life, 
fierce pangs no more thy lively beauty llain, 
And ftemly try thee with a year of pain : 
Nomore fweet patience, feigning oft relief, 
Lights thy lick eye, to cheat a parent's grief: 
With tender art to fave her anxious groan, 
No more thy bofora prefles down its own is 
Now well-earn'd peaceis thine,and blifs lincere: 
Ours be the lenient, not unpleafmg tear ! 

O ! born to bloom, then fi nk beneath the ftorm, 
To <hew us Virtue in her faireft form ; 
To flicw us artlefs Reafon's moral reign; 
What boaftful Science arrogates in vainj 



* Merum is not tianfla'cd at all* 
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Th' obedient paftions, knowing each their part, 
Calm light the head, and Harmony the heart! 

Yes, we muft follow loon, will glad obey, 
When a few funs have rolPd their cares away; 
Tir'd with 'vain life, will dole the willing eyej 
1 Tis the .great birthright of mankind to die. 
BJe-t be the bark that wafts us to the more 
Where death-divided friends mall pnrt no more ! 
To join thee there, here with thy daft repofe, 
Is all the hope thy haplefs mother knows.- 

Jin lnfcripion - on the Tomb rat fed to the Memory 
of the Author s Father, and of others his Ancefiors, 
< - Lord Clare. 

T t N'MAR'rC'D by trophies of the great and vain, 

Here lleeps in filejit tomb a gentle train. 
No folly wafted their paternal (lore, 
No guilt, no fordid av'rice made it more ; 
With honeft fame, and fober plenty cyown^d, 
They liv'd, and fpread their cheering influence 
round. 

May he whofe hand this pious tribute pays, 
Receive a like return of filial praife! 

— «— can— — — ' > 

Ilov'd thee beautiful and kind, 
And plighted an eternal vow j 
So alter'd are thy face and mind, ' 
'Twere perjury to love thee now. 

* - . ■n.iQ' c^' iw m 

Since firft'you knew my am'rous fmart, 
Each day augments your proud difdain ; 
'Twas then enough to break my heart, 

And now, thank Heaven ! to break my chain, 
Ceafe, thou fcorner, ceafe to fhun me ! 

Now let love and hatred ceafe ! 
Half that rigour had undone me, 
All that rigour gives me peace. • 

M.y heart* ftill hovering round about you, 
I thought I could not live without you: 
Now we have liv'd three months afunder, 
How I hVd with you is the wonder. 



I lov'd one gen'rous, good, and kind, 
A form created in my mind ; 
And thought that fonn was you. 

On one *vko firft abufid, and then made Love to a 
Lady, 

pouL . with gracelefs verfe, 

T The noble - — dar'd afpehe: 

But when he faw her well belpatter'd, 

Her reputation ftainVl and tatter'd ; 

He gaz'd, andlovM, the hideous elf, 

She jook'd fo very like himfelf. 

True fung the bard well known to fame *, 

Self-love and focial are the lame. 



I 



Dialogue between an eld Incumbent and the Perfon 
promifedthe next frefentation. 
m glad to fee you well.-^O faithiefs breath ! 
What,glad to lee me well, and wiih my death ! 
No more, replies the youth, Sir, thismifgiving: 
I wifh not for your death, but for your living. 

Tho' cheerful, dilcreet, and with freedom well 
bred, 

She never refented an idle word'faid: 
Securely ihe fmiles on the forward and bold, 
They feel what they owe her, and feel it untold. 

I swore I lov'd, and you believ'd, 
Yet, trull me, we were both deceivM j 
Though all I i'wore' was true. 



To a Lady who dreiv the Pins from her Bonnet in 

a Thunder Storm, f 
OBase, Eliza, thy locks to defpoil, 
^ Nor remove the bright fteel from thy hair; 
For fruitlels and fond is the toil, 
Since Nature has made thee fo fair. 

While the rofe on thy cheek (hall remain, , 
And thine eye fo bewitchingly fhine, 

Thy endeavour muft ftill be in vain, 
For attracJion will always be thine. 

0 HE who in fecret yields her heart, 

P Again may claim it from her lover; 
But ihe who plays the trifler's part, 

Can ne'er her fquander -d fame recover. 
Then grant the boon for which I pray j 
'Ti . better lend than throw away»- 

TTT7E thought you without titles great, 

* * And wealthy with a fmall cltate j 
While by your humble felf alone 
You feem'd unrated and unknown. 
But now on fortune's fwelling tide 
High borne in all the pomp of pride, , 
Of grandeur vain, and fond of pelf, 1 
'Tis plain, my lord, you knew yourfelf. 

'■poM thought a wild profufion great, 

* And therefore fpent his whole cftate : 
Will thinks the wealthy areador'd, - 
And gleans what mifers blufh to hoard, 
Their paflions merit fate the fame, 
They thirlt and Itarve alike for fame. 

To Clarijja. 

Why like a tyrant wilt thou reign. 
When thou maylt rule the willing mind ? 
Can the poor pride' of giving pain 
Repay the joys thaf wait the kind ?^ 

1 curie my fond enduring heart, 

Which lcorn'd, prelumes not to be free, 
Condemn'd to teel a double fmart, 
To hate myfelf, and burn for thee. 

EVER bufy, ne'er employed : 
Ever loving, ne'er enjoy 'd ; 
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Ever doom'd to feek and mifs, 
And pay unblefs'd the price of blifs. 



Cn Shahfpearcs Monument at Stratford upon Avon 

Seward. 

Great Homer's birth feven rival cities claim, 
Too mighty fuch monopoly of fame. 
Yet not to birth alone did Homer owe 
His wondrous worth $ what Egypt could beftow, 
With all the fchools of Greece and Afia join'd, 
Enlarg'd trf immenfe expaniion of his mind. 
Nor yet unrival'd the Maeonian ftrain, 
The * Britilh Eagle and the Mantuan Swan 
TowVequal heights. But,happier Stratford,thou, 
With incontefted laurels deck thy brow : 
^Thy bard was thine unfchool'd, and from thee 
brought 

More than all Egypt, Greece, or Afia taught. 
Not Hjmer's (elf fuch matchlefs honours won ; 
The Greek lias rivals, but thy Shakfpeare none, 



/ Sonnet.- Imitated from the Spanijl: of Lopez de 
Vega: Menagiana, torn. iv% p. 176. 

Edwards. 

^apricious Wraya fonnet needs. mull have ; 
^ I ne'er was fo put to 't before — >a fonnet! 

Why, fourteen verfes mull be ipent upon it 
'Tisgoodhowe'er t' have conquered the.fiac rtave. 

Yet I mall ne'er find rhymes enough by half, 
Said I,andfound myfelf i' the midit o' theleco'nd 
If twice four verfes were but fairly reckon'd," 

I mould turn back on th! liardeft part and laugh. 

Thus far with good fuccefs I think I Ve fcribbled, 
And of the twice feven lines have clean got 
o'er ten. 

Courage \ another '1! finilh the firft triplet. 
Thanks to thee, mule, my work begins to flior 
ten. 

There 's thirteen lines got thro* driblet by driblet, 
'Tis done ! count how you will, 1 warr'nt 
there 's fourteen. 



|*\N pollard oak, hollow at heart, 
7< Tremendous lightning darted. 
Tremble at God's avenging dart, 
O all ye hollow-hearted ! 



^ 0 wonder that Oxford and Cambridge pro- 
found, 

In learning and fcience io greatly abound $ 
When all carry thither a little each day, 
And we mcu with fo few who brintr anv 



' away. 



\s Quin ard Foote 
One day walk'd out 
To view the country round, 



In merry mood 
They chatting Hood, 

Hard by the village-pound, 

Foote from his poke 
A (hilling took, 

And faid, I' ll bet a penny 
In a Ihort fpace, 
Within this place, 

I *11 make this piece a guinea. 

Upon the ground, 
Within the pound, 

The milling foon was thrown : 
Behold, fays Foote, 
The thing 's made out, 

For there is one pound one. 

I wonder not, 
Says Quin, that thought 
Should in your head be found, 
Since that 's the way 
Your debts you pay— ' 
One milling in the pound. 



On a Statue of Apollo crowning Merit, 

Vf ERiT, if thou 'rt bleft with riches, 

For Gcd's fake buy a pair of breeches, 
And give them to thy naked brother, 
For one good turn delerves another. 



O 



let me die in peace ! Eumenes cried 
To a hard creditor at his bed-lide. 
How ! die ! roar'dGripus ; thus your debts evade! 
No, no, Sir, you (han't die till I am paid. 



On Slerfi. 

A lthough fe»ft fleep death's fid refemblance I 

wears, 

Still do I wifh him cn my couch to lie; 
Come, balmy lleep, for fweetly it appears, 
Thus without life to live, thus without death 
to die. 



On a bad Singer. 
t^HEN fcrecch-owls fcreeJc, their note portendj; 

To foolith mortals death of friends; 
But when Corvina Grains her throat, 
Even fcreech-owlo lkkcn at the note. 



T j pon fome haity errand Tom was fent, 

*And met his parim curate as he. went ; 
But, juft like what he was, a lorry clown, 
It leems he pals'd him with a cover'd crown. 
The gownnu n ftopp'd,and,timiing,lternly laid— 
I doubt,my lad, you 're far worfe taught rhanfcd I 
Why ay! lays loin, ftill jogging on,that 's true--. 
Thank God 1 he feeds me 3 but I'm taught by you. 



Milton* 
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Epitaph on a certain Mifer. 

ere lies one who for mecTcines would not 
A little gold, and fo his life he loft : [give 
I fancy now he 'd wifti again to live, 

Could he but guels how much his funeral coft. 
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On Captain Grenuille. Lord Lytte LTO M. 

E weeping mufes, graces, virtues, tell, 
* If, lince youi\all-accompl!m'd Sidney fell, 
You, or afflicted Britain, e'er deplor'd 
A loft like that thefe plaintive lays record ! 
Such fpotlels honour; fuch ingenuous truth; 
Such ripen'd wifdom in the bloom of youth ! 
So mild, fo gentle, fo cbmpos'd a mind, 
To fuch heroic warmth and courage join'd ! 
He too, like Sidney, nurs'd in learning's arras, 
For nobler war forfook her fofter charms : 
Like him, polfefs'd of ev'ry pleailng art, 
The fecret wifh of ev'ry female heart ; 
Like him, cut oft* in youthful glory's pride, 
Heunrepining for his country died. 



On Mr. Slum. Garrici:. 
Q ays Epicure Quin, Should the devil in hell 
u In filhing for men take delight, 
His hook bait with ven'fon, I love it fo well, 
Indeed I ;irn lure I ihould bite. 



Defigned for Hbe Monument of Sir Jfaac Newton. 
[ore than his name were lefs — *t would feem 
to fear [here. 
He who increased heaven's fame, could want it 
Yes — when the fun he lighted up (hall fade, 
And all the worlds he found at firlr decay'dj 
Then void and wafte eternity mall lie, 
And Time and Newton's name together die ! 



Extempore, en hearing a certain impertinent AJ- 
anfi in 1 be Newfpapers. By Garru k, Tbompfo*, 

'pHou eJTence of dock, of valerian and fage, 

At once thedifgraceand the pelt of this* age, 
The worft that we wiih thee, ior all thy bad 
' c r ,r n« [rhyme. 
Is to take thy own phyfic, and read thy ow.i 



Anfwer to the Junto. 
T^heir wifli mult be in form reversed, 

To fuit the doctor's crimes; 
For, if he takes his phyfic firft, 
He '11 never read his rhymes. 



Upon a young Gentleman refujing to walk with the 
Author in the Park, becaufe be was not dreffed 
well. Garrick. 

r 1 L n t n Col and I, both full of whim, 
* To ihun each other oft agree ; 
For I 'm not beau enough for him, 
» And he 's too much a beau for me. 
Then let us from each other ny, 

And arm in arm no more appear; 
Th at I may ne'er offend your eye, 
That you may ne'er offend my ear. 



Dr. Hill's reply to the Junto's Epigram. 
defperare junto, ye great or ye (mall, 
Who combat dukes, doftors,the deuce, and 
'em all ! 

Wlfether gentlemen; fcribblers, or poets, in jail, 
Your impertinent curies mall never prevail : 
I Ml take neither fage, dock,nor bal fam of honey ; 
Do you take the pliyiic, and I '11 take the money. 



Written foon after Dr. Hill's Farce, called the Rout, 

was ailed. . GaRRick. 

OOR phyfic and farces 

His equal there fcarce is ; 
His farces are phyfic, 
His phyfic a farce is. 



On Mrs. dive's refenting being put out of the Part 
of Portia, and faying /be was furely as well qua- 
lified to wear Breecbe* as Mr. Gar rick was to 
play Ranger. GARRICR. 



D 



ear Kate, it is vanity both us bewitches, 
Since I mull the truth on 't reveal ; 
For when I mount the ladder, and you wear the 

breeches, , , v 
We ihew — what we ought to conceal. 



To Dr. Hill, u;on bis Petition of the Letter /, to 

Mr. Gat rick. Gar rick. 
TF 'tis true, as you fay, that I 've injur'd a letter, 
* I'll change my note foon, and I hope for the 
better; 

May the right ufe of letters, as well as of men, 
Hereafter be hVd by the tongue and the pen; 
Moft devoutly I wifli that they hoth havetheirdue, 
And that / may be never miftaken for U. 



Colloquial Epigram * . Garrick. 
tVilmot. 

you mould call at his houfe, or mould fend 
*■ him a card, 
Can Garrick alone be fo cold ? 



* Soon after the promotion of Lord Camden to the Seals, Mr. Wilmot ,his Lordfliip's purfe-beirer, oHed 
at Hampton j where learning that Mr. G.irrick had not yet paid his congratulatory compliment?, the conver- 
sion baween the two gentlemen fnrni/hed Mr, Garrick with the fubjecl of the Epigram 5 in which, with an 
admirable addrefs, ourFn^lifli Rofcius turned an imputed negjedt intoa very elegant panegyric on thac 
truly patriotic nobleman# N 
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, Gar rick. 

Shall I, poor player, and ilill poorer bard, 

Shall folly with Camden make bold ? 
What joy can I give him ? dear Wilmot, declare 

Promotion no honours can bring, ; 
To him the Great v Seals are but labour and care: , 

Wifn joy to your country and king. 



" Thus trade increase by degrees, 
I " « Doctor, we both ihali nave our ends j 
" For you are lure to have your fees, 
« And I am lure to have your inends. s 



O 



To the Author of the Farmer** Utters, which were 
written in Ireland in the "Year of the Rebellion, 
by Henry Brooke, Efq. 174;. Garrick. 
THOu,whofe artlefs,free-born genius charms, 
Whofe ruftic zeal each patriot bofom warms j 
Purfue the glorious talk, the pleating toil, 
Forfake the fields, and till a nobler loll; 
Extend the farmer's care to human kind, 
Manure the heart, and cultivate the mind i 
There plant religion, reafon, freedom, truth, 
And fow the feeds of virtue in our youth s 
Let no rank weeds corrupt, or brambles chqak ; 
And make the vermin from the'Britim oak : 
From northern blaits protect the vernal bloom, 



Upon a certain Lord's ghhg fome Tkoufand Pounds 
for a Houfe. Garrick. 

t- o many thcufands for a houfe, 

^ For you, of all the world, lord Moufe ! " • Vj 

A little houfe would beft accord 

With you, my veiy little lord ! 

And then exactly match'd would be 

Your houfe -and hofpitality. 



Upon feeing Mr. Taylors Figures of Bath, 'and 
hearing a Connoijeur declare that " they werk 
finely painted for a Gentleman" Garrick. • 

nr Ell me the meaning, you who can, 
* Of " finely for a gentleman 
Is genius, rarett gift of Heaven, '* 
To thebir'd artilt only given f 



Or, like the Catholic lalyation, 
And guard Qurpaftu res from the wolves of Rome : PaJ'd fa for any clafs or ftatiou ? 
On Britain's liberty ingraft thy name, 
And reap the harveft of immortal fame ! 



Upon a Lady's Em broidery. Garrick. 

Arachne once, as poets tell, 
A goddefs at her art defied; 
But foon the daring mortal fell 
The haolefs victim of her pride, 

O then beware Arachne's fate, 

Be-prudent, Chloe, andfubmit; 
For you '11 more furely feel her hate, 

Who rival both her art and wit. 

Peath and the DcSlor. Occafioned by c Fbyfuian s 
lampooning a Frieud of the Author. 
/ Garrick. 

As Doctor ■ mufing fat, 
Death faw, and came without delay 5 
Enters the room, begins the chat, 

With M Doctor, why fo thoughtful, pray ?" 

The Doctor ftarted from his place, 
But foon they more familiar grew j 

And then he told his piteous cafe, 

H-iw trade was low, and friends were few. 

f« Away with fe.ir," the phantom faicl, 

As Icon as he had heard his tale : 
i* Take my advice, and mend your trade : 

" We both are biers if you fail. % 

\\ Go write, your wit in fatire (how, 
" No matter, whether itpart or jruej 

f ( Call names, the greateft foe 

" To dulnefs, folly, pride, and you. 

"Then copies fpread, there lie* the trick, 
" Among your friends be fure you fend 'em ; 

I* For all who read will foon grow fick, 

y. Ai\d 7 whtn ycu 're ta.rd upon, attend 'em. 



Is it bound 'prentice to the trade, 
Which w orks, and as it works is paid 2 
Is there no ikill to build, invent, 
Unlefs infpirM by five per cent. ? 
And ihalt thou, Taylor, paint in vain, 
Unlefs impell'd by hopes of gain ? 
Be wife, my friend, and take thy fee, 
That' Claude Loiaine may yield to thee. 



Tom Fool to Air. tic/kins , his Counftllor and Friend. 

Garrick. 

r\ N your care muft depend the fuccefsof my fuir, 
> The polleiiion I mean of the houle in dilpute, 
ConCder my friend, an attorney "s my foe, 
1 nc vvorit of his tribe, id the b J\ \-, Jo-lo. 
O Jet not his quiddits and quirks of the law, 
O let not this harpy your p. or client claw ; 
In law, as in life, J know well 'tis a rule, 
That a knave lhould be ever too hard lor a fool. 
To this rule one exception your client implores, 
That the fool may for once beat the knave out of 
dpors. , . 



from the Spanifij. Garrick, 

Ijor me my fair a wreath has wove, 
Where rival flow'rs in union meet ; 
As oft (lie kifs'd the gift of love, 

Her breath gave lweetnefs to the fweet* 

v 

A bee within a damafk rofe 
Had crept, the nc6ar'd dew to fip j 

But lelVer fweetsthe thief foregoes— 
And fixes on Louifa's Hp. 

There tailing all the bloom offpring, 
Wak'd by the ripening breath of May, 

tV un grate fuM poiler left his lling, 
And with the honey htw away. 
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An Epitaph upon the celebrated Claudius Philips* A Epitaph on Paul Whitehead Efa. 



Mufnian, iv ho died very poor, v GarriCk 
pniLiPs, whofe touch harmonious could re 
* move 

The pangs of guilty pow'r and haple'fs love, 
Kelt here, diltrefs'd by poverty no more, 
Here find that calm, thou gav'ft fo oft before j 
Sleep undiflurb'd within this peaceful flirine, 
Tili angels wake thee with a note like thine. 
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Epitaph on William Hogarth [ } in Qfxpwcl Church 

Yard. C.rrick. 
pAREWF.L, great painter of mankind, 
•■■ Whi> reach" d the nobleft point of art \ 
Whofe pifrur'd morals charm Llie mind, 

And thro' the eye correct the heart ! 
If genius fire thee, reader flay j 

If nature touch thee, drop a tear; — 
If neither move thee, turn away, 

For Hogarth's honoured duit lies here. 



Ejitaph on James Quin J, in Bath CothedraL 

Garrick. 

TpHAT tongue, which fet the table on a roar, 
And charmed the public ear,is heard no more! 
• Clos'd are t.cfe eyes, the harbingers of wit, 
Which jpokc, before the tongue, what Shakf- 
peare writ^ [forth. 
CoM are thofe hands, which living were ftretch'd 
At friend fhip's call, to fuccour modeft wQrth 
Here lies James Quin ! Deign, reader,to be taught 
( VVh.nte'er thy ftrength of body , force of thought, 
In nature's happielt "mould however caft) 
To this complexion thou muft come at laft. 

Epitaph on L aurence Sterne §y Garrick. 
qhall pride a heap of fciilptur'd marble raife, 
^Someworthlefsjiinmouni'd titled fooltopraile, 
And lhall we not by one poor grave-ftone lean 
Where genius,wit,and humour fteepwith Sterne. 

Ejitaph on Mr. heighten, nxho had been Vicar of 

Egham forty -five Years. Garrick. 
^"ear half an age, with eyerygood man's praife, 
Among his flock the Ihepherd pafs'd his days ; 
The friend, the comfort of the fjck and poor, 
Want never knock'd unheeded at his door - 7 
Oft when his duty callM, difeale and pain 
Strove to confine him, but they drove in vain. 
All moan his death, his virtues long they tried 
They knew not how they lov'd him, till he died 
Peculiar bleflings did his life attend, 
He had no foe, and Camden was his friend* 



Near this pi 



place 



Are depofittd the remains 
of 

Paul Whitehead, Efq. 
Who was born January 25, 1710. 
And died Dec. 31*, 1774, 
Aged 65. 

Here lies a man misfortune could not bend ; 
Prais'd as a poet, hoiiour'd as a friend * 
Tho' his youth kindled with the love,of fame, 
Within his bofom glow'd a brighter flame. 
Whene'er his friends with fharp ami6hon bled, 
And from the wounded deer the herd was fled; 
Whitehead flood forth— the healing balm ap- 
Nor quitted their diitreifes — tillhe died, [plied, 



Tribute by Mr. Garrick, to the Memory of a 
Character he long knpw and refpeded. 
Epitaph on Mr. Harvard, Comedian ft. 
c< An honed man's the nobleft tfork of" God." • 
rjAVARD from forrow reft beneath this ftone; 

An honeft man— '>elov'd asfoonasknownj 
Howc'er defective in the mimic art, 
In real life he juflly play'd his part ! 
The nobleft character he acted well, 
And heaven applauded— when the curtain fell. 

Infcription on a Grotto of Shells, at Crux^EaJlon^ 

the Work op Nine young Ladies**. Pope. 
TT£re, flvunning idlenefs at once and praile, 
M- This radiant pile nine rural fifters raife j 
The glittering emblem of each fpotlefs dame, 
Clear as her foul, and mining as her frame j 
Beauty, which natnre only can impart, 
And luch a poliih as difgraces artj 
But fate difpos'd them in his humble fort, 
And hid in deferts what would charm a court. 



Verfes occafioned by feeing a Grotto built by Nine 

Sifters. Herbert. 
qo much this building entertains my light, 
•^Nought but the builders can give more delight: 
In them the malter-piece of nature's mown, 
In this I fee art's mafter-piece in ftone. 
O Nature, Nature, thou haft couquer'd Art; 
She charms the fight alone, but you the heart. 



Lines written by the celebrated Thomson to his 
Amanda; *vitb a Copy of the Seasons. 

Accept, dear Nymph ! a tribute due 
To facred friendfliip, and to you : 
But with it take, what breath 'd the whole, 
O ! take to thine the Poet's foul ! 



* This Epitaph has been afcribed to Dr. Johnfon, but was really written by Mr. Garrick, See 
European Magazine, January, 1785. 

f He died Oclober 26, 1764.. J Mr. Qum died January, 1766. 

$Mr. Sterne v/as born at Clonmel in Ireland, November 24., 1713 j and died in London, March 
1?, 1768. 

|| He died 20th February, 1778. In the county of Hants, the feat of Edward Lille, Efq, 

v # * Mils Lilies, daughters of Edward Lille, Efq. and filters to Dr. Lille, 

If 
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If Fancy here her pbwY dilplays, 
Or, ff a heart exalts thefe lays, 
You faireft in that fancy mine, 
. And al4 that heart is fondly thine ! 

An Epigram. t „ 
a Member of the modern gre.it 

Pais'd Sawney with his budget j 
The peer was in a car of ftate, 
The tinker forced to trudge it. 

But Sawney mail receive the praife 
His Lordlhip would parade for j 

One's debtor for his dapple greys, 
And tk' other's ihoe^are paid for. 



The Lawyer and Client, 

Two Lawyers, when a knotty cafe was o'er, 
Shook hands, and were as good friends as 
before. [yaw 
« Zounds l" fays the lofing client, "How come 
* To be fuch friends, who were fuch foes juft: 
<c naw ?** 

Thou fool, fays one, we Lawyers, tho' fokeen, 
Like ihears, ne'er cut ourielves, but what's be- 
tween. 



H 1 



Epitaph on Mrs. Elkn Temple* late Wife of Mr. 
John Temple, of Malton, Surgeon. 
By Mr. Gentleman. 
f ere, in juft hope above the ftars to rife, 
The mortal part of Ellen Temple lies, 
In whom thole beauties of a fpotlefs mind, 
Faith and good works, were happily combin'dj 
A patient, careful, conftant, loving wife, 
The foe of fcandal and domeftic ftnfe : 
The tender mother, undiflembling friend, 
Who grae'd thofe virtues with a pious end ; 
Who, ftill preferving an unblemillv'd name, 
Ne'er meanly ftrove to taint a neighbour's fjme: 
Who 'play'd— as, reader, thou (houldlt do— her 
With inward peace and rectitude of heart ; [part 
Who, chriitian-like, rcfign'd her final breath, 
And, dying free from cenfure — lmil'd at death. 



Epigram. 

Says a beau to a lady, Pray name if you can, 
Of all your acquaintance, the handibmelt man, 
The lady replied, If you'd have me fpeak true, 
He's the handlbmeft man that's the moll unlike 
you. 

On a Bowl of Punch. 
"**7Hene'er a bowl of punch we make, 
W Four linking oppolites we fake; 
The llrong, the final 1, the (harp, the fweet, 
Together mix'd, moft kindly meet} ; 
And when they happily unite, 
The bowl " is pregnant with delight." 

In convtrfation thus we find, 
Tfut, four men differently inclined; 
With talents each diftinft, and each . 
Mark'd by peculiar powers of fpeech j 



With tempers too, as mu~h the f;un% 
As milk and verjuice, froll and flume; 
Their parts by properly iultuining, 
May all prove highly entertaining. 

A Defer iption of London. 
JLTOuses, churches, mix'd together, 
" Streets unpleafant, in all weather ; 
Prjfons, palaces conti^uou*, 
Gates, a bridge, the Thames irriguous j 
Gaudy things enough to tempt ye, 
Showy outlides, inlides empty \ 
Bubbles, trades, mechanic arts, 
Coaches, wheelbarrows, and carts \ 
Warrants, bailiffs, bills unpaid, 
Lords of laundreiles afraid 5 
Rogues that nightly rob and moot meni • 
Hangmen, aldermen, and footmen \ 
Lawyers, poets, priefts, phyficians, 
Noble, fimple, all conditions ; 
Worth-— beneath a threadbare cover, 
Villany — bedaub'd all over; 
YVomen, black, red, fair, and grey, 
Prudes, and fuch a?, never pray 5 
Handlbme, u^ly, noify, ftill, 
Some that wilt not, Come that will; 
Many a beau without a milling, 
Many a widow not unwilling ; 
Many a bargain if you 11 r ike it, 
This is London : — How d' ye like it ? 

On a young Lady. 
Dehold a nymph, with ev'iy virtue grae'd, 

Minerva\> head on Venus' moulders plac'd | 
Kind nature here difplays her niceftart, 
With fweet relievos hides the foundeil heart; 
But while itVides, it elegantly tells 
With what benevolence her bofoni fwells ; 
Here's beauty mental, moral, 'and divine, 
To charm the lover, and his thoughts refine. 



PARADOX. 
ryouRpeople fat down in one'evening to pl?^ 
*■ They play'd all that eve,and partedhcxtdayj 
Cou'd you think, when you're told, as thus they 
all fat, [bet \ 

No other play'd with them, nor was there one 
Yet, when they role up, each gained a guinea, 
Tho' none of" 'em loll: to the anvjunt of a penny, 
Anpwer. 

Four merry fidlers play'd all night, 
To many a dancing ninny ; ' 

And the next morning went away, 
And each receiv'd a guinea. 



On the Fifth of November. 
By an Irish Bellman. • 
•y»o-NiGHT's the day, I fpeak it with great 
forrow, [row} 
That we were all t' have been blown up to mor> 
Therefore, take care of fire, and candle-light : 
Tisa cold frofty morn, and lb good-ni^ht. 

• , " fyitaph 
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Epitaph on a Lawyer. 

Entomb'd within this vault, a lawyer lies, 
Who, fame allureth us, was jult and wife ; 
An able advocate, and honeft too !— 
That's wondrous ftrange indeed ! — if it be true. 

Reflections over a Pipe of Tobacco, and a Pinch of\ 
JSnuff. 

TTThilst fmoke ariTes from my pipe, 

n Thus to my lei f I fay : 
Why (hould I anxious be for life, 

Which vanilhes away ? 

Our fecial muff-boxes convey 

The fame ideas juft; 
As if they filently would fay, 

Let's mingle duft to dult, 

A Country Quarter Sejfions. 
npHREE or four parlons full of October ; 

Three or four 'fquires between drunk and 
fober ; 

Three or four lawyers, three or four lyars ; 
Three or four conitables, three or four cryers -> 
Three or four panfhes bringing appeals, 
Three or four writings, and three or four feal^ 
Three or four baltards, three or four whores, 
Tag, rag, and bob-tail, three or four febres ; 
Three or four ftatutes, mifunderftood, 
Three or four paupers, all praying for food; 
Three or four roads that never were.mended, 
Three or four fcolds — and the feflion is ended. 
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Epigram. 

hat legions of fables and whimfical tales 
Pafs current for gofpel where prieftcraft 
.prevails ! . 1 

Ouranceflors thus were moftftrangely deceived \ 
Whatltories andnonfenfe for faith they believed! 
But we, their wife fons, who thefe fables reject, 
Even truth, now a-days, are too apt to 1 ufpecr j 
From believing too much, the right faith we let 
So now we belie ve^i' faith ! nothing at all. [fall, 

Another. 

f^KiES Ned to his neighbours, as onward th§y 
prefs"d. 

Conveying his wife to her place of long refl; 
Take, friends, I bei'eech you, a little more leifure, 
For why ihould we thus make a toil of apleafure ? 

On Six Sorts-of People who keep Fa/Is. 

rp he mifer falls becaufe he will not eat, 
* The poor man farts becaufe he has po meat j 
The nch man fafts with greedy mind to fpare, 
The glutton fails, to eat the greater fhare ; 
The hypocrite, he fafts to feern more holy, 
The righteous man, topunifh fin and folly. 

Epitaph on a Blackfmith. 
fledge and hammer lie declined, 
My bellows too have loil their wind \ 
My fire's extin£r, my forge decay'd, 
My vice is in the dull aljlaid \ 



My coal is fpent, my iron gone, 
My nails arc drove, my work is done. 
My fire-dried corpfe here lies at reft, 
My foul, fmokc-like, foars to be bleft. 

A whimfual Epitaph, taken from a Stone in a Church. 
rjERi- lies the body of Sarah Sexton, i 
*• * Who as a wife did neve^ vex one ; > 
We can't fay that for her at th' next ilone. J 

On Quadrille. To a young Lady. 
"Tveign, lovely nymph, to hear thelcalt of bards, 
^ Who draws inftruclionfrom a game of cards ; 
What tho' Quadrille perplex you, here is mown 
How hard the tafk for her who plays alone. 
But, wou'd you then confent to be a wife ? 
Think firft,0 think ! you play your-cards for life! 
Should fordid friends controul your right good 
Beware the wretched ftateoffore'd Spaditle.[wilJ, 
Should man, by grandeur, llrive your heart ton re, 
A crofs fifh well denotes a purfe-proud 'Squire ; 
Then pafs by wealth and power, for better fure 
It is, with fome kind fwain to play fecure; 
And he, dear girl, who does your charms adore, 
Now alks you leave j O ! let him loon fay more. 

To-morrow. An Epigram. 
T^O -morrow you will live, you always cry, 
* In what far country does to-morrow lie, 
That 'tis fo mighty long ere it arrive ? 
Beyond the Indies doth this morrow live ? 
'Tis fo far fetch'd, this morrow, that I fear 
'Till be both very old, and very dear. 
To-morrow I will live, the fool does fay, 
To-day '6 too late: the wife4iv'd yellerday. 

Spoken extempore bytht Earl ofRochefier to a Parifb 
Clerk. 

OXERNHOL'D and Hopkins had great qualms, 
^ When they translated David's Pfalms, 

To make the heart full glad : 
But had it been poor David's fate, 
To hear thee fing, and them traniiate, 

By Jove, 'twould have made him mad. 



Rhyme to Lifbon. By the fame. 
[ERe's a health to Kate, 
Our Sovereign's mate, % 
Of the Royal Houfe of Lifbon ; 
But the Devil take Hyde, 
And the Bifhop befide, 
That made her bone of his bone. 



On Punch. 
TTENCE, refrlefs care and low defign ! 

Hence, foreign compliments and wine ! 
Let generous Britons, brave and free, 
Still hoafl their punch and honelly. 
Life is a bumper, fiU'd by fatej 
And we the guefts who fhare the treat: 
Where ftrong, infipid, fharp, and fwcet, 
Each other duly temp'ring, meet. 
Awhile with joy the fcene is crown'd, 
Awhile the catch and toalt go round j 

And 
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And when the full caroufe is o'er, 
Drath puffs the lights, and ftnits the door. 
Say then, phyficians of each kind, 
Who cure the body or the mind, 
What harm in drinking can there be, 
Since punch and life ib well agree ? 



A 



The Difappointdd Hujband. 
scolding wife fo long a fleep poflefs'd, 
Her fpoufe prefum'dher foul was now at reft j 
Sable was call'd to hang the room with black, 
^And all their cheer was fugar, rolls, and fack. 
Two mourning itaffs Hood fentry at the door, 
And filence reign'd, who ne'er was there before 
The cloaks and tears,and handkerchiefs prepaid, 
Theynwch'dinwocful pomp to the church-yard, 
When fee, of narrow ftreets, what mifch iefs come! 
The very dead can't pafs in quiet home j 
By fome rude jolt the comn-lid was broke, 
And Madam from her dream of death awoke. 
Now all was fpoil'd ! the Undertaker's pay, 
Sour faces, cakes and wine, quite thrown away, 
But fome years after, when the former fcene 
Was a£red, and the coffin nail'd again j 
The tender hufoand tookefpecial care 
To keep the pafiage from difturbance clear ; 
Charging the bearers that they tread aright, 
Kor put his dear in fuch another fright. 

Epigram by Hhe Rev, Francis Blackburne, M. A. 
late Archdeacon of Cle veland. 

Lycidas to Prudentja. 
EsCEND, fair Stoick, from thy flights j 
*^ From nature learn to know 
pur patfions ave the needful weights, ' 
That make our virtues'go. 

Prudentia to Lycidas. 
True, lycidas ; but think not fo 

Another truth to lhun ; 
Our paifions make our virtues go, 
Dut make our vices run. 
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( An Epigram. 

ustc's a crotchet the ibber thinks vain, 
J ^ A J he fiddle's a wooden projection j 
Tu.Ai are but ilirts iftfa whimlical brain, 

Which the bottle brings belt to perfection. 
Mulicians arc half-witted, merry, and mad, 

'1 he lame are all thbie that admire 'emj f paid, 
They're fools" if they play, uuL'fs they're well 
Anv the others are blockheads to hire 'em. 

An Epigraru 
Cays Johnny to Paddy, ** I cnn't for my Kfe 
^ " Conceive how a dumb'pair are made man 
t; and wife, 

«* Since th< y can't yith the form and the par* 

" (bii acceffdv' ' 
Says Faddy, " You fool! they take each other's 

** word." 



EXTRACTS, Book PV\ 

• The Biter lit. 

A certain pneft had hoarded up 
A fecret mafs of gold j 
But where he might bellow it fafe, 
By fancy was not told. 

At laft it came into his head 

To lock it in a cheft 
Within the chancel ; and Jie wrote 

Thereon, Hie Deus ejl. 
A merry grig, whofe greedy mind 

Long wiih'd for luch a prey, 
Refpecling not the facred words 

That on the cafket lay, 

Took out the gold, and blottingflut 

The prieft's infeript thereon, 
Wrote, Re fur rex it, non efl bic> 

" Your God is rofe and gone." 



Vn the Death of Dr. Seeker, late Archbifiop of 
Canterbury. * 
I7hile Seeker liv'd, he fliew'd how Seers 
mould live ; ' [eye; 
While Seeker taught, heaven open'd to our 
When Seeker gave, we knew how angels give; 
When Seeker died, we knew e'en Saints limit 
die. 



Epigram, 

Occafaned by the Words " One Prior/' in 

Burnet's Hiflory. 
Qne Prior ! — and is this, this all the fame 
w The Poet, from th' Hiftoiaan can claim ? 
Noj Prior's verfe polterity (hall quote, 
When 'tis forgot One Burnet ever wrote. 

On Content. An Epigram. 
tt is not youth can give content, 
* Nor is it wealth's decree j 
It is a gift from Heaven fent, 
Tho' not to thee or me. 
It is not in the Monarch's crown, 
Tho' he'd give millions for't: 
It dwells not in his Lordlhip's frown, 

Or waits on him to court. 
It is not in a coach>and fix, 

It is not in a garter ; 
Ti<? not in love or politics, 

But 'tis in Hod^e the carter. , 



The Firjl Pair. 



adam alone could not be eafy, 

So he mull have a wife, an' pleafe yej 
And how did he procure this wife, 
To cheer his folitaiy life ? 



Out of a rib, Sir, from his fide, 
Was form'd this neceflary bride. 
But how did he the pain beguile ? 
How ? — He flept fweetly all the while.' 
And when this rib was re-applied, 
In woman's; form, to Adam's fide, 
How then, I pray you, did it aiifwer ? 
" He never flept (o i'weet again, Sir," 



Similies 
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Simlids to Molly. 

MY palfion is as muftard ftrorig; 
I lit all (bber fad; - 
Drunk as a piper all day long; 

Or like a March hare mad. 
Round as a hoop the bumpers flow^ 

I drink, yet can't forget her; 
For, tho' as drunk as David's fow, 

I love, her Itill the better. 
Pert as a pear-monger I'd be, 

If Molly were but kind ; 
Cool as a cucumber could fee 

The reft of womankind. 
Like a fiuck pig I gaping Hare, 

And eye her o'er and o'er; 
Lean as a rake with fighs and care,* 

Sleek as a moufe before. 
'Plump as a partridge was I known, 

And foft as filk my (kin ; 
My cheeks as fat as butter grown : 

But as a groat now thin ! 
I, melancholy as a cat, 

Am kept awake to weep ; 
But (he, infenjible of that, 

Sound as a top can deep. 
Hard is her heart as Hint or ftone, 

She laughs to fee me pale ; 
And merry as a grig is grown, 

And briilc as bottled ale. 
The God of love at her approach ' 

Is bufy as a bee ; 
pe.irts iound as any bell or roach , 

Are fmit, and ligh like me. 
Ay, me, ! as thick as hops or hail 

The fine men crowd about her j 
But foon as dead as a door-nail 

Shall I be, if without her. 
Straight as my leg her fhape appears^ 

O ! were we join'd together, 
My heart would be 'foot-five from cares, 
- And lighter than a feather. 
As fine as five-pence is her mien, 

No drum was ever tighter ; , 
Her glance is as a razor keen, 
And not the fun is brighter. 
. As foft as pap her kiiTes are, 

Methinks I tafte them yet; 
Brown as a berry is her hair, 

Her eyes as black as jet. 
As fmooth as glaf?, as white as curds. 

Her pretty hand invites ; 
Sharp as a needle are her words, 

Her wit like pepper bites. 
Brifk as a body-loufe (lie trips, 

Clean as a penny, drell ; 
Sweet as a rofe her breath and lips, 
Round as a globe her brcafl. 

Full as an egg was t with glee, . 

And happy as* a king ! 
Good Lord ! how all men envied me ! 

She lov'd like any thing : 



A M S, &c 8+3 

But falfe as hell, me like the wind 

Changed, as her lex mutt do ; 
Tho' feemingas the turtle kind, 

And like the gofpel true. 
If I and Molly could agree, 

Let who would take Pern ; 
Great as an emperor mould I be, 

And richer than a Jew. 

Till you grow tender as a chick, 

I'm dull as any poll ; 
Let us like burrs together" ftick, 

And warm as any toaft. 
You'll find me truer than a die, 

And wifh me better fped, 
Flat as a flounder when I lie, 

And as a herring dead. 

Sure as a gun (he'll drop a tear, 

And ligh perhaps, and wifh, ■ 
When I am rotteu as a pear, 

And mute as any fifh. 



On the Word REPRESENTATIVE, 
'po reprefent is but toperibnate, 

Which mould be truly done at any rate. 
I Thus they who're fairly chofe without a fee, 
j Should give their votes, no doubt, with liberty \ 
But when a feat is fold by th' venal tribe, 
He reprefents them beir-^-who takes a bribe. 

On the Shortnefs of Human Life. 
T ike as a damafk rofe you fee, 

Or like the blofTom on the tree : 
Or like the dainty flower in May, . 
Or like the morning to the day ; 

J Or like the fun, or like the (hade, 
Or like the gourd which Jonas had : 
E'en fuch is man, whofe thread is fpun, 
Drawn out and cut, and fo is done ; 
V/ithers the role, the bloilbm blafts, 
The flower fades, the morning half es j 
The fun doth fet, the fhadows fly, 
The gourd confumes, and mortals die. 

Like to the grafs that's newly fprung, 
Or like a tale that's new begun ; 
Or like a bird that's here to-day, 
Or like the pearled, dew of May ; 
Or like an hour, or like a fpan, 
Or like the fmging of a fwan : 
Ev'en fuch is man, who lives by breath, ■ v 
Is here, now there, in life and death; 
The grafs decays, the tale doth end, 
The bird is flown, the dews afcend j 
The hour is (hort, the fpan not long, 
The fwan's near death, man's life is done, 

Like to the bubble in the brook, 
Or in a glafs much like a look : 
Or like the fhuttle in the hand, 
Or like the writing in the fand ; 
Or like a thought, or like a dream, * 
Or like the gliding of the ftream : 
Ev'en fuch is man, who lives by breath, 
Is here, now there, in lifean.4 death; 

•I ■ The 
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The bubble's burft, the looks forgot, 
The Ihuttle's flung the writing's blot ; 
The thought is pafl, the dream is gone, 
The water glides, man's life is done. 



Epitaph on Captain Jones, 
Who publijhedjbme marvellous Accounts of his 7 ra- 
vels, the Truth oj all which he thought proper to 
tefiify hy 

AFFIDAVIT. 
'Thread foftly, mortals, o'er the bones 
4 Of* the world's wonder, Captain Jones ! 
Who told his glorious deeds to many, 
But never was belie v'd by any. 
Pofterity let this fuffice, 
He fwore all's true, yet here he lies* 



A Portrait from Life, 
By Dr, Swift, 
ome fit by my fide while this picTure I draw, 

In chatt'ring a magpye, in pride a jackdaw ;| And in the night but feldo'm fle'pt 



'Tis a mort-liv'd fading flowY; 
'Tis a rainbow on a mow'r j 
'Tis a momentary ray 
Smiling in a winter's day ; 
'Tis a torrent's rapid ftceam ; 
'Tis a fliadow; 'tis a dream; 
'Tis the doling watch of night, 
Dying.at approaching light; 
'Tis a landlcape vainly gay, 
Painted upon crumbling clay; 
'Tis a lamp that waftes its fires ; 
'Tis a fmoke that quick expires j 
'Tis a bubble, 'tis a £gh, 
Be prepar'd, O Man ! to diej 



An Anatomical Epitaph on an Invalid. 
Written by Himself, 
ere lies an head that often ach'd : 
Here lie two hands that always lhak'd : 
Here lies a brain of odd conceit; 
Here lies a heart that often beat : . 
Here lie two eyes that daily wept, 
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A temper the devil himfelf cou'd not bridle, 
Impertinent mixture of bufy and idle; 
Ab rude as a bear, no mule half fo crabbed, 
She fwills like a fow, and (lie breeds like a rabbit ; 
A houlewife in bed, at table a flattern, 
For all an example, for no one a pattern ; 
Now tell me, friend Thomas*, Ford f> Grat- 

tanf, and \ merry Dan, v 
Has this any liken efs to good Madam Sheridan ? 



An Epigram, 
On feeing a young lady writing Vetjes with 

Hole in her Stocking. I 
r~po fee a Lady of fuch grace, 
* With fo much fenfe and fuch a face, 
So flatternly, is lhocking : 
O ! if you would with Venus vie, 
Your pen and poetry lay by, 
And learn to mend your flocking. 



his 



An Epigram, 
t A s Tom was one day in deep chat wit 
A ' friend, 

He gravely advis'd him his manners to mend ; 
That his morals were bad, he had heard it from 
many : 

They lie, replied Tom, for I never had any. 



Here lies a tongue that whining talk'dj 
Here lie two feet that feebly walk'd ; 
Here lie the midriif and the bixaft, 
With loads of indigeltion prelt ; 
Here lies the liver, full of bile, 
That ne'er fecreted proper chyle ; 
Here lie the bowels, human tripes, 
Tortur'd with wind aAd twilting gripes ; 
Here lies the livid dab, the fplten, 
The fource of life's fad tragic fcene j 
That left-fide weight that clogs the blood, 
And ltagnates nature's circling flood : 
Here lie the nerves, fo often twitch'd* 
With painful cramps and poignant flitch ; 
Here lies the back, oft rack'd with pains, 
Corroding kidneys, loins and reins \ 
Here lies the Ik in, by feu ivy ted, 
With pnnples and eruptions red ; 
Here Res the man, from top to toe, 
That fabric fram'd for pain and woe. 



On Time. 

Say, is there aught that can convey 
An image of its tranfient flay ? 
*Ti3 an hand's breadth ; 'tis a tale j 
"Tis a veflel under fail ; 
*Tis a courier's ftraining deed ; 
*Tis a lhuttle in its fpeed; 

* Tis an eagle jn its way, 
Darting down upon its prey ; 
'Tis an arrow in its flight. 
Mocking the purfuing light ; 

* I is a vapour in the air ; 

v.i.i.iV.uid rulhing there j 

1 Dr. Shevidan. 



A Poem. 
By Sir Walter Rai.eigh. 
(*hall I like an hermit dwell 

On a rock or in a cell, 
Calling home the fmallell part ' 
That is mifling of my heart, 
To bellow it where 1 may 
Meet a rival ev'ry day I 
If (he undervalue me, 
What care I how fair {he be ? 

Were her trefles angel gold, 
If a ft ranger may be bold, 
Unrebuked, unafraid, 
To convertWiem to a brayde, 
And, with Tittle more a-do, 
Wo.rk them into bracelets too ; 
If the mine be grown fo free, 
What care I how rich it be ? 

Were her hands as rich a prize 
^Vs her hair, or precious eyes; 

f The De: nV friends. } Mr, D. Jackfon. 
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If (he laid them out to take 
Kifles, lor good manners Hike j 
And let ev'ry lover ikfp 
From her hand unto her lip ; 
If (he feem not chaite to me, 
What care I howchafte ihe be? 

No: (he mull be perfeft mow 
In effect, as well as (how ; 
Warming but as mow-balls do-, 
Not like fire, by burning too j 
But when (he by change hath got 
To her heart a lecond Lot, 
Then, if others ihare with me, 
Farewel her, whate'er me be ! 



A fcem. 
Occafioned by tb' foregoing. 
p.MNT, paint no more, no more with blots, 
* Or chequer fo thy face with fpots, 
That I mull view thee, as men itrive 
To lee eclipfes, through a iieve ; 
Be thou but plealing unto me, 
What care I what elie thou be ? 

Be thou fatter than a hog, 
A butcher's doublet, or his dog ; 
Be thy cheeks butter, thy nofe greafe ; 
May we nuke brewis on thy face j 
Yet if thou do not melt to me, 
Whai care I how fat thou be ? 

Wthy nofe like fiery coals, 
Or a grater, fall of holes, 
.Let it turn up, or elfe hook in; 
And fo be clafp'd unto thy chin j 
Yet, if it turn not unto me, 
What care I how crouk'd it be? 

Tho ugh reading,thou muft look fo dofe, 
As thou wert reading with thy nofej 
From thine eyes let filth run more 
Than broken boil, or plaguy fore ; 
Yet, if they do not look on me, _ ^ 
What care I how foul they be ? " 

Can (1 thou outfcold a butter wench, 
Or a freih lawyer at the bench ? 
Canft thou the noife of thunder drown, 
Sour all the beer about the town ? 
Yet, if thou wilt not fpeak to me, 
What care I how loud thou be ?, 

Be thy mouth like jaws of death, 
That they who kifs, muft kifs thy teeth j 
And hold by th' handle of thy chin, 
Left their foot flip, and they fall in j 
Yet, if thou wilt not gape on me, 
\Vhat care I how broad it be ? 
^Smells thy breath like nurft's clout, 
Ur a cand ie jfft burnt out ; ^ Sk 
Or fo, that men miftake the pl^ii 
And untrufs, coming near thy fac^l 
Yet, if it imell not fo to me, 
What care I how ltrong it be ? 

Women, like paper, whilft they're white, 
Are fit for ev'ry man to write j 
I'd hive a miftrefs fuch a one, 
I might be lure (he was my own 3 



Re thou then but fuch to me, 
What care I what elfe thou be ? 



The Stage Coach. 
p esolv'd to vilit a tar diftant friend, 

A norterto the Bull-and-Gate I fend, 
And bid the (lave at all events engage 
Some place or other in the Chefter ftage. 
The flave returns—'tis done as foon as faid— 
Your honour's fure when once the money's paidj 
My brother whip, impatient of delay, ) 
Puts-to at three, and fwears he cannot ftay > 
(Four difmal hours ere the break of day). J 
Rous'd from found ileep, thrice call'd, at length 
I rile, [eyes * 

Yawning, ftretch out my arms, half clos'd my 
By Heps and lanthorn enter the machine, 
And take my place, how cordially ! between 
Two aged matrons of excefiive bulk, 
To mend the matter too, of meaner folk$ 
While in like mode jami^'d in on V other fide 
A bullying captain and a fair-one ride; 
Foolifh as fair, and in whofe lap a boy— • 
Our plague eternal, but heronlyjoy ; 
At laft, the glorious number to complete, 
Steps in my landlord for that bodkin feat : 
When loon, by ev'ry hillock, rut, and ltone, 
Into each other's face by turns we're thrown ; 
This graxmam fcolds, that coughs, and captain 
fwears, 

The fair-one fcreams, and has a thoufand fears 
While our plump landlord, train'd in other lore, 
Slumbers at eafe, nfcr yet afham'd to fnore; 
And mailer Dicky, in his mother's lap, 
Squallinjd>rings up at once three meals of pap ; 
Sweet cjBipany ! next Mine, 1 do proteit, Sir, 
I'll walicto Dublin, ere I'd ride to Chefter. 



Mr. Garrick being afked by a Nobleman if he did 
not intend to fit in Parliament? gave him an 
Anjhver in the following Lines. 

Mp Rt than content with what my talents gain, 
Of public favour though a little vain, 
Yet net fo vain my mind, lo madly bent, 
To wifh to play the fool in Rarliament j 
In eaeh dramatic unity to err, 
Miftaking time, and place, and character: 
Were it my fate to quit the mimic art, 
I'd " ftrut and fret" no more in any part ; 
No more in public fcenes would I engage, 
Or wear the cap and maik on any llage. 

7 he Thought j or, a Song of Similits. 

I've thought; the fair NarchTa cries, 
What is it like, Sir ? *■ Like your eyes— 

" ? Tis like a chair— 'tis like a key— 

" 'Tis like a purge — 'tis like a flea— 

" 'Tis like a beggar — like the fun— • 

" 'Tis like the Dutch— 'tis like the moon— 

" 'Tis like a kilderkin of ric — 

" l 2pfs like a doctor— like a whale—" 

Why are my eyes, Sir, like a Sword P 

For that's the Thought, upon my word. 

• ; Ah: 
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" Ah ! witnefs every pang I feel, 

u The deaths they give the likenefs tell. 

"A (word is like a chair, you'll find, 

" Becaufe 'tis moft an end behind. 

" 'Tis like a key, for 'twill undo one $ 

" 'Tis like a purge, for 'twill run thro' one ; 

" "Tis like a flea, and reafon good, 

u 'Tis often drawing human blood." 

Why like a beggar ? " You (hail hear; 

u 'Tis often Carried 'fore the May'r; 

• 'Tis like the fun, becaufe 'tis gilt* 
" Belides, it travels in a belt. 

" 'Tis like the Dutch, we plainly fee, 
el Becaufe that ftate, whenever we 
" A puOi for our own int'reft make, 
" Does inftantly our fides forfake." 

The moon ? — " Why, when all's faid and done, 
tc A fword is very like the moon ; 
" For if his Majefty (God blefs hfm) 
a When County Sheriff comes V addrefs him, 
u Is pleas'dhis favours to bellow 
n On him, before him kneeling low, 
" This o'er his moulders glitters bright, 
" And gives the glory to the Knight (night) : 
" 'Tis like a kilderkin, no doubt, 
" For 'tis not long in drawing out. 
" 'Tis like a doclor, for who will 
" Difpute a doctor's power to kill ?" 
But why a Sword is like a whale 
Is no fuch eafy thing to tell, ' 
1 But fince all Swords are Swords, d' ye fee, 
' Why, let it then a backfword be j 

* Which, if well us'd, will feldom fuT 
- 1 To raife up fomewhat like a whale." 

Ihe Aflroncmcrs Room, 

One day I caird, and Philo out, ^ 
I op'd the door, and look'd about ; 
When, all his goods being full in vie" w, ' 
I took this inventory true:— 

hem. A bed without a curtain, 
A broken jar to empty dirt in; 
A candleftick, agreafy night-cap, 
A fpitting-pot to catch what might hap; 
Two ftockingsdarn'd with numerous Hitches, 
A piece of ftiirt, a pair of breeches; 
A three-legg'd ftool, a four- legg'd tab!?, 
Were fill'd with books unfit for rabble ; 
Sines, tangents, fecants, radius, co- fines, 
Subtangents, fegmcnts, and all thole figns; 
Enough to fhew the man who made 'em : 
Was full as mad as he who read 'em : 
An almanack of lix years Handing, 
A cup with ink, and one with fand in ; 
One corner held his books and cheft, 
And round the floor were ftrcw'd the reft; 
That all things might be like himfelf, , 
He'd neither clofet, drawer, or fhelf ; 
Here pifs-pot, fauce-pot, broken platter, 
Appear' d like heterogeneous matter. 
In anti^nt days the walls were white, 
But who 'gainft damps and mails can fight ? 
They're now in wreathy ringlets bound, 
Some fquare, fome oval, and fome round ; i 



The antiquarian then may find 
Each hieroglyphic to his mind ; . 
Such faces there may fancy trace, 
As never yet knew time or place. 
And he who ftudies maps or plans, 
Has all the work done tolus hands ; 
In fhort, the, room, the goods and author, 
Appear'd to be one made for t' other. 



Efitapb by a Gentleman to the Memory of hu Ladf, 
Parewel', 'my beft belov'd, whofe heavenly 
7 mind, 

Genius and virtue, ftrertgth with foftnefs join'd, 
Devotion undebas'd by pride pr art, 
With meek fun pi i city, and joy of heart ; 
Tho' fprigatly, geJale; tho' polite, fine ere ; 
And only of thyfelf a judge feverq ;* * 
jlJnblanVd, unequall'd in each fphere of life, >§» 
The tendered daughter, litter, parent, wife ; 
In thee their patnonefs th' arfiicred loft, 
Thy friends, their patron, ornamental boaft; 
Ami I — but ah ! can words my lofs declauv 
Or paint th' extremes of franfport and dei'pair ? 
O thou beyond what verfe or f peech can tell, 
My guide, my friend, my bell belov'd, fare we I ! 



On feeing a great Co?nnander effeminately drsfi at 
a Ball. 

' 'pis faid that our foldiers fo lazy are gr%m, 

* With pleafure and plenty undone, 
That they more for their carriage than courage 
■ are known, 

And fcarce know the ufe of a gun. [galls, 
Let them lay v*hit they will, iince it nobody 

And exclaim out ftill louder and louder ; 
But there ne'er was more money expended in 

Or a greater* confumption of poivder. [balls, 



Unoriginal Ejitafb. 



Tl mi HMip^ afleep, awake me who can, 

That money of paiTions and follies, a Men j 
Who fometimes lov'd licence, and fomeiime*, 
reftraint, 

Too much of the finner, too little of faint ; 
From quarter to quarter I fhifted my tack; 
'Gain ft the cvih of life a moft notable quack ; 
But, alas ! l.foon found the defects of my '(kill, 
And my noftrums in practice prov'd trcaclje- 
rous ftill ; 

From life's certain ills 'twas in vain to feckeafe, 
The remedy oft prov'd, another difeafe j 
What in rapture began often ended in forrow, 
And the pleafure to-day brought refledttorv to- 
morrow; [feeing 
When each action wa< o'er, and ifc«errors were 
Then I vicw'd'with furprifethe ttrange thing I 
had been ; 

My body and mind were fo oddly contriv'd, 
That at each other's failing both partiesconniv'd; 
Imprudenceofmindbroughtoniicknefsandpain, 
The body difeas'd paid the debt back again i 
Thus coupled togejber life's journey they pafs'd, 
Till they wrangled and jangled, and parted at laft ; 

Thus 
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Thus ttr'd and weary, T have finifiYd my courft , 
Am glad it is bed-time, and things are no worle 



F.p 'itafh on i n Hcneji Sailor. 
^X/hethfh lailor or not, for a moment avaft 1 
Poor Tom's mizen top-fail is laid to the malt 
He'll never turn out, or more heave the lead ; 
He's now all-a-back, nor will fails fhoot a-head 
He ever was brifk ; and, tho' now gone to wreck. 
When he hears the laft whittle he'll jump lipoxi 
deck. 

The Conjultation. 
*"PEftE E Doctors met in confutation 
x Proceed with great deliberation j 
Tlie cafe was defperatc, all agreed ; 
But what of that; they mulVbe feed; 
They write then, as 'twas fit they mould, 
But for their own, not patient's good j 
Confulting wifely, don't miflake, Sir, 
Mot what to'g'ive, but what to take, Sir, 

, On a Landlord drunk. 

T and lord, with thee now even is the wine ; 
For* thou haft piere'd his hoglliead, and he 



thine. 



A Rhapfody. 
A ^kvalk'd by myfelf, I laid to myfclf, 

And myfelf laid again to me ; 
Look to thy Id f, take care of thy felf, 

For nobody cares for thee. f fcif. 

Then I laid to myieif, and thus anfwer\l my- 

With the felt lame repartee ; 
Look to thyfelf, or look not to thy felf, 
*Tis the felf fume thing to me. 



Free to pafs the harmlefs joke*, 
And the tube fedately Tmo 1 * s ; 
Free to drink hilt w hat they pleafe, 
As at home, and at their eafe$ 
Free to fpea!:, and free to think— 
i\ T o informers with me drink ; 
Free to ihy a night, or fo ; 
When uneafy, tree to go. 



The Characler. 

A N eafy mien, engaging in addrefs, [exprete, 
Looks which at once eaeh winning grace 
A life where love and truth ai J e ever join'd, 
A nature ever great and ever kind, 
A wifdom iblid, and a judgment clear, 
The fmile indulgent, and a foul lincere ; 
Meek without meannefs, gentle ami humane j 
Fond of improving, but yet never vain \ 
So jultly good, lb £ tithful to his friend, 
Ever obliging, cautious to offend, j 
A mind where gen'rou? pity Hands confefs'd, 
Ready to cafe and fuccour the diihefs'd; 
If thefe refpect and admiration raife, 
They furehr mult demand our greateft praifej 
In one b right view tlf accompli Ih'd youth we lee, 
Theie virtues all arc thine — and thou art he. 



To day and To-murroiM. 
0-day man's drefs'd in gold and filver bright. 
Wra pp'd i n a (h roud before to-n^Jtow m^tj 



;norrrr.. 

To-Day he's feeding on delicious food, 
To- Morrow dead, unable to do good 5 



Poverty and Poetry. 
^npWAS fifng of old, how one Amphiou 

* Could by his verfes tame a Lion, 
And by his ftrange enchanting tunes 
Make Bears and Wolves dance rigcuioons : 
Hie fongs could call the timber down, 
And form ft into houle or town. 
But it is plain, now in thefe times, 
No houle is rais'd by poets' r,hymes j 
They for themfelves rttn only rear 
A few old caftles in the air. 

Poor are the brethren of the Bays, 
Down from high ft rains to ekes and ayes ; 
The mufes too are virgins yet, 



To-Day he'snice , and fcorns to feed on crnmbs, And |Mvbeti|] they portions Vt- 



Vetltill the doting- rhymer dreams, 
And f.ngs of Helicon's bright lireams ; 
Hut Helicon, for all hisclat'cr^ 
Yields nothing but inlipid w*cer \ 
Yet, even athirll, he fwcetJy fings. 



To-Morrow he's himfelf a difh for worms; 
To-Day he's honour'd, and in vail eiteem, 
To-Morrow not a beggar values him ; 
To-Day he riles from the velvet bed, 
To-Morrow lies in one that's made of lead ; 

To-Day his honfe, tho' large,he thinks but fmall, o^Ne&ar and ElyfianTSV. 1 ' 
To-Morrow no command, no houle at all > The e phvriC j arij „ ho by phyflCf 
To-Day has forty lervants at Jus gate, Like death, difpUthes him that is il;k> 

l o- Morrow lcorn d, nut one or them will wait ! - 
To- Day perfum'd as fweet as any rofe, 
'JgfcMorrow ftinks in every body's nofe; 
To-Day he's gflUid, majeftic, all delight, 
Ghaftful and pale before to-morrow night : 
True, as the Icripturc fays, " man's life's a fpan," 
The prefent moment is the life of man. , 



A* lnjcripticn over a Gentleman* s Chimney -Pi eti 

near Barn/Jry. 
'ro my beftmy friends are free; 
* F;ee with that, and free with me i 



Purfues a fure and thriving trader 
Tho' patients die, the goowrt paid: 
Licensed to kill, lie gain.; a palace 
For what anoLhcr mounts a gailoA-s. 

In liindy groves tho mufes play, 
And love in fiow'ry meads tolrrayf 
Pleas'd with a bleahy b.irren ground, 
Where rip'ning fun its are never foim O 

But then, fome fay, you pure ha fc fame, " * 
And p;ain a never-dyin^ name; 
Great recompertfe lor rjal trouble ! 
To bo. rewarded with a bubble. 
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Thus foldiers, who in many battles [elfe, 
Get bangs and blows, and God knows what 
Are paid wjth fame and wooden leg, 
And gain a pal's, with leave to beg. 

On Brioery. 
" A poor man once a Judge befoughfe 
" To judge aright his caufe \ 
And with a pot of oil lalutes 

This judger of the law 3. 
My friend, quofh he, thy caufe is good \ 

He glad away did trudge: 
Anon his wealthy foe did come 
, Before this partial Judge. 
A hog well red this churl prefents, 

And craves a ftram of law ; 
The hog received, the poor man's right 

Was judg'd not worth a ftraw. 
Therewith he cried, O partial Judge, 

Thy doom has me undorie ; 
When oil 1 gave, my caufe was good, . 

But now to ruin run. 
Poor man, quoth he, I thee forgot, 

And fee thy caule of foil ; 
A hog came ft nee into my houfe, 

And broke thy pot of oil. 

Queen Elixabetb being ajked her Opinion concerning 



I'd take thy books ; but with thy head, 
1 Gadzooks ! I ne'er could read 'em. 1 



D 



Epitaph on a Cobler. 
E at h at a cooler's door oft made a (land, 



And always fonivdhimon the memnnghan'dj 
At Fait came Death, in very dirty weather, 
Ami ripp'd the foie from orF the upper-leather. 
Death put a trick upon him, and what was't 5 
TheCiblercairdfor'saw^Death bioughthislaft. 

T rue Benevolence. 

The other day, fays Ned to Joe, 
Near Bedlam's confines groping 
Whene'er I hear the cries of woe; 

My hand is always open. 
I own, fays Joe, that to the poor 

(You prove it ev'ry minute) 
Your hand is open, to be fure,^ 
But then there's nothing in it. 

Epigram on Bijhop At ter turfs burying the Dule 
of Buckingham. 

I have no hopes, the Duke he fays, and dies. 
u In fare and cerfrainhopes,"the prelate crfo. 
Of thefe two learned peers, I prithee lay, man, 
Who is the lying knave, the prielt orlayman ? 
The Duke he llands an infidel confeft; 
" He's ourdearbrother," quoth the lon^prfeflt 



the real Prefence in the Sacrament, ga ve the The Duke, the knave, ftill brother dearW cries, 



following artful and /olid Anfoer i 
fniRiST was the word that fpake it; 

He took the bread, and brake it j 
And what the wool did make it, 
That I believe,.and take it. 



And who can fay the reverend prelate lyes ? 



I 
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Epigram, 

T blew a nard ftorm, and in utmoft cocifufion 
The failors all hurried to get abfolution ; 
Which done, and the weight of the fins they'd 
confefs'd [to the pried, 

Trans/err d, as they thought, from themfelves 
To lighten the ihip, and conclude theirdevotion, 
They tofs d the poor parfon foufe into the oceaa. 

Epigram. 

nu Peggy kifs'd her hlilband, with fhefe 
words: [thee!" 
11 Mine own fweet Will, how dearly I love 
If true, quoth' Will, the world none huh afford u 

And that 'tis true 1 dare her warrant be: 
For ne'er was woman yet, or good 9t ill, 
But loved always belt, her own fweet Will. 

Dialogue between Barry, who had a large li- 
brary, and Dick, who bad more Under/laming 
thdn Books. 

Quoth Harry to his friend one day, 
" Would, Richard, I'd iby head !" 
* What wilt thou give for't ? (Dick replied) 

k 'J n« bargain's quickly made.' 
!' My head and all my books I'd give," 
41 With rcadinefi and freedom* 



Written under a Ladys Name in a Window. 
HPhreh brilliants fair Celinda grae'd 
* (There love's artillery lies) : 
One from her ihowy finger blaz'd, 
Two fparkled in her eyes. 

The firft, which (hone with fainter rays, 

Could here her name impart ; 
Tlu- q\ 
Mot 



thers j 
[X dcej 



drew her charming face 
ply on my heart. 



On the Death of Dean Swift. 

Gay breath'd his Lift, wc in fiicnce 
v ^ complain 'd, 

But yet we'd a Pope and a Swift who remam'd \ 
Pope falls \ all Pamalfus relbunds with our crie<, 
And pray'rs flaily mHde to keep Swift from the 

fkies,: [are given, 

Vain wiflves ! vain pray'rs! to the winds they 
For death comes relent lei's, and takes him to 

heaven* 

At little misfortunes we're foberly fad, [mad. 
But it s time, now we've loll ail our wits, t*i&m 



Spoken extempore to a l ady, on being afhed what 

this World ivas like. 
^prns world is a prifort in ev'ry refpeel, 
* Whole walls are the heavens in common ; 
The gaoler. is iin, and the priloners men, 
And the fetters are nothing but— women, 
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The thief. 
T tell, with equal truth and grief, 

That little Kitt's an arrant thief j 
Before the urchin well could go, 
She dole the whitenefs of the fnow ; 
And more — that whitenefs to adorn, 
She dole the blufhes of the moi n \ 
Stole all the foftnefs /Ether pours 
On primrofe buds, in vernal ihow'rs. 

There's no repeating all her wile* : 
She frole the Graces' winning fmiles; 
Twas quickly feen me robb'd the iky> 
To plant a War in either eye; 
She pilfer'd orient pearl for teeth, 
And Hole the cow's ambrolial breath 5 
The Cherry, llecp'd in morning dew, 
Gave moiltureto her lips, aud hue. 

Thele were her infant fpoils; a ltore 
To which, in time, (he added more: 
At twelve (lie Hole from Cyprus' Queen 
lier air and love-commanding mien j 
Stole juno's dignity; and ltole, 
From Pallas, fenfe to charm the foul ; 
She fung — amaz'd the Syrens heard, 
And to aflert their voice appear' d ; 
She play'd — the Mules from their hill 
Wonder'd who thus had Hole their ikillj 
Apollo's wit, was next her prey, 
And then rife beams that light the day 5 
While'Jove, her pilfering thefts to crown, 
Pronounc'd thefe beauties all her own, 
Pardon'd her crimes, and prais'd her art 5 
And t'other day meltole— my heart. 

Cupid ! if lovers are thy care, 
Revenge thy votary on the fair ; 
Do juftice on her ftolen charms, 
And let her prifon be — my arms. 



B 



Beautf s Value. 2?>'ShaksP£ARE. 

fauty is but a vain, a fleeting good, 
A fhining glofs that faded fudde'nly ; 
A flow'r that dies when almoft in the bud, 

A brittle glafs that breaketh prefently. 
A fleeting good, a glofs, a glafs, a flow'r, 
Loft, faded, broken, dead, within an hour. 
As goods when loit we know are feldom found, 

As fading glofs no rubbing can excite; 
As flow'rs when dead are trampled on 
ground, 

As broken glafs no cement can unite ; 
So beauty, blemihVd once, is ever loit, 
In fpite of phyfic, painting, pains, and coft 



the 



A Sailor having been fentenced to the Cat-o'-Nine 
Tails , nuben tied ready for PuniJbment,fpoke the 
following Lines to his Commander, who had an 
Auerfiotrtoa Cat. 
V* v your honour's command, an example I ftand 

Of" your juftice to all the (hip's crew ; 
I am hamper'd and ftript, and if I am whipr, 
*Tis no more than I own is my due. 

In this fcurvy condition, I humbly petition 

To offer fome lines to your eye : 
Merry Tom by Inch trafli once avoided the lafh, 

And, if fate and you pleafc, fo may I. 
There is nothing y 0 u hate, I'm informed, like 
a cat ; 

Why your honour's averfion is mine : 
If puis then with one tail can make your heart 
foil, 

O fave me from that which has nine 1 
N. B. He was pardoned. 



On a certain Lady's Study. 

r "po Chloe's ftudy mall we go, 
A (For ladies have their ftudies now) 

O what a fplendid fight is there! 

'Twould make the dulleft hermit ftare ; 

There Hand, all rang'd in proud array, 

Each French romance, and modern play j 
I Love's magazine of flames and darts, 
1 Whole hiftories of eyes and hearts ! 
j But, O ! view well the outward fcene, 
j You'll never need to look within ; 

What Chloe loves ihe plainly ihews, 
■ For, lo ! her very books are beaus. 



Epitaph on a Scolding Wife. 
T T REE lies my wife ; poor Molly ! let her lie: 
" She finds repoie at laft — and fo do I. 



On the frequent Defeats of the French Army in the 
lafi War. An Epigram. 

THE toaft of each Briton in war's dread alarms, 
O'er bottle or bowl, is fuccefs to our arms ; 
Attack'd, put to flight, and foon fore'd lrom 

each trench, . . 

Succefs to our legs is the toaft of the French. 



An Epigram. 

The lofty oak from a fmall acron grows, 
And to the Ikies afcends with fp reading 

boughs ; 

As years increafe, it fnades th' extended plain, 
Then, big with death and vengeance, ploughs 

' the main : 
Hence rifes fame, and fafety to our more 5 
And from an acorn fpringi Britannia's pow"r» 



The Modern Courtier. 
pnAY fay what's that which fmirking trips 
* this way, 

That powder'd thing, fo neat, fo trim, fo gay > 
Adorn'd with tambourM veil, and fpangled 
Iword, 

That fupple fervile thing ? — O that's a Lord I 
You jeft— that thing a Peer ? an Englifh Peer ? 
Who ought (with head, eifatfe, and confeience 

clear) 

a I * Either 
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Either in grave debate, or hardy fight, 
Firmly maintain a free-born people's right i 
Surely thole lords were of another breed 
Who met their monarch John at Runnemede j 
And, clad in fteel, there in a glorious hoar 
Made the em it tyrant feel the people's pow'r j 
Made him confels, beneath that awful rod, 
Their voice united is the voice of God. 



Epitaph on a beautiful and virtuous young Lady. 

Sleep foft in du(r, wait the Almighty's will, 
Then rife unchanged, and be an angel ftitL 

An Epitaph on a Poor but Honejl Man. 

Ctop, reader, here, and deign to look 
*^ On one without a name, 
Ne'er enter'*! in the ampl» book 
Of fortune or of fame. 

Studious of peace, he hated ftrife j 

Meek virtues fill'd his breait j 
His coat of arms, " a fpotlefs life," „ 

" An honeft heart" his creft. 

Quarter'ei therewith was innocence 5 

And thus his motto ran: 
u A confeience void of all offence 

u Before both God and man." 
In the great day of wrath, tho' pride 

Now fcorns his pedigree; 
Thoufands (hall wim they'd been allied 

To this great family. 



G— d blcfs me ! rive pounds ! Why the fum Is 
immenfe ! 

And for pity, mere pity! 'tis (how and pretence. 
When 1 do an alms, fame's trumpet ne'er blows* 
What my right hand is doing, my left never 
knows y 

All my gifts I beftow in fo private a way, 
That when, how, or where, no mortal can fay." 
Spintext, it is true, has fuch art to conceal 'em, 
That his parifh ne'er fee, nor the poor never 
feel 'em, V™. 
And thus he makes fure that none (hall reveal 

Epigram to a pretended Friend, and real Enemy. 

Thy hefitating tongue, and doubtful face, 
Shew all thy kindnefs to be mere grimace. 
Throw off the maik ; at once be foe or friend 5 
*Tis bale to footh, when malice is the end ; 
The rock that's feen gives the poor failor dread, 
But double-terror that which hides its head. 



H 



- An Epitaph on a wry idle Fellow, 
from Cambden. 
ere lieth one that once was born and cried, 
Liv'd feveral years, and then — and then — 
he died. 



W 



The PiSure of Slander. 
that mortal but Slander, that ferpent, hath 
ftung, [tongue ? 

Whofe teeth are fharp arrows, a razor her 

Tl»o poifon of afps her vivid lip loads, 
The rattle of makes with the fpittle of toads ; 
Her throat is an open icpulchre ; her legs 
Set hatching of vipers, and cockatrice eggs 5 
Her fting is a icorpion's ; like hyena ihe'll cry ; 
With the ear of an adder, a baiiliik's eye \ 
The mouth of a monkey, the hug of a bear, 
The head of a parrot, the chat of a hare j 
The wing of a magpye, the fnout of a hog, 
The feet of a mole, and the tail of a dog ; 
Her claw is a ty^er's, her forehead is brais, 
Witfc the hifs of a gooie, and the bray of an afs. 



On a Covetous old Par fen. 

pRiES Spintext, in i'plcen, <« This public do- 
V* nation 

Methinks favours much of vain oftentation j 
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On a T omljlonc in EffeX. 

ere lies the man Richard, 
And Mary his wife; 
Their furname was Pritch:ird ; 

They liv'd without It rife 5 
And the reafon was plain— 
They abounded in riches; 
They nor care had nor pain, 

And the wife wore the breeches. 



To Lady Mary Worthy Montague. By Mr. Pope* 

T N beauty or wit, no mortal as yet 
* To quellion your empire has dar'd ; 
But men of dilcerning- have thought that in 
learning 
To yield to a Lady was hard. 

Impertinent fchools, with mufty dull rules, 

Hare reading to females denied j 
So Panilts retuie the Bible to ule, 

Lett flocks ihould be wife as their guide. 
'Twas a woman at firft (indeed fhe was curd) 

I» knowledge that tailed delight ; 
And iages agree* the laws mould decree 

To the firlt of poiiefl'ors the right. 
Then bravely, fair dame, re fume the old claim, 

Which to your whoie fex does belong : 
And let men receive from a fecond bright Eve 

The knowledge of right and of wrong. 
But if the rirft Kve hard doom did receive, 

When only one apple had fh# 5 [you. 
What punimment new mall be found out tor 

Who, talting, have robb'd the whole tree ? 

On the Death of a IVije, a notable Scold and a 
Sireiv. By the HuJbamL 
£ liv'd one-and-twenty year 
As man and wife together ; 
I could no longer keep her here , 
She'* o <jnc _i j ci;ow no twhith< r, 

• Could 
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.Could I but guefs, I do proteft, 

I fpeak it not to flatter; 
Of all the women in the world 

I never would come at her. 
Her body is beftowed well, 

A handfome grave doth hide her; 
And lure, her ibul is not in hell — 

The devil would ne'er abide her. 
I rather think me 's foar'd aloft ; 

For in the laft great thunder « 
Methought I heard her very voice 

Rending the clouds in Hinder. 



RAMS, tec. »?3 

Whofe matter took care to teach it to fwear, 

As his miftreis had taught it to prate. 
If complaint mould be made of the place where 
he 's laid, 

Poor Betty is only in fault ; 
Poor Betty, to fave the expence of a grave, 

Thought pjroper to choole it a vault. 
To prefervc its dear fame, fortime without name, 

His miftreis, Hill kinder and kinder, - 
Declared with a tear, (he *d never come here, 

Without leaving lbmething behind her. 



The Rofe. By Mr. Philips. 

The role's age is but a day, 
Its bloom the pledge of its decay; 
Sweet in fcent, in colour bright, 
Jt blows at morn, and fades at night. 

Imitated by Dr. Swift. 
My age is not a moment's ltay, 
My birth the fame with my decay ; 
I favour ill j no colour know; 
And fade the inftant that I blow. 



A Bofion Epigram — Written in 1774. 
To the Mini/try, 

YOU 've fent a rod to Mallachuflet, 
Thinking th' Americans will bufs it ; 
But much I fear, for Britain's fake, 
That this lame rod will prove a fhake. 



fpitapb on Mr. Thomas Hammond, a Pari/b 
Clerk, a good Man, and an excellent Back- 
gammon Flayer ; who was fucceeded in bis 
Office by a Mr. Trice. 

BY the chance of the die, 
On his back here doth lie 
Our moll audible clerk, Mailer Hammond ; 
Tho' he bore mcny men, 
Till threefcore an 1 ten, 

Yet at length he by Death is back-gammon d. 
But hark ! neighbours, hark I 
Here again comes the clerk ,\ 

By a bit very lucky and nice, 
With death we 're now even ; 
He juft ltepp'd to heaven, 
, And is with us a^ain in a Trice. 



On Matrimony. An Epigram. 

Tom prais'd his friend, who chang'd his (late, 
For binding fait himfeif and Kate 
In unkm'fo divine ; 
P Wedlock 's the end of life," he cried ; 
" Too true, alas !" raid Jack, and iigh'd, 
" 'Twill be the end of mine." 



Epitaph on Lady Molefivorth, who ivas burnt to 
Death by a hire which broke out in her Divej- 
ling-Houfe, London, the ith of May, 1763. 

A peer less matron, pride of female life, 
In ev'ry itate, as widow, maid, or wife, 
Who, wedded to threefcore, prelerv'd her fame; 
She hVd a ir'hcenix, and expir'd in flame. 



An Efitaph on the Death of a favourite Parrot 
that was found in Nccc&iry-Houfe.^ 

HERE fafe lie interrd the remains of a bird, 
Who fubmits to alUonriutring late ; 



Verfes fuppofed to be written by Alexander Selkirk^ 
during his fohtary Abode in the IJland oj Juan 
Fernandez. CowPtu, 

Jam monarch of all I furvey, 
* My right there is none to difpute, 
From the centre all round to the lea, 
I am lord of the fowl and the brute. 

0 lolitude ! where are the charms 
That iages have leen in thy face ? 

Better dwell in the midit of alarms 
Than reign in this horrible place. 

1 am out of humanity's reach, 
I mult flnilh my journey alone, 

Never hear the Iweet muhc of ipeech, 

I ltart at the found of my own. 
The beafts that roam over the plain, 

My form with indifference lee; 
They are io unacquainted with man, 
Their tamenefs is ihocking to me. 

Society, friendfhip, and love, 

Divinely beltow'd upon man, 
O had I the wings of a dove, 

How loon would I talte you again \ 
My forrows I then might ailuage 

In the ways of religon and truth, 
Might learn from the wildom or age, 
And be cheer'd by the iailies of youth. 

Religion! what trcafure untold 

Relides in that heavenly word ! 
More precious than lilver and gold, 

Or all that this earth can aiford. 
But the iound of the church-going bell 

'1 hele valleys and rocks never heard, 
Ne'er Iigh'd at the lbund of a knell, 

Or lmU'd when a labbath appear'd. 

Ye winds that have made me your fp^rt 

Convey to this delblate ihore 
>ome cordial endearing report 

Of a land I lhali vine no more* 
3 1 3 M> 
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My friends — do they now and then fend 

A wiih or a thought after me ? 
O tell me I yet have a friend, 

Though a friend I am never to fee. 
How fleet is a glance of the mind ! — 

ComparM with the fpeed of its flight, 
The tempeft itfelf lags behind, 

And the fwift- winged arrows of light. 
When I think of my own native land, 

In a moment I feem to he there j 
But, alas ! recolle£tion at hand, 

Soon hurries me back to deipair. 
But the fea-fowl is gone to her neft, 

The beaft is laid down in his lair. 
Ev'n here is a feafun of reft, 

And I to my cabin repair. 
There is mercy in every place, 

And mercy, encouraging thought ! 
Gives even atfliftion a grace, 

And reconciles man to his lot. 



Ode to Peace. Cow per. 

pOME, peace of mind, delightful gueft ! 
**** Return and make tby downy nell 

Once more in this fad heart : 
Nor riches 1 nor pow'r purfue, 
Nor hold forbidden joys in view, 

We therefore need not part. 
.Where wilt thou dwell, if not with me, 
Frcm av'rice and ambition fret, 

And pleafure's fatal wiles ? 
For whom, alas ! dolt thou prepare 
The fweets that I was wont to iharc — 

The banquet of thy fmiles ? 
The great, the gay, mail they partakr 
The heaven that thou alone canit make ? 

And wilt thou quit the dream 
That murmurs through the dewy mead, 
The grove and the fequelter'd thed, 

To be a gueft with them ? 
For thee I panted, thee I prized, 
For thee I gladly iacrinVd 

Whate'er I lov'd before; 
And fhalj I fee thee ftart away, 
And helplefs, hopelels, hear thee fay— 

Farewel ! we meet no more ? 



Human Frailty. Cowter. 
txteak and irrefolute is man j 
vv The purpofe of to-day, 
Woven with pains into his plan, 
To-morrow rends away. 

The bow well bent, and fmart the fpring, 

Vice feems already (lain ; 
JSut paffion rudely (haps the firing, 

And it revives again. 

Son^e foe to his upright intent 

Finds out his weaker part j 
Virtue engages hisallent, 

But plealure wins his heart* 
z 
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EXTRACTS, Book IV. 

*Tis here the folly of the wife 

Through all his art we view; 
And while his tongue the charge denies, 

His conicience owns it true. 
Bound on a voyage of awful length, 

And dangers little known, 
A llranger to iuperior ifrtngth, 

Man vainly trults his own. 
But oart, alone can ne'er prevail 

To reach the diftant coaft; 
The breath of heaven muft lvvell the fail. 

Or all the toil is loft. 



On obfirvingfime Names of tit tit Note recorded in 

the Biograf hia Britannic a. COWPER. 
/~\ fond attempt to give a deafhjefs lot 
^ T6 names ignoble, born to be forgot ! 
In vain recorded in hiftoric page, 
They court the notice of a future age : 
Thole twinkling tiny luftres of the land 
Drop one by one from fame's neglecting hand ! 
ILethaean gulphs receive them as they fall, 
j And dark oblivion loon abforbs them all. 

So when a child, as playful children ule, 
Has burnt to tinder a ftale laft year's news, 
The flame extinct, he views the roving fire, 
There goes my lady, and there gees the Mquire; 
There goes the parfon, O illuitncus 1'park ! 
And there, icarce let's illultrious, goes the clerk. 



The Nightingale and GLw - It 'orm. Cowper. 

a Nightingale, thataU daylong 

Had cheer'd the village with his long, 
Nor yet at eve his note lulpendcd, 
Nor yet when even-tide was ended, 
Began to feel, as well he might, 
I he keen demands of appetite - f - 
When, looking eagerly around, 
He l'pusd far oh, upon the ground, 
A fomething mining in the dark, 
And knew the glow-worm by his fpark \ 
So, (looping down from hawthorn top, 
He thought to put him in his crop; 
The worm, aware of his intent, 
Harangued him thus, right eloquent: 

Did you admire my lamp, quoth he. 
As much as I your minttrehy, 
You would abhor to do me wrong, 
As much as I to fpoil your long;. 
For 'twas the ie!f-iame PowV divine 
Taught you to ling, and mctq thine, 
That you with muhc, I with bglit, 
Might beautify and cheer the night. — 
The Songiter heard his fhort oration, 
And, warbling out Ms approbation, 
Released him, as my ftory tells, 
And found a I'upper fomcwhere elfe. 

Hence jarrjng fefhries may learn 
Their real int'icft to difcern s 
That brother ihould not war with brother, ' 
And worry and devour each other, 
But ling and fhine by fweet confent, 
Till life's poor transient night is fjpent, 

Refpeclhig 
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Refpecling i n each other's eafe 
The gifts of nature and of grace. 

Thole Chriitians belt delerve the name 
Who ftudiou'ly make peace their aam j 
Peace, both the duty and the prize 
Of him that creeps and him that flies. 

On a Goldfinch Jlarved to Death in his Cage. 

Co\VP£ 

Time was when I was free as air, 
* The .thiftle's downy feed my fare, 

My drink the morning dew ; 
I perch'd at will on ev'ry tpray, 
My form genteel,, my plumage gay, 

My (trains for ever new. 
But gaudy plumage, fprightJy ftraln, 
And-fonn genteel, were all in lain, 

And of a iranlieut date ; 
£or caught and cag^.and flared to deaXb, 
In dying lighs <my little breath 

Soon pafs'd t\\e wiry grate,. , 
Thanks, gentle Twain, for all my woes, 
And thanks for this ehiclual clole 

And cure of ev ry ill 1 
More cruelty could none expreft j 
And I, if you had lhewn me Itfs, 

Had been your prifon er ftill. 

The Pine-apple and the Be*. 
r T*HE pine-apples in triple row 

Were balking hot and all in blow ; 
A bee of molt decerning talte 
Perceiv'd the fragrance as he pafs'd. 
On eager wing the fpoiler came, 
And (earch'd for crannies in the frame; 
Urg'd hit; attempt on ev'ry fide, 
To evYy pane bis trunk applied ; 
But ftill in vain, the frame was tight. 
And only pervious to the light. 
Thus having wafted half the day, 
He trimm'd his flight another way- 

Methinks, I /aid, in thee I find 
The lin and madnefs of mankind ; 
To joys forbidden man afpires, 
Conliimes his lbul with vain deliresj 
Folly the fpring of his purfuit, 
And difappointment all the fruit. 
While Cynthio ogles as Ihe palfes 
The nymph between two .chariot-glaJTes, 
She is the pine-apple, and lie 
The filly unfuccelsful bee. 
The maid who views with penfive air 
The (how-glafs fraught with glitt'riug ware, 
Sees watches, bracelets, rings, and lockets, 
But fighs at thought of empty pockets j 
i-ike thine her appetite is keen, 
But, ah, the cruel glafs between ! 

Our dear delights are often fuch, 
Expos'd to view, but not to touch i 
The fight out foolilh heart inflames 
We long for pine -apples in frames. 
With hopelefs wifh one looks and lingers, 
•One breaks the gfals, and cuts bis fingers \ 
But they whom truth and wifdom lead, 
Can gather honey from a weed 



S, Sec 



AN Oyftercaft upon tl 
Was heard, though 



The Poet, the Ojfier, and Senfitive Plant. 

CoWT£R. 

the more 
- 0 h never heard before, 
^omplairiing in a fpuKh well worded, 
And worthy thus to be recorded : 

Ah, hapiefs wretch ! condemn'd to dwell 
tor ever in my native /hell, 
Ordaij? d to move when others pleafe, 
Not for my own content or eafe, 
But tohVd and bnffctted about/ 
Now in the water, and now out. 
' rwere better to be born a ftone 
Ot ruder lhape and feeling none, 
Than with a tendernefs like mine, 
And /enlibility lb fine : 
I envy that unfeeling fhrub, 
Faft- rooted againlt ev Yy rub. 
The plant he meant grew not far off, 
And felt the fiiber w'ith fcorn enough* 
Was hurt, difgttfted, mortilied, 
And with afperity replied. 

When, cry the botanifts, and ftare, 
Did plants calTd Jenlitive grow rhere ? 
No matter when — a poet's mule is 
To make thean grow where juft me choofes- 

You fliapelefs nothing in a dilb, 
You that are bwt almoft a flu\, 
I fcorn your coarJe insinuation, 
And have molt plentiful occalioa 
To wiftimyfelf the rock I view, 
OrTuch another dolt as you. 
For many a grave and learned clerk, 
And maivy a gay unlelter'd Ipark, 
With curious touch examines irre, 
It I can feel as well as he; 
And when I bend, retire, and fltriuk, 
Says — Well, 'tis more than one would think. 
Thus life is (pent, O Ik' upon 't ! 
In being touch'cl, and crying, Doift ! 

A poet, in Jiis evening walk, • 
Ou heard an,dcheck'd this idle talk.— 
— And your fine fenfe, he laid, and yours. 
Whatever evil it indures, 
Deferves not, if fo loon offended, \ 
Much to be 1 pitied or commended. 
JDifputes, though Ihort, are far too long, 
Where both alike are in the wrong ; 
Your feelings, in their full amount, 
Are all upon your own account. 

You in your grotto-work inclos'd 
Complain of being thus exposed, 
Yet nothing feel in that rough coat, 
Save when the knife is at your throat, 
Wherever driven by wind or tide, 
Exempt from ev'ry ill belide. 

And as for you, my Lady Squeamilh, 
Who reckon evYy touch a blemilh, 
If all the plants that can be found 
Fmbellifhing the fcene around 
Should droop and wither where they grow, 
You would not feel at all* not you. 
The noblelt minds their virtue prove 
By pitv, lympathy, and love* 

3 1 4- *Thefe," 
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Thefe, tliefe are feelings truly fine, 
And prove their owner half divine. 

His cenfure reached them as he dealt it, 
And each by fhrinking lhew'd he felt it. 



A Table. 



COWPER. 



A Raven, while with glofly bread 
Her new-laid eggs (he fondly prefsM, 
And on her wicker-work high mounted 
Jltr chickens prematurely counted 
(A fault philofophcrs might bin me, 
If quite exempted from the lame), 
Enjoy'd at eafe the genial day; } 
*Twas April, as the bumpkins fay, , 
The legiflature callM it May. J 
]>ut luddenly a wind as high 
As ever fwept a winter fky 
Shook the young leaves about her cars, 
'And fiird her with a thoufand fears^ 
Left the rude blaft mould fnap the bough, 
And ipread her golden hopes below. 
But juft at eve the blowing weather, 
And all her fears, were huuVd together: 
And now, quoth poor unthinking Ralph, 
^Tis over, and the brood is fafe ; , 
(For Ravens, though as birds of omen 
They teach both conprors and old women 
To tell us what is to befal, 
Can't prophefy themfelves at all). 
The morning came, when neighbour Hodge, 
Who lonj had marked her airy lod^c, 
And delHnM all the trclfure there 
A gift to his expecting Fair. 
Climb'd like a fquirrel to his prey 
And bore the worthlefs prize away. 

MORAL. 
*Tis providence alone fecures, 
In ev'ry change, bt^th mine and yours. 
Safety confifts not in efcape 
From dangers of a frightful fhape : 
An earthquake may be bid to ipire 
The man that's ftrangled by a hair. ■ 
Fate Iteajs along with iilent tread, 
Found off nellln what leaft we dread, 
Frowns in the ftorm with angry brow, 
And in the lunlhinc ltrikes the blow. 

Tfo Love of the IV arid dete tied. Cowpe r. 
*"Piit;s fays the prophet of the Turk: 
* Goqd mulUlman, ahlt.iin from pork} 
There is a part in ev'ry lwine 
No friend or follower of mine 
M:iy talte, whatever his inclination, 
On pain of excommunication. 
—Such Mahoimt's myderious charge, 
And thus he left the point at large. 
} lad he the /inful part cxprefsd/ • . 
They might with fifcty cat the red: 
But for one piece they thought it hard 
From the whole hog to be debarred, i i 
And fet their wit at work to find 
Wiut joint the prophet had in mind, 



Much controverfy ftraigl.it arofe, 

Thefe choofe the back, the belly thole ; 

By lorn;- 'tis con fidently laid 

He meant not to forbid the head; 

While others at that doctrine rail, 

And pioufly prefer the tail. 

Thus, conscience freed from evVy clog, 

Mahometans eat up the hog. 

You laugh— 'tis well— -the tale applied 
May make you laugh on t' other fide. 
Renounce the world, the preacher cries: 
We do, a multitude replies. 
While one as innocent regards - 
A fnug and friendly game at cards; 
And' one, whatever you may fay, 
Can fee no evil in a play; 
Some love a concert, or" a r ice, 
And others, (hooting and the cbafe. 
Revil'd "and Jov'd, renoune'd and followed/ 
Thus bit by bit the world is fwallow'd : 
Each'thinks his neighbour makes too free, 
Yet likes a nice as well as he: 
With fophiftry their fauce they fweeten, 
Till quite from tail to fnout 'tis' eaten. 

The Jackduw. CowpER. 
^heri- is a bird who by his coat, 
And by the hoarlenefs of his note, 
Might be fupposM a crow 
A great frequenter of the church, 
Where bilhop-like he finds a perch 

And dormitoYy too. 
About the ltceple mines a plate. 
That turns and turns, to indicate 

From what point blows the whether; 
Look up — your brains begin to fwim, • 
'Tis in the clouds — that pleales him, 

He chooies it the rather. 
Fond of the fpeculative height, 
Thither he wings his airy Might, 

And thence fecurely fees 
The buttle and the raree-fnow 
That occupies mankind below, 

Secure and at his eafe. 
You think no doubt he fits and mnfes 
On future broken bones -and bruilcs, 

If he (hould chance to fall ; 
No, not a finglc thought like that 
Employs his philofophic pate, 

Or troubles it at all. 
He Ices that this great round-about, 
The world, with all its motley rout, 

Church, army, phyiic, law, 
Its cuitoms and its bulinefTes 
Are no concern at all of his, 

And lays, what lays he ? Caw. 
Thrice happy bird ! I too have feeri 
Much of the vanities of men, 

And, lick of having lccn 'em, 
Would cheerfully thefe limbs refigtl 
For fucll a pair of wings as thine, 
And such a head between 'em. 
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The Country Fgrforis BleJJings. 

TirouLD ye, my friends, live free from care, 
* * Attentive lend a willing earj 
While I in humble verfe relate 
The bleilings of my humble itate. 

I have a living brings in clear 
About a hundred pounds a year; 
The tythe well paid, without law flrifc, 
(I'm not encumber'd with a wife). 
A fingle church, not grand, but ntatj 
My people rather good than great; 
•A ftrong-built houfe, and pallure good, 
Where iSorrel crops his livelihood: 
A garden cloth'd with greens and fruits, 
And intermixed with ftow'ry roots ; 
A walk with well-mow'd green (ward laid, 
Where I may fmoke in fun or (hade ; 
A terrace rais'd, whence I furvey 
The market folk who pafs that v\ay j 
A fhaded bench where I may read 
pld Baker's Chronicle, or Speed : 
The neighboring clergy kind and free, 
Who give and take civility; 
Of humour good, of mirth and fen fe, 
Who o'er a c afs fome wit diipc nfe; 
(For where 's the crime to met t and prate 
Of country news and tricks of Hate ?) 
Some fecial gents of goodly worth, 
Who fcorn to boaft of wealth or birth ; 
Who ne'er aflumes the courtier's frown, 
Yet keep above the homely elewn ; 
Who love their country, king, and church, 
And in no dues the parfon lurch ; 
JVith eafe I keep a maid and n an, 
This Harry call'd, the other Nan : 
A table fieek, with pudding grae'd, 
Or plain or plum, as f\iits my taiie; 
Attended by a fav'ry dim 
Of mutton, beef, or fowl, or £fh ; 
A pile of la Had, frem and green ; 
In lummcr, fruit well pick'd and clenn ; 
Sound fparkling ale, and iometimes wine, 

When patron deigns with Vic to dine 

Oft 'o'er the fields with gun I itride, 
And faithful Banttr by my iide 5 
Then, if a mufhroom is in figl t, 
It ferves to fupper me at night ; ' 
Or elfe a veitfare or a fnipe, 
Sometimes a dilh of double tripe. 

Thus joyous do I pafs my life, 
St anger to tumult or to if n I e ; 
rlearures I feel in this blelt ltate, 
Untelt, unknown, to rich and great; 
When airy fancy mounts on wing, 
I think myfelf a fort of king ; 
My pipe my fceptrc, cup my crown, 
My elbow chair my regal throne. 



On hearing cf a Gentleman s Pocket being picked 

1 of his IVatch* 

T_7 r, that a watch would wear, this he muft do. 
r ■* Packet his watch, and \ atchhis pocket too. 



The Happy Tire -Side. 

Hp HE hearth was clean, the fire clear, 
*■ The kettle on for tea ; 
Pal emon, in his elbow chair, 

As bleft as man could be. 
Clarinda, who his heart pofTefs'd, 

And was his new-made bride, 
With head reclin'd upon his bread, 

Sat toying by his fide. 
Stretch 'd at his feet, in happy flate, 

A fav'ritc dog was laid; 
By whom a little fportive cat 

In wanton humour play'd. 
Clarinda's hand he gently prefs'd; 

She Hole an am'rous kifs, 
And, blufhing, modeltly confcfs'4 
s The fulneis of her blifs. 
Palemon, with a heart elate, 

Pray'd to Almighty Jove, 
That it might ever be his fate, 

Juft fo to live and love. 
Be this eternity, he cried, 

And let no more be given ; 
Continue thus my lov'd firc-lide, 

1 alk no other heaven. 



The Retrof/ecl of Life. 
"p iches chance may take or give ; 

Beauty lives a day, and dies ; 
Honour lulls us while we live; 

Mirth *s a cheat., and pleafure flies. 
Is there nothing worth our care, 

Time, and chance, and death, our foes 
If our joys fo fleeting are, 

Are we only tied to woes ? 
Let bright virtue anfwer, No; 

Her eternal pow'rs prevail, * 
When honours, riches, ceaie to flow, 

And beauty, mirth, and pleafure fall. 



An Invitation into the Country. 
*-pHE fwallows in their torpid ftate 
A Compofe their ufclels wing, 
And bees in hivea as idly wait 

The call of early fpring. 
The kecnelt froit that binds the ilrcam, 

The wildeit wind that blows. 
Are neither felt nor fear'd by them, 

Secure of their repofe. 
But man, all feeling and awake, 

The gloomv fcene furvey s ; 
With prefcnt'ills his heart mull ache, 

Ami pant for brighter days. 
Old winter, halting o'er the mead, 

Bids me and Mary mourn ; 
But lovely fpring peeps o'er his head, 

And whifpers your return. 
Then April, with her lifter May, 

Shall chafe him from the bovv'rs, 
And weave frdh garlands ev'ry day, 

To crown the fmiling hours. 
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And if a tear, that fpeaks regret 
Of happier, times, appear, 

A glimpie of joy that we have met 
bhall ihine, and diy the tear. 



Invitation to the feathered Race. Greaves, 

Again the balmy zephyr blows, 
Frelh verdure decks the grove ; 
3Each bird with vernal rapture glows, 
And tunes his notes to love- 

Ye gentle warblers ! hither fly, 

And ihun the noon-tide heat : 
My (hrubs a cooling fhacle fupply 3 

My groves, a (ate retreat. 
Here, freely hop from fpray to fpray, 

Or weave the molly neft ; 
Here, rove and ling the live-long day i 

At night, here lweetly relh 

Amid this cool tran (lucent riU, 

That trickles down the glade, 
Here bathe your plumes, here drink your fill, 

And revel in the lhade. 

No fchool-boy rude, to mifchief prone, 

E'er (hews his ruddy lace, 
Or twangs his bow, or hurls a ltone, 

In this lequciter'd place. 

Hither the vocal thrufli repairs ; 

Secure the linnet fings j 
The goldfinch dreads no llimy fnares - 

To clog her painted wings. 

Sad Philomel ! ah, quit thy haunt 

Yon dilbant woods among, 
And round my friendly grotto chant 

Thy lweetly plaintive fong. 

Xet not the harmlefs red-breaft fear, 

Domeltjc bird, to come, 
And feek a fure alylum here, 

With one that loves his home. 

My trees for you, ye artlefs tribe ! 

Shall ltorc of fruit prelerve : 
O ! let me thus your friendlhip bribe ; 

Come, feed, without relerve. 

For you thefc cherries I protect, 

To you thefe plums belong ; 
Sweet is the fruit that you have pcckM, 

But fwecter far your long. 
Let then this league betwixt us made 

Our mutual intertills guard : 



Mine be the gift of fruit and lhade ; 
Your longs be nny reward. 



O 



Addrefs to a Nightingale. Thomson. 
Nightingale! belt poet of the grove, 
That plaintive itrain can ne'er belong to thee, 
Bleft in the full poiTeiiion of thy love : 

0 lend that drain, fweet Nightingale! to me. 
'Tis mine, alas! to mourn my wretched fate : 

1 love a maid who all my jpofom charms, 
Yet lofe my days without this lovely mate ; 

Inhuman Fortune keeps her from my arms. 
You, happy birds ! by nature's limple laws 

Lead your loft liVcs, fultain'd by nature's fare j 
You dwell wherever roving Fancy draws, 

And love and fong is all your plcafing care: 
But we, vain Haves of int'relt and of pride, 

Dare not be bielr, left envious tongues fhould 
blame ; 

And hence in vain I languifh for my bride: 
O mourn with me, Iweet bird ! my haplefs flame. 

RETALI ATI O N s 
A Poem. Goldsmith. 
THE tit.e and nature of this Poem fhew that it 
owed its birth to fome preceding circumjlances of y 
feflive ?nerrimtnt, which from the wit of the 
company , and the very ingenious Author's peculiar 
oddities, were probably enlivened by fame poignant 
firokes of humour. This piece was only intended 
for the Voder's private amufement, and that nf 
the particular friends who were its fubjecl\ and 
be unfortunately did not live to revife, or even 
fni/h it y in the manner which he intended. The 
public have, however, already Jhewn how mucb 
they were pleafed with its appearance, even in 
its prcfent form. 
r\F old, when Scarron his companions invited, 
^ Each guelt brought his dilh, and the feahV 

was united j [fifti 
If our * landlord fupplies us with beef and with 
Let each gueft bring himfelf, and he brings the 
belt dilh : 

Our f Dean (hall be venifon, juft frefli from the 

plains ; 

Our I Burke lhall be tongue, with a garnim of 
brains; [flavour; 
Our S Will lhall be wild-fowl, of excellent 
And || Dick with his pepper lhall heighten their 

•favour: 

Our f Cumberland's fweet-bread its place fliaU 
obtain, 

And • 'Douglas is pudding, fubftantial and plain; 



• The matter of the St. James's Coflcc-houfc, where the Doctor, and the friends he has characterized in 
this poem, heM an occafional club. 

f Dodor Barnard, Dean of Derry in Ireland, author of many ingenious pieces. 

♦ Mr. Edmund P.urke, member for Wcndover, and one of the grdateft orators in this kingdom. 
t> Mr. William Burke, late Secretary to General Conway, and member for Bedwin. * 

|] Mr. Richard ljurke, Collector of Granada, no lefs rem.it table in the walks of wit and humour rhanliis 
fcrpthtfr Edmund Burke is juftly diftinyuiflied in all the branches of ufeful and polite literature, 

*| Author of the Weft Indian, Fashionable hover, The Brothers, and other dramatic pieces. 

Doctor Douglil, Canton or Windfor, an ingenious Scotch gentleman, who has no lefs diitinguiflied him- 
fell H a Citizen of the World, tlnn a f>und Critic, In detecting feveral literary miftakes, or rather forgeries, 
ot his c-untrymeo:,. .particularly Lauder on M.-hon, md 3ow:r' Hiitorj of the Popes. 

Our 
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What fpints were his, what wit and what whim, 
Now breaking a jeft,and now breaking a limb ^[ ; 
Nowwranglingandgrumblingto keep up the ball, 



Our * Garrick's a fallad, for in him we fee 
Oil, vinegar, ftigar, and ialtnefs agree : 
To make out the dinner, full certain I am 

That f Ridge is anchovy,and J Reynolds is lamb, Now teaiing and vexing, yeflaughingat all 
That § Hickey's a capon; and by the fame rule I In ihort, lb provoking a devil was Dick, 
Magnanimous Goldfmith a gooieberry fooli iThat we willed him tull ten times a day at Old 
At a dinner fo various, at Inch a repaid, Nick ; 

Who 'd not be a glutton, and Hick to the lad > But, milling his mirth and agreeable vein, 
Here, waiter, more wine, let me lit while I Suable, As often we winYd to have Dick back again. 
Till all my companions link under the table; | Here Cumberland lies, having acled his parts. 
Then with chaos and blunders encirlingmy head The Terence of England, the mender of hearts j 



Let me ponder, and tell what I thinkof the dead. 
Here lies the good Dean, re-united to earth, 



A flattering painter, who made it his care 
To draw men as they ought to be, not as they are. 



If he had any faults, he has left us in doubt, 
At lead in fix weeks I could not find 'em out; 
Yetfomehavedeclar'd.anditcan'tbe denied 'em, 
That fly-boots was curfedly cunning to hide 'em. 

Here lies our good Edmund, whofe genius 

was fuch 

We fcarcely can praifeit or blame it too much; 
W1k>, born for the Univerfe, narrow'd his mind, 
And to party gave up what was meant for man- 
kind. 

Tho' fraught with all learning, yet draining his 
throat 

To perfuade || Tommy Towndiend to lend him 
a vote ; [fining, 
Who, too deep for his hearers, dill went on re- 
And thought of convincing, while they thought 
of dining; 

Tho' tqual to all things, for all things unfit, 
Too nice for a date I man, too proud for a wit : 
For a patriot too cool ; for a d"rudge,difobedient ; 
And too fond of the right to purfue the expedient. 
In ihort, "twas his fate, unemployed or in place, 
Sir, 

To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor. 
Here lies honed Wih'lam, whofe heart was a 
mint, 

While the owner ne'er knew half the good that 
was in 't; 

The puple of impulfe, it fore'd him along, 
His conduct dill right, with his argument wrong; 
Still aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam, 
The coachman was tipfy,the chariot drove home: 
Would you afk for his merits, alas ! he had none; 
Wiut was good was fpontaneous, his faults were 
his own. 

Here lies honed Richard, whofe fate I mud 
figh at, 

Alas, that fuch frolic fhould now be fo quiet! 



Who mix'd reafon with pleafure, and wifdojn 'His gallants areall faultlefs, his women divine') 
with mirth : And comedy wonders at beim;- fo hne; 

Like a tragedy queen he has Jizen'd her out, 
Or rather like tragedy giving a rout. 
His fools have their follies ib lod in a crowd 
Of virtues and feelings, that folly grows proud, 
And coxcombs alike in their failings atone, 
Adoptinghis portrait* arepleas'd with their own. 
Say, where has our poet this malady caught, 
Or wherefore fiis characters thus without fault ? 
Say, was it, that vainly directing r.is* view 
To find out men's virtues, and finding them few, 
Quite fick of purfuing each troublefome elf, 
He grew lazy at lad, and drew from himielf r 

Here Douglas retires from his toils to relax. 
The fcourge of impodors, the terror of quacks j 
Comeall y e quack bards,and ye quackingdivines , 
Come and dance on the fpot where your tyrant 
reclines. 

When Satire and Cenfure encircled his throne, 
I fear'd for your fafety, I fear'd for my own ; 
But now he is gone, and we want a detector, 
Our Dodds (hall be pious, our Ken ricks mall 
lecture ; 

Macpheribn write bombad, and call it a ftyle; 
Our Townfhend make lpeeches •> and I Ihall 
compile ; [over, 
NewJLauders and Bowers the Tweed mall crols 
No countryman living their tricks to difcover; 
Detection her taper ihall quench to a ipark, 
And Scotchman meet Scotchman and cheat in 
the dark. 

Here lies David Garrickjdefcribc him'whocan? 
An abridgment of all that was pk-afant in mini 
As an actor, confed without rival to fhine, 
As a wit, if not fird, in the very fird line * 
Yet with talents like theie, and an excellent 
heart, 

The man had his failings, a dupe to hif art ; 
Like an ill-judging beauty his colours he fpreart, 
And beplalter d with rouge his own natural red. 



* David Garrick, Efq. joint Fatentee and acting Manager of the Theatre Royal, Drury Lane. 

t Counlellor John Ridge, a gentleman belonging to the Irifli bar, the relifh of whofe agreeahle 
and pointed convcriation is admitted, by all his acquaintance, to be very properly compared to the 
above fauce. 

J Sir Jortiua Reynolds, Prelident of the Royal Academy. 
J An eminent Attorney. 

|| Mr. T. Townfhend, member for Whitchurch. 

f Mr. Richard Burke. This gentleman having (lightly fractured one of his arms and legs at 
different limes, the Doclor has rallied him on tlwie academy a* a kind of rciribuuv>e judice for 
breaking his jefts upon other pvoplc. 

On 
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On the ltage he was natural, fjmple, affeftingj 
^Twas only that when he was off he was acling j 
With no reafon on earth to «o out of his way, , 
He turn'd and he varied full ten times a day; 
Tho' fecure of our hearts, yet confoundedly flck 
If they were not his own by fin effing and trick j 
He call off his friends as a huntfman his pack, 
Por he knew when he pleasM he could wlultle 
them back. 

Of praifea mere glutton,he fwallowM what came, 
And the purfofa dunce he miftook it for fame ; 
Till his relifh grown callous, almoit to difeafe, 
Who pepper'd the higheft was fure to pleafe. 
J*ut let us be candid, and fpeak out our mind, 
If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind. 
Ye Kenricks, ye Kellys, and Woodfalls lb grave, 
What a commerce was yours, while you got 

and you gave ! 
How did Grub-ftreet re-echo the fhouts that 

you rais'd, [praisM ! 

While he was be-RofciusM, and you were be- 
But peace to his fpirit, wherever it flies, 
To afi as an angel, and mix with the Ikies ! 
Thofe poets who owe their beft fame to his Ikill, 
Shall itill be his flatterers, go where he will j 
Old Shakfpeare receive him with praifeand with 

love, 

And Beaumonts and Bens be his Kellys above. 
Here Hickey reclines, a molt blunt, plealant 

creature. 

And (lander jtielf muft allow him good-nature: 
He cherihYd hisfriend,and he reliuYd'a bumper; 
Yetone fault he hadjand that one wasathumper: 
Perlians you may aflc if the man was a miicr ? 
I anfwer, No, no, for he always was wifer : 
Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly flat r 
His very worlt foe can't accufe him ot that. 
Perhaps he confided in men as they go, 
And iq was too fooliihly honelt ? — Ah no! [yey 
Then what was his failing ? come tell it,and burn 
He was, could he help it ? a fpecial attorney. 

Here Reynolds is laid ; and, to tell you my 
Hehasnot left a wifer or betterbebind : [mind, 
His pencil was ftriking, refiftlcfs, ancl grand; 
His mamters were gentle, complying, and bland ; 
Still born to improve us in every p.ti t, 
y t \s pencil our faces, his manners our heart: 
'ro coxcombs averfe, yet molt civilly fleering, 
When they judg'd without lkill he was ftill 

hard of hearing: . 
When they talked of their Raphaels, Corregios. 

and ftutf, 

He fhifttd his * trumpet, and only took fnufV. 

LINES from Dr. Barnard, Dean of Derry, to 
Dr. Goldsmith and Mr. Cumberland, 
la ii Noll and dear Dick, fmce you 'vemade 
us lb merry, . [ry ! 

Accept the beft thanks of the poor Dean of Dcr- 
Tho' I here nluit confefs that your meat and 
your wine 

Are not quite to my tafte, thou' they 're both 
v veiymiw; 
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For merry a liquor monadic, you own ; 
Now there 's nothing I hate lb— as drinking; 
alone : 

It may do for your monks, or your curates and 
vicars ; [quorsv 
But, for my part, I 'm fond of more fociable li- 
Your venilbn's delicious, tho' two fweet your 
fauce is — 

Sed non ego maculis offendar paucis. [dim up 
So foon as you pleafc, you may ferve me your 
But inftead of your merry, pray make me a 

bifbopl 



On Dr. GOLDS MIT H'j Cbaraclenfkal 
Cookery. A Jeu Efprit. 

Ey D. Garrick, Efq. 
are thefe the choice dimes the Doctor has 
^ fent us ? [us ? 

Is this the great poet whofe works fo content 
This Goldfnr th's fine feaft, who has written fine 
hooks ? [cooks* 
Heaven fends us good meat — but the Devil fends 
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JUPITER and MERCURY. A Fable. 

Written fome Time fmce. Garrick. 
ere, Hermes, fays Jo-ve, who with nec~ta r 
was mellow, [ fellow \ 

Go fetch me fome clay — I will make an odd 
Right or wrong lhall be jumbled — much gold 
and fome drofs ; [crofs. 
Without caulebe he pleas'd, without caufe be he 
Be fure, as I work, to throwin contradictions, 
A great love of truth,yet a mind turn'd to fictions: 
Now mix thefe ingredients, which, warmM in 
the baking, 

Turn to learning , and gaming, religion, and raking* 
With the love of a wench, let his writings be 
chafte ; 

Tip his tongue with ftrange matter, his pen with 

fine taite ; 

That the rake and the poet o'er all may prevail, 
Set fire to the head, and let fire to the tail : 
Forthcjoy of each lex, on the world I '11 beltowit, 
This Scholar, Rake, Chrijlian, Dupe, Gamefler> 
and Poet : 

Tho* a mixture lb odd, he mall merit great fame, 
And among brother mortals — be Goldsmith 

.his name ! 

When on earth this ftrange meteor no more mall 
appear, [here ! 

You, Hermes x (hall fetch him to make us iporc 



Tbi Lamentation of Glumdalclitcii for the 
Lofs oj Grildrig. 

A Papral. Gay. 

qoon asGlu ndalc^tch mifs'd her plea (ing care, 
^ She wept, msblubber'd, and Ihe tore her hair. 
No Britilh mils fsnctrer grief has known, 
t-ier lqui.rcl milling, or her ipaiiow tiow u. 

Sir JoHiua RcjnoUs v. as fo reraarlubly deaf as to bcu.idcr th: neceflley of ufmg an eai-tiumpet in comp^v. 

She 
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She furl'd her (ampler, and haul'd in her thread, 1 « And inall I fet rhcc on my hand no more, 
And ftuck her needle into Grildrig's bed ; j « To fee thee leap the lines, and twverfe o'er 
Then Ipread her hands, and with a bounce let « My fpacious palm ? of itature fcarce a fpan, 
Her baby, like the giant in Guildhall. [tall « Mimic the adions of' a real man } 
In peals of thunder now (he roars, and now 
She gently whimpers like a lowing cow j 
Jet lovely in her iorrow ltill appears t 
Her locks dilhevell'd, and her flood of tears, 
Seem like the lofty barn of ibme rich fvvain. 
When from the thatch drips fail a fhow'r of 
rain. 

In vain Hie fearch'd each cranny of the houfe, 
Each gaping chink impervious to a moule. 



* Was it for this ((he cried) with daily care 
u Within thy reach I let the vinegar; 

And tilled the cruet with the acid tide, 
** While pepper-water worms thy bait lupplied. 
" Were twin'd the lilver eel around thy hook, 

* And all the little monfters of the brook ? 

* Sure in that lake he dropp'd: my Grilly's 

■ drown'd." 
She dragg'd the cruet, but no Grildrig found. 
" Vain is thy courage, Gritty, vain thy boalt: 

* But little creatures enterprlie the molt. 

* Trembling I've feen thee dare the kitten's paw, 

■ Nay mix with children as they plav \i at taw, 
u Nor fcar'd the marbles as they bounding new ; 

* Marbles to them, hut rolling rocks to you. 

11 Why did I trutr. thee with that giddy youth? 
m Who from a page can never learn the truth r 
€< Vers'd in court-tricks, that money-loving boy 
" To fome lord's daughter fold the living toy ; 
g Or rent him limb from limb, in cruel play, 

* As children tear the wings of flies away. 

u From place to place o'erBrobdignag I'll roam, 
u And never will return or bring thee home. 
u But who hath eyes to trace thepafling wind? 

* How then thy fairy footlleps can I find? 
" Doft thou, bewilder'd, wander all alone 

" In the green thicket of a molfy itone ; 

" Or tumbled from thetoadltoorsflippery round, 

■ Perhaps, all maim'd, lie grovelling on the 

ground ? I 
''Doll thou imbofom'd in the lovely rofe, 
u Or funk within the peach's down, repofe? 
4t Within the king-cup if thy limbs are fpread, 
" Or in the golden cewllip's velvet head, 

■ 0 flicw me, Flora, 'midlt thole fweets the flow'r 
" Where fleeps my Grildrig in this fragrant 
j| ; " bow'r! 

" But, ah ! I fear thy little fancy roves 

* On little females, and on little loves, 

* Thy pigmy children, and thy tiny fpoufe, 

■ The baby playthings that adorn thy houfe, 
H Doors, windows, chimneys, and the fpacious 

" rooms, 

* Equal in fize to cells of honey-combs; 
¥ Halt thou for thefe now ventur'd from the 

« ihore, 

" Thy bark a bean-fhell, and a draw thy oar ? 

* Or, in thy box now bounding on the main, 
" Shall I ne'er bear thylelf and houfe again ? 



" No more behold thee turn my watch's key, 
" As feamen at a capltcrn anchors weigh? [tread, 
" How wait thou wont to walk with cautious 
u A«difh of tea, like milk -pail, on thy head ! 
M How chafe the mite that bore thy cheeleaway, 
u And keep the rolling maggot at a bay !" 
She (aid ; but broken accents ftopp'd her voice, 
Soft as the fpeaking trumpet's meflew noife. 
She fobb'd a flonn, and wip'd her flowing eyes, 
Which feemM like two broad funs in miiiy flcies, 
,0 fquander net thy grief; thole tears command 
To weep upon our cod in Newfoundland : 
The plenteous pickle lhall prererve the rilh, » 
And Europe talte thy.forrows in a dilh. 



A Receipt for Jieiving Veal. Cay^ 
HPake a knuckle of veal ; 
A You may buy it or Ileal : 
In a few pieces cut it, 
In a Hewing pan put it, 
Salt, pepper, and mace 

Mull ieafon this knuckle; 
Ther\ * what 's join'd to a place, 

With other herbs muckle; 
That which kWVd king f Will j 
And what never J ltands (till. 
Some § fprigs of that bed 
Where children are bred ; 
Which much you will mend, if 
Both fpinach and endive, 
And lettuce, and beet, 
With marygoJd meet. 
Put no water at all, 
For it maketh things fmall ; 
Which left it mould happen, 
A clofe cover clap on. 
Put this pot of || Wood'6 metal 
In a hot boiling kettle, 
And there let it be 

(Mark the doctrine I teach) 
About — let me fee — 

Thrice as long as you preach f . 
So Ikimming the flit off, 
Say grace with your hat off. 
O, then ! with what rapture 
Will it fill dean and chapter! 



* Vulgo, falary 



♦ Suppofed forrcl. 



§ Parfley. Vide Chamberlayne. 
% Which wc furpofc W U n:u four hour.. 
6 



Spring. An Ode. Dr. Johnson. 
Qtern Winter now, by Spring repnl^d, 
^ P'orbears the lung continued 11 rife j 
And nature, on her naked breaft 

Delights to catch the gales of life. 
Now o'er the rural kingdom roves 

Soft Pleafure with her laughing train ; 
Love warbles in the vocal groves, 
And vegetation plants the plain. 

% This is by Dr. Rentley thought to be time cr thynr- 
Of this compolkion, fee the Wark9 of the Copprr farthing Dean. 

Unhappy 



Unhappy whom to beds of pain 

Arthritic * tyranny configns ! 
Whom lmiling nature courts in vain, 

Tho' rapture fings, and beauty mines ! 

Yet tho* my limbs difeafe invades, 

Her wings imagination tries, 
And bears me to the peaceful fhades 

Where — \s humble turrets rife* 

Here flop, my Ibul, thy rapid flight, 
Nor from the pleafing groves depart, 

Where firil threat nature charmM my light, 
Where wffdom rirft inform'd my heart. 

Here let me thro' the Yales purfue 

A guide — a father— and a friend ; \ 

Once more great nature's works review, 
Qnce more on wifdonTs voice attend. 

From falfe carets, caufelefs ih ifc, 
Wild hope, vain fear, alike removed \ 

Here let me learn the u(e of life, 

When bell enjoy d, when molt improv'd. 

Teach me, thou venerable bow'r, 

Cool meditation's quiet feat, 
The generous fcorn of venal powY, 

The filent grandeur of retreat. 
When pride by guilt to greatnefs climbs, 

Or raging factions ru£h to war, 
Here let me learn to ihun the crimes 

I can 't prevent, and will not lhare. 

But left I fall by fubtler foes,. 

Bright wifdom, teach me Curio's art 
The fwelling paflions to eoinpo(e, 

And quell the rebels of the heart. 

Ttt MIDSUMMER S WISH. An Ode. 

Dr. Johnson. 

OPhokbus ! down the weftem iky 
Far hence diffufe thy burning ray j 
Thy light to diftant worlds iupply, ' 

And" wake them to the cares of day. 
Come gentle eve, the friend of eafe ! 

Come Cynthia, lovely queen of night ! 
Refreih mc with a codling breeze, 

And cheer mc with a lambent light. 
Lay me where o'er the verdant ground 

Her living carpet nature fpreads; 
Where thegrecn bow'r, with roles crown'd, 

In (how Ys its fragrant foliage iheds. 
Improve the peaceful hour with wine, 

Let IMlfic die along the grove ; 
Around the bowl let myrtles twine, 
And eve'ry drain be tun'd to love. 
Come, Stella, queen of all my heart-! 

Come, born to fill its valt deliresl I 
Thy looks perpetual jovs impart^ 

Thy voice perpetual love inipires. 
Whilft, all my wifli nnd thine complete. 

By turns we langl\i<h md we burn, 
let lighing gates our figha repeat, 

Our murmurs— murmuring brooks return. 
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Let me, when nature calls to reft, 
And blnfhing Ikies the morn foretel, 

Sink on the down of Stella's breaft, 
And bid the waking world farewel. 



AUTUMN. An Ode. 

Dr* Johnson, 
A las ! with fWift and filent pace 

Impatient time rolls on the year; 
The feafons change, and nature's face 

Now iweetly fmiles, now frowns fevere. 
'Twas Spring, 'twas Summer, all was gay, 

Now Autumn bends a cloudy brow j 
The flow'rs of Spring are fwept away, 

And Summer fruits defert the bough. 
The verdant Feaves that play'd on high, 
. And wan ton \1 on the weftem breeze, 
Now trod in duft neglected lie, 
As Boreas ltrips the bending trees. 

The fields that wav'd with golden grain, / 

As ruflfet heaths are wild and bare, 
jNot moift with dew, but drenchVl in rain j 
I Nor heal tli nor pleafure wanders there. 

No more, while thro' the midnight lhade 
1 Beneath the moon's pale orb I ftray, 
.Soft pleafing woes my heart invade, 
As Progne pours the melting lay. 
From this capricious clime me foars, 

O would fome god but wings fupply ! 
To where each morn the Spring reflores, 

Companion of her flight I'd fly. ' 
Vain wifh ! me fate compels to bear 
The downward feafons iron reign, 
Compels to breathe polluted air, 
And Oliver on a blalted plain. 

What blifs to life can Autumn yield, 
If glooms, and ihow'rs, and dorms prevail; 

And Ceres flies the naked field, 
And flow'rs, and fruits, and Phoebus fail f 

O ! what remains, what lingers yet, 

To cheer me in the darkening hour ? 
The ^nipe remains, the friend of wit, 

In love and mirth of mighty pow'r. 
Halle, prefs the cluftcrs, fill the bowlj 

Apollo, ihoot thy parting ray: 
This c;ives the lunlhine of the ioul, 

This god of health, and vcrfe, and day. 
Still, ltill the jocund ilrain mall flow, 

The pulle with vigorous rapture beat j 
My Stella with new charms lhall glow, 

And every blifs in wine (hall meet. 



WINTER. An Ode. 

Dr. Johnson. 
vro more the morn, with tepid rays, 
^ Unfolds the liow'r of various hue ; 
Noon fpreads no more the genial blaze, 
Nor gentle eve diltils the dew. 



The author being 111 of the gout. 



The 
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The lingering hours prolong the night; 

Ufurping darknefs (hares the day, 
Her milts reilrain the force of light; 

And Phccbus holds a doubtful fway. 
Ey gloomy twilight half reveal'd, 

With iighs we view the hoary hill, 
The leaflets wood, Che naked field, 

The fnow-topt cot, the frozen rill. 
No mufic warbles thro" 1 the grove, 

No vivid colours paint the plain ; 
No more with devious iteps I rove 

Thro' verdant paths now fought in rain. 
Aloud the driving tempeft roars, 

Congeal'd, impetuous Ihow'rs defcend; 
Hilte, clofe the window, bar the doors, 

Fate leaves me Stella, and a friend. 

In nature's aid let art fupply 

With light and heat my little fphere; 
Roul'e, roufethe fire, and pile it high; 

Light up a conliellation here. 
Let muik found the voice of joy, 

Or mirth repeat the jocund tale; 
Let love his wanton wiles employ, 

And o'er the legion wine prevail. 
Yet time life's dreary winter brings, 

When mirth's gay tail ihall pleale no more> 
Nor mufic charm, though Stella lings; • 

Nor love, nor wine, the Spring reitore. 
Catch then, O catch, the tranlient hour; 

Improve each moment as it flies. 
Life s a fhort Summer — man a rlow'r; 

He dies — alas! how loon he dies! 



An EVENING ODE. To Stella. 

Dr. Johnson. 
T? vening now from purple wings 

Sheds the grateful gifts (he brings; 
Brilliant drops bedeck the mead, 
Coolingbreezes lhake the reed; 
Shake the reed, and curl the ftreara 
Silver'do'er with Cynthia's beam; 
Near the chequer'd lonely grove 
Hears and keeps thy fecrets, love. 
Stella, thither let us ltray, 
Lightly o'er the dewy way. 
Phoebus drives his burning car 
Hence, my lovely Stella, far; 
In his Head, the queen of night 
Round us pours a lambent light ; 
Light that feems but juit to (hew 
Brealts that beat, and cheeks that glow. 
Let us now, in whifper'd joy, 
Evening's lilent hours employ ; 
Silence belt, and confeious (hades, 
Pleafe the hearts that love invades: , 
Other pleafures give them pain, 
Lovers all but love difdain. 

The NATURAL BEAUTY; To Stella. 

Dr. Johnson. 

Whethfr Stella's eyes are found 
Fix'd on earth or glancing round, 



RAMS, &c. $&$ 

If her face with pleafure glow, 

If (he iigh at others' woe, 

if her ealy air exprefs 

Confeious worth or foft diftrefs, 

Stella's eyes and air, and face, 

-Charm with undimimih'd grace. , 

If on her we fee difplay'd 
Pendant jjems, and rich brocade j 
If her chintz witlvlels expence 
Flows in eafy negligence; 
Still flie fights tlTe confeious flame, 
Still her charms appear the fame j 
If me (hikes the vocal ltrings, 
If me '9 lilent, fpeaks, or Tings, 
If (lie lit, or if lbe move, 
Still we love, and ftill* approve. 

Vain the cafual, tranlient glance, 
Which alone can* pleafe fey chance, 
Beauty which depends oft art, 
Changing with the changing hearty 
Which demands the toilet's aid, 
Pendant gems, and rich brocade. 
I thofe charms alone can prize 
Which from conflant nature rife. 
Which nor circumitance nor drels 
E'er can make or more or lefs. 



The V unity of H r ealtk. Dr. Johnson'. 

vjo more, thus brooding o'er yon heap, 
^ With Avarice painful vigils keep; 
Still unenjoy'd the prefent (tore, 
Still endlefs fighs are breath'd for more. 
() quit the (hadow, catch the prize, 
Which not all India's treafure buys ! 
To purchafe heaven has gold the pow'r? 
Can gold remove the mortal hour ? 
In life can love be bought with gold ? 1 
Are friendship's pleafures to be (old ? 
No — all that's worth a wifh, a thougLt, 
Fair virtue gives unbrib'd, unbou^ht, 
Ceafe then on trafh thy hopes to bind, 
Let nobler views engage thy mind. 
With fcience tread the wondrous way, 
Or learn the Mufes' moral lay; 
In focial hours indulge thy foul, 
Where mirth and temperance mix the bowl; 
To virtuous love relign thy breaft, 
And be, t>y blefling beauty, bleft. 

Thus talte the feaft by nature fpread, 
Ere youth and all its joys are fled ; • 
Come talte with me the balm of life, 
Secure from pomp, and wealth, and ftrife. 
I boalt whate'er for man was meant, 
In health, and Stella, and content; 
And l'corn (0 let that fcorn be thine!) 
Mere things of clay that dig the mine. 



To Mifs , on her giving the Author a 

Gold' and Silk Net -work Purfe of her c<wn 
weaving . Dr. Johnson. 

Though gold and filk their charms unite 
To make thy curious web delight, 

In 



864 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 



Book IV. 



In vain the varied work would mine 
If wrought by any hand but thine $ 
Thy hand, that knows the lubtler art 
To weave thole nets that catch the heart. 

Spread out by me, the roving coin 
Thy nets may catch, but not confine; 
Nor can I hope thy filken chain 
The glittering vagrants (hall reftrain. 
Why, Stella, was it then decreed, 
The heart once caught mould ne'er be freed? 



To Lyce, an elderly Lady. Dr. Johnson. 

Ye Nymphs whom Harry rays invelt, 
By flattering poets given, 
Who ihine by laviih lovers drefl 

In all the pomp of heaven ! 
Engrofs not all the beams on high 

Which gild a lover's lay ;% 
But, as your lifter of the iky, 
Let Lyce mare the praife. 
Her filver locks difplay the moon, 

Her brows a cloudy lhow. 
Strip' d rainbows round her eyes are feen, 

And fhow'rs from either flow. 
Her teeth the night with darknefs dyes. 

She 'g ftarr'd with pimples o'er ; 
Her tongue like nimble lightning plies, 

And can with thunder roar. 
But fome Zelinda, while I fing, 

Denies my Lyce mines: 
And all the pens of Cupid's wing 

Attack my gentle lines. 
Yet fpite of fair Zelinda's eye, 

And all her bards exprefs, 
My Lyce makes as good a Iky, 
And I but flatter lefs. 

Epitaph on Sir Thomas Hanmer. Dr. Johnson. 

rpHOu who furvey'fl: thefe walls with curious 
X eye, 

Paufe at this tomb where Hanmer's afhes lie: 
His various worth through varied life attend, 
And learn hisvirtucswhilethoumourn'ft his end 

His force of genius burn d in early youth 
With lhiritofknowledge,3iid with loveof truth; 
His learning, jom'd with each endearing art, 
Charm'dev'ry ear, and gain'd on ev'ry heart. 

Thus early wile th' endanger'd realm to aid, 
His country call'd him from the lludious made: 
In life's firir bloom his public toils began. 
At once commented the fenator and man! 

In bufinefs dext'rous, weighty in debate, 
Thrice ten lone years he laboured for the (late: 
In every fpeech perfuafive wifdom'd flowed, 
In every ac~t refulgent virtue glow'd; 
Sufpended faction ceas'd from rage and flrife 
To hear his eloquence, and praiie his life. 

Kefiftlefs merit fix'd the Senate's choice, 
Who luiPd him Speaker with united voice. 
Illuftrious age! how bright thy glomes more. 
When Hanmer fill d the chair— and Anne the 
throne ! 



Then when dark arts oblcur'd each fierce de- 
bate, 

When mutual frauds perplex'd the mazeofflate, 
The Moderator firmly mild appear'd, 
Beheld wit 11 love, with veneration heard. 

This taflc performed, he fought Ho gainful poft, 
Nor wifVd to glitter at his country's coft : 
StricT: on the right he fix VI his fteadfaft eye, 
With temperate zeal, and wife anxiety ; 
Nor e'er from Virtue's paths was lur'd afide, 
To pluck the flow'rs of pleafure or of pride. 
Her gifts defpis'd, Corruption blulh'd and fled $ 
And fam'd purfued him where Conviction led. 
Age caU"d at length his active mind to reit, 
With honours fated, and with cares opprelt: 
To letter'd eale retir'd, and honeft mirth, 
To rural grandeur and domeltic worth: • 
Delighted It ill to pleafe mankind, or mend, 
The patriot's fire yet fparkled in the friend. 

CalmConfcicnccthen his former life furvey'd, 
And recollected toils endear'd the made; 
Till Nature call'd him to the general doom, 
And Virtue's forrow dignified his tomb. 



SONNETS f,y WARTON. 
Written at Wynjlade in Ham^Jhire. 

yn'YNSLADE, thy beech-capt hills, with 
V waving grain [lawn, 

Mantled, thy chequer' d views of wood and 
Whilom could charm, or when the gradual 
dawn 

Can the grey mift with orient purple (bin. 
JDy Evening glimmer'd o'er tire folded train: 
Her fa: reit landlkips whence my Mule has 
drawn, 

Too free with finale courtly phrafe to fawn, 
Too weak to try the bulking itately 'ftrain. 
Yet now no more thy flexes of beech and corn, 

Nor views invite, fince he far diftant itrays 
With whom I trae'd their fweets at eve and 
morn, 

From Albion far, to cull Hcfperian bays; 
In this alone they pleafe, huwe'er forlorn, 
That (till they can recal thole happier days. 

On Bathing. ' 

T^Then late the trees were (Mpt by winter 
V¥ pale; 

You ng Health, a dryad-maid in vefture green, 

Or like the forelt's iilver-quiver'd queen, 
On airy uplands met the piercing gale ; 
And, ere its earlieft echo (hook" the vale, 

Watchinj'the hunter's joyoushom was feen. 

But iincc, gay -thron'd in fiery chariot fhecn, 
Summer has imote each daily-dappled dale; 
She to the cave retires, high-archM beneath 

The fount that laves proud Kis'tow'tedbnm; 
And now all glad the temperate air to breathe, 

While codling drops diitil from arches dim, 
Binding her dewy locks with fedgy wreath, 

She fits amid the quire of Naiads trim. 

Written 
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Written in a Blank Leaf of Dug J ale's Mofiaficon 
)tr.M not devoid of elegance the (age, 

By Fancy's genuine feelings unbeguil'd, 
Of painful Pedantry the poring child, [page, 
Who turns of thefe proud domes th' hiftoric 
Now funk by Time and Henry's fiercer rage. 

Think'llthou the warbling Mufes never fmil'd 
On his lone hours? Ingenious views engage 

His thought on themes unclaflic falfefy llyl'd, 
Intent. While cloilter'd Piety difplays 

Her mouldering roll, the piercing eye explores 
New manners, and the pomp of elder days, 
Whence culls the penfive bard his pidur'd 
(lores. 

Nor rough nor barren are the winding ways 
Of hoar Antiquity, but (Irewn with" flow'rs. 



Written at Stonebenge. 
O^HOU nobleft monument of Albion's ifle ! 
1 Whether by Merlin's aid, from Scythia's 
(hore 

To Amber's fatal plain Pendragon bore, 
Huge frame of giant hands, the mighty pile, 
T' entomb his Briton's (lain by Hengi it's guile *» 
Or Druid prieits, fprinkled with human gore, 

Taught'mid thy mafly maze their myftic lore: 
Or Danilh chiefs, enrich'd with favage fpoil, 
To victory's idol vail, an unhewn (hrine, 

Rear'dthe rude heap, or, in thy hallow'd round, 
Repofe the kings of Brutus' genuine line j 

Or here thole kings in folemn Hate were 
crown'd: 

Studious to trace thy wondrous origin, 
We mufe on many an ancient tale renown'd. 



At curfew-time, beneath the dark green yew, 
Thy penfive genius itrikes the moral firings i 
Or, borne fublime on Infpiration's wings, 

Heart Cambria's bards devote the dreadful clue 

Of Edward's race, with murthers foul denTd: 
Can ought my pipe to reach thine ear eflay r 

No bard divine ! For many a care beguil'd 
By the i'weet magic of thy foothin^ lay, 

F or many a raptur'd thought, and vifion wild, 
To thee this (Irain of gratitude I pay; 



Sonnet. 

TT^hile fummer-funs o'er the gay profpedl: 
v play'd, 

Through Surry's verdant fcenes, where Epfom 
fpreads, 

'Mid intermingling elms, her flowYy meads; 
And Hafcombe's hill, in tow'ringgrovesarrriy'd, 
Rear'd its romantic lleep — with mind ferene 

I journey 'd blythe. Full penfive I return'd ; 

For now mybreafl with hopelefspalfionburn'd: 
Wet with hoar mills appear'd the gaudy fcene 

Which late in carelefs indolence I paf^d; 

And Autumn all around thofelaies had caft 
Where pall delight my recent grief might trace, 

Sad change ! that Nature a congenial gloom 
hould wear, when moll, my cheerlefs mood to 
chafe, 

I wlfh'd .her green attire, arfd wonted bloom i 



Written after feeing Wilton-Houfe. 
TJrom Pembroke's princely dome, where mi 
" mic Art 
Decks with a magic hand the dazzling bowr's, 
Its living hues where the warm pencil pours. 
And breathing forms from the rude marble (tart, 
How to life's humbler fcene can I depart ? 
My breail all glowing from thofe gorgeous 
tow'rs, 

In my low cell how cheat the Allien hours ? 
Vain the complaint ; for fancy can impart 
(To Fate fuperior, and to Fortune's doom) 

Whate'er adorns the (lately -ftoried hall : 
She 'mid the dungeon's folitary gloom, 

Can drefs the Graces in their Attic pall; 
Bid the green land (cape's vernal beauty bloom •> 

And in bright trophies clothe the twilight wall. 



N 



To Mf. Gray. 

OT that her blooms are mark'dwith beauty s 
hue, 

My ruftic Mufe her votive chaplet brings; 
Unfeen, unheard, 0 Gray, to thee (lie fings ! 
While (lowly-pacing through the church-yard 
dtw, 



On King Arthur's Round Table at WincheJIer. 

TX7HERE Venta's Norman caftle (lill uprears 
* * Its rafter 'd hall, that o'er the grafly fofs. 
And fcatter'd flinty fragments, clad in mofs, 
On yonder deep in naked Hate appears : 
High-hung remains, the pride of warlike years, 
Old Arthur's Board: on the capacious round 
Some Britim pen has Iketch'd the names re- 
nown'd, 

In marks obfeure, of his immortal peers. 
Though join'd by magic (kill,with many arhyme, 

The Druid frame unhonour'd falls a prey 
To the llow vengeance of the wizard Time, 

And fade the Britim characters away; 
YetSpenfer's page, that chants in verfe fub'ime 

Thole chiefs, (hall live unconfeious of decay. 



alders 



To the River Lodin. 

A H ! what a weary race my feet have run, 
Since nr(l I trod thy banks with aid 

crown'd, 

And thought my way was all through fairy 
ground, r\ •» 

Beneath thy azure (ky, and golden fun s 
Where firft my mule to lifp her notes bfgyjrv!' 

While penfive memory traces back the rou ct 
Which nils the varied inte, vaJ between, , 
Much pleafure, more of loncw, markj mefcene. 



> One of tbebardifla traditions about Stonebenge. 

5K 



Sweet 
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^Sweet native dream ! thofe ikies and funs fo 
No more return, to cheer my evening road! [pure 

Yet (till one joy remains, that not obfcure 
Nor nfelpfs all my vacant days have flow'd, 
From youth's gay dawn to manhood's prime 
mature ; 

Nor with the Mufe's laurel unbeftow'd. 



theOldCbeefe. King. 

*Vf °ttNG SKuch the farmer had a jolly wife, 
* That knew all the conveniences of life, 
Whofe diligence and cleanlincfs fupplied 
The wit which Nature had to him denied : 
But then (he had a tongue tint would be heard, 
And make a better man than Slouch afeard. 
This made cenforioUs perfons of the town 
Say, Slouch could hardly call his fou) his own; 
"For, if lie went abroad -too much, me *d ufc 
To give him (Uppers, and lock up his lhoes. 
Talking he lov a, and ne*er was more afflicted 
Than when he was difturb'd or contradicted ; 
Vet itill into his ltory Ihc would break 
With — " *Tis not fo; pray give me leave to 
" (peak M 

His friends thought this was a tyrannic rule, 
Not differing much from calling of him fool ! 
Told him he mull exert him felt, and be 
In facl the ma Iter of his family. 
He laid," That the next Tuelday-noon would 
" fhow 

11 Whether he were the lord at home or no; 

When their good company he would entreat 
€i To well-brew'd ale, and clean, if homely 
" meat/* 

With aching heart home to his wife he goes, 
And on his knees does his ralh acl difclole; 
Ami prays dear Sukey, that one day at leaft, 
He might appear as mailer of the fealt. 

" I '11 grant your wifh," cries me, 11 that you 
" may fee 

* ( 'Twere wifdom to be governed ftill by me." 

The guefts upon the day appointed came, 
Bach bowfy farmer with his (impVing dame. 

Ho, Sue I" cries Slouch, u why doit not thou 
" appear? 

Are thefe thy manners when aunt Snap is 

" here 1* 

*« I pardon nlk," fays Sue; " I M not ofTencJ 
" Any my dear invites, much lefs his friend." 

Slouch by his kinfman G rutty had been taught 
To entertain his friends with finding fault, 
And make the main ingredient of his treat 
His faying— 44 there was nothing fit to eat? 
f The boil'd Pork ftinks, the roalt Beef's not 
" enough, 

« The Bacon 's rufty, and die Hens are tough ; 
*** The Veal \s all rags, the Butter 's turn "d to oil; 
** And thus I buy good meat for Huts to i'poil.' 
«« *Tis we are the firlt Slouches ever fat 
" l&xwu to a Pudding without Plums or Fat. 
« What Teeth or Stomach % s Itrontr enough to 

' M " feed 6 
* Upon a Goofe my Grajiuum kept to breed # 



" Why muft old Pigeons, and they ftale, be 

" drelr, 

" When there 'a fo many fquab ones in the neft r 
" This Beer is four; 'tis multy, thick, and ltale, 
" And worfe than any thing, except the Ale." 

She all this while many excules made, * 
Some things (he own'd ; at other times me laid > 
The fault on chance, but orVner on the maid*) 

Then Cheele was brought. Says Slouch—* 
" This e'en mall roll ; 
" I 'm fure 'tis hard enough to make a Bowl: 
" This is Ikim-milk, and therefore it (hall go ; 
" And this, becaule 'tis Suffolk, follow too.'" 
But now Sue's patience did begin to walte; 
Nor longer could diflimulation laft. 
11 Pray let me rife," fays Sue," my dear; Til find 
" A Cheele perhaps may be to lovy's mind." 
'Then in all entry Handing clofe, where he 
Alone, and none of ail his friends, might feef 

I And brandilhing a cudgel he had felt, 

i And far enough, on this occalion, fmelt — 

'II try,my w joy, ,, Hie cried, "if I can pleale 
" My deareitwithatafte of his Old Cheele !" 
Slouch turn'd his head, law his wife's vigor- 
ous hand 

Wielding her oaken fepling of command, 
Knew well the twang— " Js 't the Old Cheefe,^ 
" my Dear?" [" I *I1 fwear,f 

M No need, no need of Ch'eefe," cries Slouch ;? 
" I thin k I've din'd as well as my Lord Mayor V*J 

The Pilgrim and t/jt Peas. A true Story. 

Peter Pindar, 
A brace of finners, for no ^W, 

Were order'd to the Virgin Mary's fhrinej 
Who at Loretto dwelt, in wax, Hone, wood, 
And in a fair white wig looked wondrous rineu 
Fifty long miles had thofe fad rogues to travel, 
With fomething in their lhoes much worfe than 
gravel-, 

In fkott, their toes fo gentle to amufe, 

The prieft had ordered peas into their fhoes : 

A nofirum famous in old Popifh times 

For purifying fouls that Hunk with crimes § 

A fort of apoltolic felt, 

That Popifh paribus for its pow'rs exalt 
For keeping fouls of finners fweet, 
Jult as our kitchen fait keeps meat. 

The knaves fet oft* on the fame day, 
IV* s in their (hoes, to go and pray; 

But very different was their fpeed, I wot: 
One of the finners gallop'don 
(sight as a bullet from a gun ; 
The other limp'd as if he had been Jbot. 

One law the Virgin loon — pacavt cried—* 
Had his foul whjtewauVd all fo cleverj 

Then home again he nimbly hied, 
Made fit with feints above to live for ever. 

Tn coming back, however, let me fay, 

II e met his b rot her rogue abou t half way, [knees, 
Hobbling wjth outftretchM bum and bending 
Damning the fouls and bodies of the peas: 
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His eyes in tears, his checks and brows in fweat, 
( Deep fympathizmg with his groaning feet. 
" How now," the light-toed, whitewafrYd pil- 
grim broke, 
" You lazy lubber?"— 
u Odds curie it ! 11 cried theother, " 'tis no;o^ t 
" My feet, once hard as any rock, 
" Are now as foft as blubber. 
" Excufe me Virgin Mary, that I fwear— 
w As for Loretto^I fhall not get there: 
" No! to the Devil my Qnful foul muft gO, 
" For damme if I ha'nt loft ev'ry toe. 
" But, brother finner, do explain 
* How 'tis that you are not in pain; 

M What Po w'r hath workM a wonder totyour 
" toes 5 

" Whilft / juft like a fnail am crawling, 
" Now i wearing, now on faints devoutly bawl- 

" Whilft not a rafcal comes to eafe my woes ? 
" How is x t thatjto* can like a greyhound^, 
" Merry, as if that nought had happen'd, burn 

" Why," cried the other, grinning, "you muft 
u know, 

" That, juft before I ventured on myjourney> 
w To walk a little more at eafe, 
M 1 took the liberty to boil my peas.** 



A Country Bumf kin and Razor-feller* 

PETiR Pinpar. 
A Fellow in a market town, 
" Moft mufical, cried razors up and down, 

And offer'd twelve for eighteen pence} 
Which certainly feem'd wondrous cheap, 
And for the money quite a heap, 

As eveiy man would buy with cafh and fenfe. 
A country bumpkin the great offer heard, — 
Poor Hodge, who fuffer'd by a broad black beard, 
That feefla'd a fhoe-brufh ftuck beneath his 
nofe: 

With cheerful nefs the eighteen pence he paid, 
And proudly to himfelf in whifpers (aid, 

" This rafcal ftole the razors, I iuppofc. 
u No matter, if the fellow be a knave, 
" Provided that the razors Jha<ve, 

" It certainly will be a monitrous prize/* 



His muzzle, fornVd of oppofiticn fluff, 
Firm as a Foxite, would not loofe its ruff: 

So kept it— laughing at the Itee! and fuds: 
Hodge, in a paffion ltretchM his angry jaws, 
Vowingthe direft vengeance,withclencird claws, 

On the vile cheat that fold the goods. 
" Razors !-^a damrf d, confounded dog I— 
u Not fit to (crape a hog V % [gun- 
Hodge fought the fellow, found him, and be* 
" P'rhaps, Matter Razor-rogue, to you 'tis fun, 

u That people flay thernfelves out of their 
" lives: 

u You rafcal ! for an hour have I been grubbing, 
14 Givinginyfcoundrclwhifkers here a drubbing, 

" With razors juft like oyfter knives. 
M Sirrah ! I tell you you 're a knave, 
11 To cry up razors that can't fiarve* 
"Friend," quoth the razor-man, "I'm not a 
" knave: 

u As for the razors you have bought, 
11 Upon my foul I never thought 
11 That they would Jbave." 
" Not think they \\ fhave !° quoth Hodge, with 
wondering eyes, 
And voice not much unlike an Indian yell; 
" What were they made for then, you dog?" he 
cries: 

u Made! quoth the fellow, with a fmile— 
" to fell 'r 



7he Bald-pated ll tljhnan end the Fly. 

SOMERVILLE. 
u Qui non moderabitur irae, 
" Infe&um volet effc, dolor quod fuaferit ct merfc, 
" Duin poepas 0J10 per vim feftina: inulro." hor. 

A squire of Wales, whofe blood ran higher 

Than that of any other fquire, 
Hafty and hot ; whofe peevifh honour 
Reveng'd each flight was put upon her, 
Upon a mountain's top one day 
Expos'd to fol"s meridian ray. 
He fum'd he rav'd, he curs'd he fwore, 
Exhaled a fea at ev'ry pore; 
At lalt, fuch infults to evade, 
Sought the next tree's protecting made; 
Where as he lay diffolv'd in fweat, 
And wip'd off many a rivulet, 



Off in a pet the beaver flies, 
So home the clown wjth his good fortune went, ' And flaxcn wlg> lime * s beft difguire, 



Smiling, in heart and foul Content, 

And quickly foap'd himfelf to ears and eye3. 
Being well latherM from a diih or tub, 
Hodge now began-with grinning pain to grub, 

Jult like a hedger cutting furze: 
Twas a vile razor ! then the reft he tried— - 
All were impoflors— " Ah Hodge Cigh*d. 

" I wifhmy eighteen pence wijthjn my purfe." 
In vain to chafe hi': beard, and britfg t he graces, 
He cut, and dag, and wine d, and ftunip'd, :md 
fwore ; 

Brought blood, and danxfd, blafphemM, and 

made wry faces, 
And rur>^ each razor's beety o'er and o'er. 



By which folks of marurer ages 
Vie with fmooth beaux, and ladies pages: 
Though 'twas a fecret rarely known, 
Ul-natur'd age had cropp'd his crown, 
Grubb'd all the covert up, and now 
A large fmooth plain extends his brow. 
Thus as he lay with numlkull bare, 
And courted the refrefhing air, 
New persecutions ltill appear, 
A nojfy fly offends his ear. 
Alas ! what mail of part ; ;md fenfe 
Could bear fuch vile impertinence ? 
Vet, fo difcourteous is cur fate, 
FobJs always buz about the ^reaU 
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This infecl now, whofe active fpite 
Teas'd him with never-ceafing bite, 
With fo much judgment play'd his part, 
He had him both in tierce and quart; 
In vain with open hands he tries 
To guard his ears, his nofe, his eyesj 
For now at last, familiar grown, 
He perch'd upon his worfliip's crown, 
With teeth and claws his fkin lie tore, 
And stuff'd himfelf with human gore. 
At last in manners to excel, 
Untrufs'd a point, fome authors tell. 
But now what rhetoric could afluage 
The furious fquirc, stark mad with rage? 
Impatient at the foul difgrace 
From in feci of fo mean a race, 
And plotting vengeance on his foe, 
With double fist he aims a blow. 
The nimble fly efcap'd by flight, 
And ikipp'd from this unequal Hght. 
Th' impending stroke with all its weight 
Fell on his own beloved pate. 
Thus much he gain'd by this advcnt'rous deed, 
He foul'd his fingers, and he broke his head. 
MORA L: 
Let fenates hence Jearn to preferve their state, n 
And fcorn the fool, below their grave debate, ( 
Who by th' unequal strife grows popular and( 
B great. ) 
Let him buz on, with fenfelefs rant defy 
The wife, the good ; yet ftill 'tis but a fly. 
With puny foes the toil 's not worth the cost, 
Where nothing can be gainM much may be lost ; 
Let cranes and pigmies in mock-war engage, 
A prey beneath the gen'rous eagle's rage, 
True honour o'er the clouds fublimely wings } 
Young Ammon 1 corns to run with lefs thankings. 

The incurious Bencher. Somervjlle. 
At Jenny Mann's, where heroes meet, 
" And lay their laurels at her feet i 
The modern Pallas, at whofe fhrine 
They bow, and by whofe aid they dine : 
Colonel Brocade, among the rest, 
Was every day a welcome guest. 
One night as carelefsly he stood, 

Cheering his reins before the fire 
(So every true-born-Briton mould), 

Like that he chaf'd and fum'd with ire 
" Jenny," faid he, " 'tis very hard, 
4i That no man's honour can be fpar'd; 
" If I but fup with Lady Duchefs, 
" Or play a game at ombre, fuch is 
• The malice of the world, 'tis faid, 
" Although -hi* Grace lay drunk in bed, ' 
" 'Twas I that caus'd his aching head. $ 
u If Madam Doodle would be witty, 
4i And I am fummon'd to the city, 
u To play at blindman's-buffor ib, 
••' What won't fuch hellifli malice do> 
" If I but catch her in a corner, 
" Humph! 'tis, Yourfervant, Colonel Homer: 
u But rot the fneering fops, if e'er 

J prove u, it ihail cost them dear; 



I fwear by this dead-doing blade, 
I" Dreadful examples mall be made. 
" What can't they drink bohea and cream, 
" But (d— n them) I must be their theme ? 
" Other men's bufinefs let alone, 
" Why mould not coxcombs mind their own?' 

As thus he rav'd with all his might 
(How infecure from fortune's fpite 
Alas, is ev'ry mortal wight !) 
To (hew his ancient fpleen to Mars, 
Fierce Vulcan caught him by the a — j 
Stuck to his fkirts, infatiate varlet ? 
And fed with pleafure on the fcarlet. 
Hard by, and in the corner fate 
A Bencher grave, with look fedate, 
Smoking his pipe, warm as a toast, 
And reading over last week's past; 
He faw the foe the fort invade, 
And loon imelt out the breach he made: 
But not a word — a little ily 
He look'd, 'tis true; and from each eye 
A fidelong glance fometimes he lent, 
To bring rum news, and watch th' event. 
At length, upon that tender part 
Where honour lodges (as of old - 
Authentic Hudibras has told) 
The "blust'ring colonel felt a fmart 
Sore griev'd for his affronted bum, 
Frifk'd, fkipp'il, and boune'd about the room: 
Then turning ftiort — " Zounds, fir," he cries § 
" Pox on him ! had the fool no eyes ? 
" What '. let a man be burnt alive ?" 

" I am not, Sir, inquifitive," 
Replied Sir Gravity, " to know 
" Whate'er your Honour 's pleas'd to do; 
" If you will burn your tail to tinder, 
" Pray what have I to do to hinder ? 
" Other men's bufinefs let alone, 
" Why mould not coxcombs mind their own V 

Then, knocking out his pipe with care, 
Laid down his penny at the bar j ■ * 
And rapping round his frieze furtout, 
Took up his crab -tree, and walk'd out. 

The officious Mejfenger. A Tale. SoMERVILLE 
|V/Tan, of precarious fcience vain, 

Treats other creatures with difdain ; 
Nor Pug, nor Shock have common fenle, 
Nor even Poll the least pretence, 
Though (he prates better than us all, 
To be accounted rational. 
The brute creation here below, 
It feems, is nature's puppct-ihow ; 
But clock-work all, and mere machine, 
What can thefe idle gimcracks mean ? 
Ye> world-makers of Grelham hail, 
Dog Rover lhall confute you all", 
Shatl prove that ev'iy reaioning brute 
Like Ben of Bangor can dilpute j 
Can apprehend, judge, fyllogize, 
Or like proud Bentley-criticize; 
At a moot point, o'r odd diiaster, 
Is often wiler than his master. 
He mi/ urn take fometimes, 'tis true j 
None arc ittialliblt BW5 you. 
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The dog whom nothing can miflead 
Mull be a dog: of parts indeed. 
Put to my tale : hear mc, my friend, 
And with due gravity attend. 

Rover, as heralds are agreed, 
Weli-born, and of the fetting breed, 
Rang'd high, was (tout, of nofe acute, 
A very learned and courteous brute. 
In parallel lines his grounds he beat, 
Not fuch as in one centre meet; 
In thole let blundering doctors deal, 
His were exa&Jy parallel. 
When tainted gales the game betray, 
Down clofe he links and eyes his prey. 
Though different paflions tempt his loul, 
True as the needle'to the pole, 
He keeps his point, and panting lies; j 
The floating net above him flies, 
Then dropping, fweeps the flutfring prize. J 
Nor this his only excellence : 
When Airly farmers took offence, 
And the rank corn the fport denied, 
Still, faithful to his matter's fide, 
A thoufand pretty pranks he play'd, 
And cheerful each command obey'd : 
Humble his mind, though great his wit, 
Would lug a pig, or turn the fpit ; 
Would fetch and carry, leap o'er lticks, 4 . 
And forty fuch diverting tricks. 
Nor Partridge, nor wife Gad bury, 
Could find left goods as loon as he: 
Bid him go back a mile or more, 
And feek the glove you hid before, 
Still his unerring nofe would wind it; 
If above ground, was lure to rind it ; 
WhimpYing for joy his mailer greet, 
And humbly lay it at his feet. 

But hold — it cannot be denied 
That uieful talents, milapplied, / 
May make wild work. It happ'd one day, 
Squire Lobb, his matter, took his way, 
New fhav'dand fmug, and very tight, 
To compliment a neighbYing knight; 
In his belt trowfers he appears 
(A comely perfon for his years) ; 
And clean white drawers, that many a day 
In lavender and rofe-cakes lay. 
Acrols his brawny moulders itrung, 
On his left fide his dagger hung ; 
Dead-doing blade ! a dreadful gueli 
Or in the Held or at the feaft. 
No Franklin, carving of a chine 
At Chriltide, evtr look'd fo fine. 
With him obfequious Rover trudg'd, 
Nor from his heels one moment bndg'd : 
Awhile they travelled, when within 
Poor Lobb perceived a rumbling din : 
Then warring winds for want or vent 
Shook all his earthly tenement. 
So in the body politic 
(For flares lometimes, like men, are fick) 
I)ark faction mutters through the crowd, 
Ere bare-fae'd treaibn roars aloud: 



Whether crude humowrs undigefted 

His lab'ing entrails had infefted; 
Or laft night's load of bottled ale, 
Grown mutinous, was breaking gaol \ 
rhe caufe of this his awkward pain 
Let Johnfton or let Hr— — th explain ; 
Whole learned noies may difcQver 
\Vhy nature's ltink-pot thus ran over. 
My province is tlY effect to trace 
And give each point its proper grace; 
IV etftct, O lamentable cafe ! 
Long had he itruggled, but in vain, 
The factious tumult to reftrain. 
What mould he do ? Tlr unryly rout 
Prefs'd on ; and it was time, no doubt, 
T 1 unbutton, and to let all out. 
The trowfers foon his will obey : 
Not fo his flubborn drawers; for they, 
beneath his hanging paunch clofe tied, 
His utmoft art and pains defied : 
He drew his dagger on the fpot, 
Kefolv'd to cut the Gordian knot. 
In the lame road juft then pafs'd by 
(Such was the will of delliny) 
The courteous curate of the place, 
Good nature lhone o'er all his face. 
Surpris'd the flaming blade to view, 
And deeming /laughter mull enfue, 
Off from hi* hack himlelf he threw t 
Then without ceremony leiz'd 
The fqufre, impatient tti be eas'd. 
" Lord ! Mailer Lobb, who would have 
H thought 

11 The fiend had e'er fo ftrongly wrough 
M Is fuicide fo flight a fault ? 
u Kip up thy guts, man ? What ! go quick 
" To hell, outrageous lunatic ? 
" But, by the blefling, I'll prevent 
" With this right hand thy foul intent/* 
Then grip'd the dagger fall : the fquire, 
Like Peleus' Ion, look'd pale with ire ; 
While the good man like Pallas flood, 
And check'd his eager thirfl for blood. 
At laft, when both awhile had ftrain'd, 
Strength, join'd with .zeal, the conqueft gain*d 
The curate in all points obey'd, 
Into the fheath returns the Wade; 
But firll th' unhappy Iquire he fwore,' 
T' attempt upon his lite no more. 
With lage advice his fpeech he clos'd^ 
And left him (as he thought) composed* 
But was it fo, friend Lobb ? I own, 
Misfortune feldom comes alone j \ \ 
Satan lupplies the fwelling tide, 
And ills on ills are multiplied. 
Subdued, and alibis meafures broke, 
His purpoic and intent miftook, 
Within his drawers, alas ! he found 
His £uts let out .without a wound : 
For in the conflict itra ning hard, 
•He left his pollern-gate unbarr'd ; 
Moft woefully bedaub'd, he moans 
His piteous' cale, he fighs, he groans 
3K3 1o 
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To lofe his dinner, and return, 
Was very hard, not to be borne. 
Hunger, the); fay, parent of arts, 
Will make a fool a man of parts. 
The (harp-fet fquire refolves at laft, 
Whatever befel him, not to faft ; 
He mus'd awhile., chafd, ftnunVI his wits, 
At lad on this expedient hits : 
To the next brook with fober pace 
He tends, preparing to uncafe, 
Straddling and mutt'ring all the way, 
Curs'd inwardly th' unlucky day. 
The coaft now clear, no foul in view, 
Off in a trice his trowfer* drew; 
More leifurcly his' drawers, for care 
And caution were convenient there: 
So faft the plafter'd bird-lime ftuck, 
The fkin came off with ev'ry pluck. 
Sorely he gaul'd each brawny ham ; 
Nor other parts efcap'd, which lhame 
Forbids a bafhful Mufe to name. 
Not without pain the work achieved, 
He fcrubb'd and wafh'd the parts aggriey'd; 
Then*with nice hand and look fedatr, 
Folds up his drawers with their rich freight, 
And hides them in a bnfh, at leifure 
Refolv'd to fetch his hidden treafure: 
The t rutty Rover lay hard by, 
Obferving all with curious eye. 

Now rigg'd again, once more a beau, 
And matters rix'd %u Jiatu ({uo y 
Brifk as a fnake in merry May, 
That juft hascaft his (lough aw ay, 
Glad tome he caper 'd o'er the green, 
As he prefum'd, both fweet and clean ; 
For, O ! amongft us mortal elves, 
How few there are fmtll out themfelves ! 
With a mole's ear, and eagle's eye, 
And with a blood-hound's nofc, we fly 
On others* faults implacably. 
But where's that ear, that eye, that nofe, 
Againit its mafter will depofc? 
Ruddy Mifs Frue, with golden hair, 
Stinks like a pole- cat or a bear \ 
Vet romps about me ev'ry day, 
Sweeter, me thinks, than new-made hay. 
Lord Plaulible, at Tom's and Will's, 
Whofe poilbnous breath in whifpers kills. 
Still buzzes in my ear, nor knows 
What fatal fecrets he bellows : 
Let him deftroy each day a fc ore, 
*Tis mere chance-medley, ajid no more# 
Jn fine, Tel f-love bribes ev'ry fenfe, 
And all at home is excellence. 

The fquire, arrived in decent plight, 
With rev'rence due falutes the knight \ 
Compliments paft, the dinner-bell 
Rung quick and loud, harmonious knell 
To greedy Lobb ! Th' Orphean lyre 
Did ne'er ftjch rapturous joy infpire ! , 
Though this the lavage throng obey, 
That hunger tames more fierce than they. 



! 



In comely order now appear 
The footmen, loaded with good cheer ; 
Her lady (hip brought up the rear. 
Simp'nng (lie lifps, " Your fervant, fir— » 
" The ways are bad, one can't well ftir 
" Abroad — or 'twere indeed unkind 
" To leave good Mrs. Lobb behind — 
" She's well, I hope r— Mafter, they fay, ! 
" Comes on apace-t-How's Mifs, I pray ?" 
Lobb bow'd, and cring'd j and muttering low, 
Made for his chair, would fain fall-to. 
Thefe weighty points adjuited, loon 
My lady brandiihes herfpoon. 
Unhappy Lobb, pleas'd with his treat, ~\ 
And minding nothing but his meat, > 
Too near the fire had chofe his feat : J 
When, O ! th' effluvia of his bum ^ 
Began amain to fcent the room, > 
Ambrofial lweets, and rich perfume ! 3 
The ilick'ring footman ftopp'd his nofe ; 
The chaplain too, under the rofe, 
Made awkward mouths \ the knight took 
fnuffi 

Her ladylhip began to huff: 

«' Indeed, Sir John — pray, good my dear— 

'Tis wrong to make your kennel here— 
" Dogs in their place are good, I own — 
" But in the parlour — foh ! be gone !" 

Now Rockwood leaves th' unfinifti'd bone d 
Banifh'd for failings not his own \ 
No grace ev'n Fidler could obtain, 
And favVite Virgin fawn'd in vain. 
The fervants, to the ftraimer kind, 
Leave trufty Rover ftill behind ; 
But Lobb, who would not feem to be] 
Defective in civility, 
And, for removing of all doubt, 
Knitting his brows, bids him get out 3 
By iigns expreJfes his command, 
And to the door points with his hand. 
The dog, or through miftake, or fpite 
(Grave authors have not fet us right j| 
Fled buck the very way he came, 
And in the bufh loon found his game \ 
Brought in his mouth the fav'ry load, 
And at his mailer's elbow frood'. , 
O Lobb ! what idioms can exprefs 
Thy llrange confufion and di lire ft, . 
When on the floor the drawVs dHplay'4 
The fullbme fecret had bewray'd ? 
No traitor, when his hand and feal 
Produc'd his dark deligns reveal, 
E'er look'4 with fuch a hanging face, 
As Lobb, half-dead at this difgracc, 
Wild-ttaring, thunder-itruck, and dumb t 
While peals of laughter lhake the room j 
Each fam thrown up to let in air, 
The knight fell backward in his chair, 
Laugh'd till his heart-ftrings almost break, 
The c haplain giggled for a week 
Her ladylhip began to call 
J' or hvUtlhorn, and her Abigail; 
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The fervants chuckled at the door, 

And all was clamour and uproar. 

Rover, who now began to quake, 

As confcious of his foul milhke, 

Trulls to his heels to fave his life 5 

The fquire lheaks home, and beats his wife. 



The Devil outwitted. A TaU. Somerville. 

A vicar UVd on this fide Trent, 
Religious, learn W, benevolent ; 
Pure was his life in deed, word, thought, 
A comment on the truths he taught : 
His parilh large, his income fmall, 
Yet leldom wanted wherewithal j 
For again ft ev'ry merry tide 
Madam would carefully provide. 
A painful pallor; but his fycep, 
Alas ! within no bounds would keep; 
A icabby flock, that ev'ry day 
Ran riot, and would go airray. 
He thumpM his culhion, fretted, vex'd, 
Thumb'd o'er again each uleful text \ 
RebukM, exhorted, all in vain \ 
His parilh was the more profane : 
Thefcrubs would have their wicked will, 
And cunning Satan triumphed (till, 
J\X laft, when each expedient fail'd, 
And ferious meafures nought avail'd, 
It came into his head, to try 
The force of wit and raillery. 
The good man was by nature gay, 
Could gibe and joke as well as pray; 
Not like fome hide-bound folk, who chafe 
Each merry fmile from their dull face, 
And think pride zeal, ill- nature grace. 
At chriftenings and each jovial feaft, 
He lingled out the linful bealt ; 
Let all his pointed arrows fly 
Told this and that, look'd very fly, 
And left my mailers to apply. 
His tales were humorous, often true, 
And now and then "fet oft* to view 
With lucky fi&ions and ihecr wit, 
That pierc'd where truth could never hit 
' The laugh was always on his fide, 
While pailive fools by turns deride ; 
And, giggling thus at one another, 
Each jeering lout reformed his brother j 
Till the whole parilh was with eafe 
Sham'd into virtue by degrees. 
Then be advisM, and try a tale, 
When Chryfoftom and Auftin fail* 



I 



The frog's Choke. Somerville. 

lyr.CW o.Ttt?§&\lrC-H Im^ /UOgOV aXyj 

N a wild (late of nature, long 
The frogs at random liv'd, 



• • — w ' 

The weak a prey unto the Itrong, 
V* ith anarchy oppreiiV arid gricvM 



At length the lawlefs rout, 
Taught by^their furf rings grew devout 
An embalfy to Jove they lent, 
And begg'd his highnefs would bellow 
Some fettied form of government, 
A king, to rule the fens below. 
Jove, liniling, grants their odd requeft : 
A kin^, th* indulgent pow'r beftow'd, 
Such at might fuit their genius belt ; 
A Heam ot a prudigious iize, 
With all its cumbrous load, 
Came tumbling from the ikies. 
The waters dam againll the more, 

The hollow caverns roar : 
The rocks return the dreadful found, 

Convul lions ihake the ground. 
The multitude with horror tied, 

And in his oozy bed 
Each Ikulking coward hid his head. 

When all is now grown calm again. 
And fmoothly glides the liquid plain, 
A frog more rclolute and bv»ld, 
Peeping with caution from his hold, 
Recovered from bis firft iurprife, 
As o'er the wave his head he popp'd, 
He faw — but fcarce believ'd his eyes, 
On the fame bank where ririt he dropp'd* 

ThT imperial lubber lies, 
Stretch'd at his eafe, carelefs, content'. 
14 Is this the monarch Jove has fein," 
Said he, " our warlike troops to lead ? 
Ay, 'tis a glorioles prince indeed ! 
By fuch an active general led, 
The routed mice our arm lliall dread, 
Subdued lliall quit their claim: 
j Old Homer lhall recant his lays, 
For us new trophies raife, 
Sing our victorious arms, and jultify our fame ! 
} Then laughin g impudently loud, 

He lbon alarm'd the dallard crowd . 
j The croaking nations with contempt 
Btihold the worthlefs indolent. 
On wings of winds fwift icandal flies, 

Libels, lampoons, and lyes, £ 
Hoarie treafons, tunelefs blafphemi'es. y 
With active leap at lallupon his back they (tride f 
And on the royal loggerhead in triumph ride. 

Once more to Jove they pray Vs addrefs'd, 
And once more Jove grants their requell s 
A Stock he fends, of monllrous lize, 
Red lightning fiaihes in his eyes. 
Rul'd by no block, as heretofore, 
The gazing crowds prefs'd to his court \ 
Admire his itatcly mien, his haughty port, 
And only not adore. 
Addrelles of congratulation, 
Sent irom each loyal corporation, 

Full fraught with truth and fenfe, 
Exhaufted all their eloquence. [meat: 
But now, alas I 'twas night; kings mull have 
The Grand Vizier firll goes to pot ; 
Three Baflas next, happy their lot I 
Gain'd Paradife by being eat. 
k 3 K * « And 
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" And this/* /aid he, "and this is mine, 

And this, by right divine 
Tn fhort, 'twas all for public weal* 

He fwallow'd half a nation at a meal.. 
Again they beg Almighty Jove, 
This cruel tyrant to remove. 
With fierce refentment in his eyes, 
The frowning Thunderer replies : 
u Thofe evils which yourfelves create, 
Rafh fools ! ye now repent too late ; 
Made wretched by the public voice, 
Not through neceffity, but choice ! 

Begone ! nor wreft from Heaven fome heavier 
curfe, 

Better bear this, this Stork, than worfe." 
MORAL: 

Opprefs'd with happinefs, and lick with eafe, 
Not Heaven itfelf our tickle minds can pleafe 
Fondly we wifh, cloyd with celeftial ftore. 
The leeks and onions which we loath'd before: 
Still roving, ftill defiring, never pleas'd, [eas'd. 
With plenty ilarv'd, and e'en with health dif- 
With partial eyes each piefent good we view, 
NQr covet what is beft, but what is n?w. 
Ye puw'rs above, Who make mankind your care, 
To blfcfs the fiipplicant, reje£t his pray'r ! 

7be Ojfler. Somerville. 

p ■ In Jus 
AfJtt prt>eununt, magnum fpe&aculum uterque. h< 

Two comrades, as grave authors lay 
(Bt»r in what chapter, page, or line, 
Ve critics, if ye pleafe, define) 
Jtd found an oilier in their way. 
Contelt and foul debate arofe : 
Both view'd at once with greedy eyes, 
Both challenged the delicious prize, 
And high words foon improved to blows. 
Anions on a&io«s hence fucceed, 
Each hero's obllinately flout, 
Green bags and parchments fly about, 
Pleadings arc drawn, and council fee'd. 
The parfon of the place, good man ! 
Whofe kind and charitable heart 
In human ills ftill bore a part, 
Thrice fhook his head, and thus began : 
** Neighbours and friends, refer to me 
This doughty matter in difpute, 
I'll fbon decide th' important fuir, 
.And finim all without a fee. 
Give me the oyfter then— 'tis well"— 
He opens it, and at one fup 
Gulps the concerted trifle up, 
And,miiling, gives to each a (hell. 
« Hencefbrtth let foolifh difcord ceafe, 
Your oyfter's good as e'er was eat j 
I rhank you for my dainty treat $ 
God blefs you both, and live in peace." 

MORAL: 
Ye men of > orfolk and of Wales, 

From this lea n common fenfe; , - 
fror thru ft your neighbours into gaols 
ForevV) flight OfteiVC e. 



Epitaph on Mfi Bajnet, in Pancras Church-yard. 

Go, fpotlefs Honour and unfullied Truth ; 
Go, failing Innocence and bloomincjYouth ; 
Go, female fweetnefs, join'd with manly Senfej 
Go, winning Wit, that never gave offence; ' 
Go, foft Humanity, that blifs'd the poor; 
Go, faint-eyed Patience, from Affliction's door j 
Go, Modelty, that never wore a frown ; 
Go, Virtue, and receive thy heavenly crown. 

Not from a ft ranger came this heart-felt verfej 
The friend infenbes thy tomb whofe tears be- 
dew 'd thy hearfe. 



Banifli thofe vermin of debate 
That on your fubftance feed ; ^ 

The knaves who now are ferv'd in plate 
Would ftarve, if fools agreed. 



Ode. Thomson. 



nrzLL me, thou foul of her I love, 

Ah ! tcH me, whither art thou fled ? 
To what delightful world above, 

Appointed for the happy dead ? 
Or doll thou free at pleafure roam, 

And fometimes (hare the lover's woe ; 
Where, void of thee, his cheerlefs home 

Can now, alas ! no comfort know ? 
O ! if thou hover'ft round my walk, 

While, under every well-known tree, 
I to thy fancied (hadow talk, 

And every tear is full of thee ; 
Should then the weary eye of grief, 

Befidt fome fympathetic llream, 
In (lumber find a lhort relief, 

O vifitthou my foothing dream I 



On Time. Anon. 



rv'N while the carelefs, difencumberVl foul 
Sink* all diflblving into pleafure's dream, 
lEv'n then to Time's tremendous verge we roll 
With headlong hafte along life's furgy ftreanw 
II. 

Can gaiety the vanifh'd years reftore, 
Or on the withering limbs frefh beauty (lied, 
Or footh the fad, inevitable hour 
Or cheer the dark, dark manfions of the deadtf. 
III. 

Ah 1 beauty's bloom avails not in the grave, 
Youth's lofty mien, nor age's awful grace ; 
Moulder alike "unknown the prince and (lave, 
Whelm'din th' enormous wreck of* human race! 
IV. 

The thought-nx'd portraiture, the breathing 
The arch with proud memorials array M, [bult^ 
The tong-liv'd pyramid ftiall link in duit, 
To dumb oblivion's ever dffett fliade. 
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§ x. Song. Lord Lyttelton. 

Pay, Myra, why is gentle Love 
^ A ftranger to that mind, 
Which pity and elteem can move, 
Which can be juit and kind i 

Is it becaufe you fear to (hare 

The ills that love moleft, 
The jealous doubt, the tender care 

That rack the am'rous brealt ? 

Alas ! by fome degree of woe 

We ev'ry blift muft gain : 
The heart cm ne'er a tranfpoxt know 

That never feels.a pain. 

§ 2. Song. Waller. 
GO, lovely rofe ! 
Tell her that waftes her time, and me, 

That now me knows, 
When I refcmble her to thee, 
How iweet and fair (he ieems to be. 

Tell her that *s young, 
And (buns to have her graces fpftd, 

That had It thou fprung 
In deferts, where no men abide, 
Thou mult have uncommended died. 

Small is the worth 
Of beaut)', from the light retir'd j 

Bid her come forth, 
Suffer heTfelf v> be defir'd, 
And not bluih fo to be admir'd. 

Then die! that me 
The common fate of all things rare 

May read in thee : 
How fmall a part of time they fharc. 
That are io wondrous fweet and feir. 



I 



§ !• Song. V Amour Timide. MOORE, 
F in that bread, fo go.-d, fo pure, 
^ # Compaffion ever lov'd to dwell, 
Pity the forrows I endure, 

The caufe I mult not, dare not tell. 
That grief that on my quiet preys, 

That rends my heart, that checks my tongue, 
I fear will lalt me all my days, 
But feel it will not laft me long. 



$ 4. Song. Earl 0/DORSET •« 

TO all you ladies now at land 
We men at fea indite \ % 
But firft would have you underftand 

How hard it is to write ; 
The Mules now, and Neptune too, . 
We muft implore to write to you. 
With a fa la, la, laja, la. 

* Written at ft»j the firft Dutch war, 1665, the night before an engagement, 



For though the Mufes mould prove kindj 
And fill our empty brain; 
Yet if rough Neptune roufe the wind 

To wave the azure main, 
Our paper, pen, and ink, and we, 
Roll up and down our mips at fea. 
With a fa, &c. 

Then, if we write not by each poft, 

Think not we- are unkind; 
Nor yet conclude our mips are loft 

By Dutchmen or by wind : 
Our tears we '11 fend a fpeedier way, 
The tide (hall bring them twice a day, 
With a fa, Sec. 

The king, with wonder and furprife, 
Will Iwear the feas grow bold; 

Becaufe the tides will higher rife, 
Than e'er they did of old : 

But let him know it is our tears 

Bring floods of grief to Whitehall-ftaiis. 
With a fa, &c. 

Should foggy Opdam chance to know 

Our fad and difmal ftory ; 
The Dutch would fcorn lb weak a foe, 

And quit their fort at Goree : 
For what refinance can they find 
From men who 've left their hearts behind ? 

With a fa, &c. 

Let wind and weather do its worft, 

Be you to us but kind ; 
Let Dutchmen vapour, Spaniards curie, 

No forrow we mall find : 
'Tis then no matter how things go, 
Or who 's our friend, or who 'sour foe. 

With a fa, &c. 

To pafs our tedious hours away, 

We throw a merry main ; 
Or elfe at ferious ombre play; 

But why mould we in vain 
Each other's ruin thus purfue ? 
We were undone when we left you* 

With a fa, Sec. 

But now our fears tempeftuous grow, 

And caft our hopes away ; 
Whilft you, regardleis of our woe, 

Sit carelefs at a play: 
Perhaps permit fome happier man 
To kifs your hand, or flirt your fan. 
With a fa, Sec. 



When any mournful tune you hear, 

That dies in ev'ry note j 
As if it figh'd with each man's care 
For being fo remote : 



Think 
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Think then how often love we *ve made 
To you, when all thofe tunes were playM. 
With a fa, Sec. 

In juftice you cannot refufe 

To think of our diftrefs ; 
When we for hopes of honour lofe 

Our certain happinefs : 
AH thofe defigns are but to prove 
Ourfelves more worthy of your love. 

With a fa, &c. 
And now we Ve told you all our loves, 

And likewife all our fears > < 
In hopes this declaration moves 

Some pity for our tears ; 
J,et "s hear of no inconftancy, 
We have too much of that at fea. 

With a fa, &c. 



$ 5, Song. Lord Lansdowne* 
cruel creature, why fo bent 
™* To vex a tender heart ) 
To gold and title you relent; 

Love throws in vain his dart, 
let glittering fops in court be great* 

For pay let armies move \ 
Beauty mould have no other bait 

But gentle vows and love. 
If on thofe endlefs charms you lay 

The value that 's their due j 
Kings are themfelves too poor to pay, 

A thoufand worlds too few. 
But if apaflion without vice, 

Without difguife or art, 
Ah, Ctlia ! if true love 's your price, 

Behold it in my heart. 



O 



^ 6. Song. Sir Car Scroope. 
ne night, when all the village flept, 
Myrtillo's lud defpair 
The wretched lhepherd_waking kept, 

To tell the woods his care : 
Begone (faid he), fond thoughts, begone ! 

Eyes, give your forrows o'er I 
Why mould ycu waltc your tears for one 
Who thinkb on you no more ? 

Yet, O ye birds, ye flocks, ye pow'rs 

That dwell within this grove-, 
Can tell how many tender hours 

We here have pafs"d in love ! 
Yon Itars above (my cruel fots !) 

Have heard how jhe lias fworn, 
A thoufand times, that, like to thofe> 

Her iiame mould ever bum ! 

Bur, fince (he *s loir, O let tne have 1 

My wilh, and quickly die; 
Jn tin? cold bank I '11 make a gra\e, 

And there for ever lie: 
Snd nightingales the watch (hall keep, 

ft pa kindly here complaiu.-*- 
1 ! en down the fiicpherdiay to Hecp, 
- Jb ut Ufvtt rote ag^tfi 



EXTRACTS, BookIYJ 

§ 7. A Tafioral Elegy. 
H, Damon, dear Ihopherd, adieu ! 
By love and flrtt nature allied, 
Together in fondnefs we grew ; ( 

Ah, would we together had died ! 
For thy faith, which refembled my own, 

For thy foul, which was fpotleis and true* 
For the joys we together have known, 

Ah Damon, dear ihepherd, adieu I 
What blifs can hereafter be mine ? 

Whomever engaging I fee, 
To his friendihip I ne'er can incline, 

For fear I mould mourn him like thee, 
Though the Mules fliould crown me with art,, 

Thou honour and fortune Ihould join j 
Since thou art denied to my heart 

What blifs can hereafter be mine ? 
Ah Damon, dear Ihepherd, farewel ! 

Thy grave with fad oilers I 'U bind; 
Though no more 1 11 one cottage 'we dwell* 

I can keep thee for ever in mind. 
Each morning I '11 vilit alone 

His alhes who lov'd me fo well, 
And murmur each eve o'er his ltone, 
* Ah Damon, dear Ihepherd, tarewel ! %% 

§ 8. Song. Moore. 
rj ark ! hark ! 'tis a voice from the tomb $ 
" Come, Lucy, it cries, come away [ 
The grave of thy Colin has room 

To relt thee befide his cold clay. 
I come, my dear Ihepherd, I come j 

Ye friends and companions, adieu f 
I halte to my ColiiTs dark home, 

To die on his bolbm fo true. 
All mournful the midnight bell rung, 

When Lucy, lad Lucy, arofe ; 
And forth to the green-turf (lie fprung, 

Where Cplin's pale alhes repole. 
All wet with the night's chilling dew, 

Her bofom embraced the cold ground j 
While ftorroy winds over her blew. 

And night-raven 5 crtxuVd all around. 
How long, my lov'd Colin, (lie cried, 

How long mult thy Lucy complain ? 
How long lliall the grave my love hide ? 

How long ere it join us, again ? 
For thee thy fond lhepherdefs liv'd, 

With thee o'er the world would (lie fly j 
For thee has me forrow'd and grievM, 

For thee uould lb* lie down and die* 
I AlasJ what avails it how dear 

Thy Lucy was once to her fwain ! 
Her txe like the lily fo fair, 

And eyes that gave light to the plain ? 
I he Ihepherd that lov'd her is gone, 

That face and thole eye-:, charm no more, j 
And Lucy, forgot and alone, 

To death (hall her Colin deplore. 
While thus fhe lay funk in defpair, 

And inourn'd to the echoes around, 
Intiam d all at once grew the air, 

And tfi under frock dreadful the ground 1 

i hear 
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I hear the kind call, and obey, 
O Colin, receive me> Ihe cried : 
Then breathing a groan o'er his clay, 
She hung on his tomb-done, and died* 

§ 9. Seng. Gay. 
fpwAS when the feas were roaring 

* With hollow blafts of wind, 
A damfel lay deploring, 

All on a rock reclin'd. 
Wide o'er the foaming billows 

She call a willful look ; 
Jler head was crown'd with willows 

That trembled o'er the brook. 

Twelve months are gone and over, 

And nine long tedious days : 
Why didll thou, vent'rous lover, 

Why didll thou trull the feas ? 
Ceafe, ceafe, thou cruel ocean, 

And let my lover reft : 
Ah ! what 's thy troubled motion 

To that within my breait ! 
The merchant, robb'd of pleafure, 

Views tempeils in defpair ; 
But what 's the lois of treafure 

To lofing of my dear ! 
Should you fome coail be laid on, 

Where gold and diamonds grow. 
You 'd find a richer maiden, 

But none that loves you fo. 
How can they fay that nature 

Has nothing made in vain ? 
Why then beneath the water 

Do hideous rocks remain ? 
JJo eyes thefe rocks di (cover, . 

That lurk beneath the deep, 
To wreck the wand'ring lover, 

And leave the maid to weep. 

All melancholy lying, 

Thus wail'd ihe for her dearj 
Repaid each blall with fighing, 

Each billow with a te;-.r : 
When, o'er the white wave !looping| 

His floating corpfe Ihe fpied j 
fhen, like a lily, drooping, 

She bow'd her head, and died. 



0 ! When thefe fair, perfidious maids, 
Whofe eyes our fecret haunts infeft, 
Their dear dellruclive charms difplay; 
Each glance my tender breast invades, 
And robs my wounded foul of rest, 
As Tartars feize their destin'd prey* 
In vain with love our bofoms glow : 
Can all our tears, can all our fighs, 
New lustre to thofe charms impart ? 
Can cheeks, where living rofes blow, 
Where Nature fpreads her richest dyes. 
Require the borrowed glofs of art ? 
Speak not of fate ah ! change the theme, 
And talk of odours, talk of wine, 
Talk of the flowers that round us bloom; 
'Tis all a cloud, 'tis all a dream; 
To love and joy thy thoughts confine, 
Nor hope to pierce the facred gloom. 
Beauty has fuch refistlefs power, 
That e'en the chaste Egyptian dame 
Sigh'd for the blooming Hebrew boy | 
For her how fatal was the hour, 
When to the banks of Nilus came 
A youth fo lovely and fo coy ! 

But ah ! fweet maid, my counfel hear t 
(Youth Ihould attend when thofe advife 
Whom long experience renders foge) 
While mulic charms the ravilh'd ear ; 
While fparkling cups delight our eyes, 
Be gay, and fcorn the frowns of age. 
What cruel anfwer have I heard ! 
And yet, by heaven, I love thee ftill : 
Can aught be cruel from thy lip ? 
Yet fay, how fell that bitter word 
From lips which llreams of fweetnefs fill, 
Which nought but drops of honey lip ? 

Go boldly forth my fimple lay, 

Whole accents flow with artlefs eafe, 

Like orient pearls at random lining: 

Thy notes are lweet the damfels fayj 

But O ! far fweeter, if they pleafe 

The nymph for whom thele notes are fung« 



§ 10. A Per/tan Song of Hafiz. 

Sir Willtam Jones. 

oweet maid, if thou wouldll charm my light, 

^ And bid thefe amis thy neck infold } 

That rofy cheek, that lily hand, 

Would give thy poet more deligh$ 

Than all Bocara's vaunted gold, 

Than all the gems of Samarcand. 

Boy, let yon liquid ruby flow, 

And bid thy peniive heart be glad, 

Whate'er the frowning zealots fay ; 

Tell them their Eden cannot (how; 

A dream fo clear as Rocnabad, 

A bower fo fweet as Moicllay, 



§ 11. Song. 
TTARD by the hall, our mailer's houfe, 

Where Merley flows to meet the main ; 
Where woods, and winds, and waves difpofe 

A loyer to complain - y 
With arms acrofs, aloi>g the llrand 

Poor Lycon wajk'd,and hung hisheactj 
Viewing the footlteps in the fand 

Which a bright nymp]i had made. 
The tide, faid he, will foon, erafe 

The marks fo lightly here imprelt 5 
But time or tide will ne'er deface 

Her image in my breall. 

Am I fome favage bealt of prey > 
Am I lbme horrid monlter grown I 

That thus Ihe flies fo fwift away, 
Or meets me with a frown, ? 
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That hofom foft, that lily (kin 

(Truft not the faired outfide fhow) 

Contains a marlple heart within, 
A rock hid under fhow. 

Ah me ! the (lints and pebbles wound 
Her tender feet, from whence there fell 

Thofe crimfon drops which ftain the ground, 
And beautify each (hell. 

Ah ! fair one, moderate thy night, 

I will no more in vain purfue, 
But take my teave for a long night ; 

Adieu ! lov'd maid, adieu ! 

With that, he tooka running leap, 

He tock a lover's leap indeed, 
And plung'd into the founding deep, 

Where hungry fifties feed. 

The melancholy hern ftalks by ; 

Around the Equalling fea-gulls yell; 
Aloft the croaking ravens fly, 

And toll his funeral bell. 
The waters roll above his head, 

The billows tofs it o'er and o*e< 
His ivory bones lie fcattered, 

And whiten all the fhore. 

§ 12. Song. Jemmy Dawfon *. ShenSTONE. 
poME liften to my mournful tale, 
^ Ye tender hearts, and lovers dear; 
Nor will you fcorn to heave a (igh, i 

Nor will you blufh to (hed a tear. 
And thou, dear Kitty, peerlefs maid ! 

Do thou a penfive ear incline ; 
For thou canft weep at every woe, 

And pity every plaint, but mine. 
Young Dawfon was a gallant youth, 

A brighter never trod the plain } 
And well he lov'd one charming maid, 

And dearly was he lov'd again. 
One tender maid (he lov'd him dear, 

Of gentle blood the damfel came: 
And fault lefs was her beauteous form, 

And fpotlefs was her virgin fame. t 
But curfe on party's hateful ftrife, 

That led the favour'd youth aftray ! 
The day the rebel clans appeared, 

O had he never fcen that day ! 
Their colours and their fa(h he wore, 

And in that fatal drefs was found j 
And now he mud that death endure 

Which gives the brave the keened wound. 
How pale was then his true-love's cheek, 

When Jemmy's fentence reach'd her car ! 
for never yet did Alpine fnows 

So pale, or yet fo chill appear. 4 



EXTRACTS, Roox-IV, 

With faltering voice Ihc weeping faid i 
" O Dawfon, monarch of my heart, 
Think not thy death (hall end our loves, 
For thou and I will never part. 

Yet might fweet mercy find a place, 
And bring relief to Jemmy's woes, 
3 George ! without a pray'r for thee 
My orifons (hould never clofe. 

The gracious prince that gave him life 
Would crown a never-dying flame j 
And every tender babe I bore 
Should learn to lifp the giver's name. 

But tho' dear youth, thou (houldft be dragg'd 

To yonder ignominious tree ; 
Thou (halt not want a faithful friend 
To mare thy bitter fate with thee." 

O then her mourning-coach was call'd, 
The (ledge mov'd (lowly on before \ 
Though borne in her triumphal car, 

She had not lov'd her favourite more, 
She follow'd him, prepar'd to view 

The terrible behelts of law; 
And the lalt icene of Jemmy's woes 
With calm and fteadfalt eye (he faw. 

Didorted was that blooming face, 

Which (lie had fondly lov'd io long; 
And trifled was that tuneful breath 
Which in her praife had fweet ly fung : 

And fever'd was that beauteous neck, 

Round which her arms had fondly clos'dj 
And mangled was that beauteous bread 
On which her love-iick head repos'dj 

And raviftYd was that condant heart, 

She did to every heart prefer; 
For, though it could its king forget, 

T Twas true and loyal dill to her. 
Amid thofe unrelenting flames 

She bore this condant heart to fee ; 
But when 'twas moulder'd into ouft, 
" Now, now, (lie cried, I follow thee !*• 

My death, my death, alone can (hew 
The pure and lading love I bore : 
Accept, O Heaven ! of woes like ours, 
And let us, let us ween no more." 



The difmal fcene was o'er and pad, 
The lover's mournful hearfe retir'd ; 

The maid drew back her languid head, 
And, fishing forth his name, expir'd 1 

Though juflice ever mud prevail, 
The tear my Kitty (beds is due : 

Foj fieldom (hall (he hear a tale 
So fad, fo tender, and fo true. 



* Captain James Dawfon, the amiable and unfortunate fuhjc& of thefe beautiful Stanzas, was one of the 
eight effiers, belonging to the Manchefter Regiment of volunteers, in the fervice of the Young Chevalier, v.Jto 
were hanged, drawn, and quartered, on Kcnnmgton-£ommon, in 1746: and this Ballad, written about the 
nrnr, is fflun led ort a rem.irk bk circumftance which actually hippened at his execution. Juft before hij 
death he wrote a Cong on hi» own nu<>fojtuncs, when is Tup poled to be llill extant. 

5 - § 13. 
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§ 1 1 . Song. A Morning Piect ; or, a Hymn j or 1 
* the Hay -makers. Sm a rt . 

Brisk chaunticleer his matins had begun, 
And broke the filence of the night \ 
And thrice he call'd aloud the tardy fun, 
And thrice he hail'd the dawn's ambiguous light ; 
Back to their graves the tear-begotten phantoms 
run. 

Strong Labour got tip with his pipe in his mouth, 

And Itoutly ftrode over the dale; 
He lent new perfume to the breath of the fouth j 

On his back hung his wallet and flail. 
Behind him came Health from her cottage of 
thatch, 

Where never phyfician had lifted the latch. 

Firft of the village Colin was awake, 
And thus he fung, reclining on his rake : 

Now the rural Graces three 

Dance beneath yon maple-tree ; 

Firil the veilal Virtue, known 

By her adamantine zone ; 

Next to her, in rofy pride, 

Sweet Society, the bride ; 

Lair Honefry, full fecmly dreft 

In her cleanly homeipun veft. 

The abbey-bells, in wak'nitig rounds, 

The warning peal have given ; 
And pious Gratitude refounds 

Her morning hymn to Heaven. 
All nature wakts j the birds unlock their throats, 
And mock the ftiepherd's ruitic notes. 

All alive o'er the lawn, 

Full glad of the dawn, 

The litt!e lambkins play ; 
Sylvia and Sol arife, and all is day ! 

Come, my mates, let us work, 

And all hands to the fork, 
While the fun (bines, our haycocks to make; 

So fine is the day, 

And fo fragrant the hay, 
That the meadow's a* blithe as the wake ! 

Our voices let "s raife 

In Phcebus's praife : 
Infpir'd by fo glorious a theme, 

Our mufical words 

Shall be join'd by the birds, 
And we *11 dance to the tune of the ftream ! 



Quit, quit, for fliame I this will not move, 

This cannot take her; 
If of herfelf (he will not love, 

Nothing can make her ; ~ 

The devil take her. 



§ 14. Song, tit John Suckling. 

Why fo pale and wan, fond lover ? 
Pr'ythee why fo pale > 
Will, when looking well can f t move her, 
Looking ill prevail ? 
Pr ythee why fo pale ? 

Why fo dull and mute, young finner f 

Pr'ythee why fo mute ? 
Will, when fpeaking well can *t win her, 

Saying nothing do *t ? 

Prithee why lb mute ? 



§ 15. Song. Humphrey Gubbins Courtship. 

\ courting I went to my love, 

Who is fweeter than rofes in May ; 
And when I came to her, by Jove, 

The devil a word could I fay. 
I walk'd with her into the garden, 

There fully intending to woo her; 
But may I be ne'er worth a farthing, 
If of love I laid any thing to her. 

I clafp'd her hand clofe to my breaft, 

While my heart was as light as a feather; 
Yet nothing I laid, I p rote It, 

Bat — t; Madam, 'tis veiy tine weather."' 
To an arbour I did her attend, 

She afk'd me to come and fit by her; 
I crept to the furthermoft end, 
For I was afraid to come nigh her. 

I afk'd her which way was the wind, 

For I thought in iome talk we muft enter: 
" Why, Sir, (me anfwer'd, and grinn'd), 

Have youjuft fent your wits for a venture?'* 
Then I followed her into the houfe, 

There I vow'd I my paffion would try ; 
But there I was dill as a moufe ; 

O what a dud booby was I ! 

§ 16. Seng. "The Qefpainng Lover. Walsh. 

Distracted with care, , 
ForPhillis the fair ; 
Since nothing could move her, 
Poor Damon, her lover, 
Refolve* in defpair 
No longer to languifli, 
Nor bear fo much anr;uiih j 
But, mad with his love, 
To a precipice goes ; 
Where a leap from above 
Would foon finifh his woes. 
When, in rage, he came there, 
Beholding how deep 
The, fides did appear, 
And the bottom how deep ; 
His torments projecting, 
And fadly reflecting, 
That a lover foriaken 
A new love may get ; 
But a neck, when once broken, 
Can never be fet : 
And that he could die 
Whenever he would ; 
But that he could live 
But as long as he could: 
How grievous foever 
The torment might growy 
He fcorn'd to endeavour 
To fifliih it fo, 

But 
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But bold, unconcem'd, 
At thoughts of the paifi, 
He calmly return'd 
To his cottage again. 



§ 17. Song. 

A cobler there was, and he liv'd in a flail. 
Which ferv'd him for parlour, for kitchen, 
and hall, 

No coin in his pocket, no care in his pate, 
No ambition had he, nor duns at his gate. 
Deny down, down, down, derry down. 

Contented he work'd, and he thought himfelf 
happy [nappy: 
If at night he could purchafe a jug or brown 
How he N d laugh then, and whiftle,and fing too, 
moft fweet ! 

Saying, Juft to a hair I have made both ends meet! 

Derry down, down, Sec. 
But love, the difturber of high and of low, 
That (hoots at the peafant as well as the beau ; 
He fhotthepoorcoblerquite through the heart i 
t wifh he had hit fome more ignoble part. 

Derry down, down, &c. 

It was from a cellar this archer did play, 
Where a buxom young damfel continually lay; 
Her eyes (hone fo bright when (he rofe every clay, 
That (he (hot the poor cobler quite over the way. 
Derry down, down, &c. 

He fung her love-fongs as he fat at his work, 
But Hie was as hard as a Jew or a Turk 1 
Whenever he fpake (he would flounce and 

would fleer, 
Which put the poor cobler quite into defpair. 

Derry down, down, &c. 
He took up his awl that he had in the world. 
And to make away with himfelf was refolv'd ; 
He piere'd through his body inftead of the fole, 
So the cobler he died, and the bell it did toll. 

Derry down, down, &c. 
And now, in good will, I advife, as a friend, 
All coblers, take warning by this cobler's end; 
Keep your hearts out ot love, for we find, by 

what 's palt, 
That love brings us all to an end at the lad. 

Deri} down, down, down, derry down. 



W 



§ 18. Song. Moore, 

Then Damon languiftVd at my feet, 
And I belie v'd him true, 
The moments of deligjit how i'weet ! 

But ah ! how iwift they flew ! 
The funny hill, the flow ry vale, 

The garden, and the grove, 
Have echoed to his ardent tale, 
And vows of endlefs love. 

The conquefl: gained, he left his prize, 

He left her to complain ; 
To talk of joy with weeping eyes, 

And mcaiure time by paia. , 



But Heaven will take the mourner's part, 

In pity to defpair ; 
And the laft figh that rends the heart 

Shall waft the fpirit there. 



§ 19. Song* The Lafs of the Httt. 

Mtft Mary Jones* 
f\n the brow of a hill a young (hepherdefi 
W dwelt, 

Who no pangs of ambition or love had e'er felt 3 
For a few fober maxims (till ran in her head, 
That 'twas better to earn ere (he ate her brown 
bread ; 

That to rife with the lark was conducive to health, 
And, to folks in a cottage, contentment was 
wealth. 

Now young Roger, who liv'd in the valley below, 
Who at church and at market was reckon 'd a beau, 
Had many times tried o'er her heart to prevail,- 
And would red on his pitchfork to tell her his tale: 
With his winningbehaviour he meltedher heart $ 
But, quite artlefs herfelf, (he fufpetted no art. 
He had figh'd, and proteHed, had kneel'd, and 
implor'd, 

And could lye with the grandeur and air of a lord: 
Then her eyes he commended in language well 

drefs'd, [bread; 
And enlarg'd on the torments that troubled his 
Till his iighs and his tears had lb wrought on her 

mind, 

Thatin downright compaflion tolove (heinclind. 

But as foon as he 'd melted the ice of her breanV 
All the flames of his love in a moment decreased j 
And at noon he goes flaunting all over the vale, 
Where he boafts of his conquefl to Sufan andNell : 
Tho'he fees her butfeldom, he 's always inhafte, 
And, if ever he mentions her, makes her his jeft 
All the day (he goes fighing,and hangingher head, 
And her thoughts are fo pelter'd, (lie fcarce earns 
her bread ; 

The whole village cries fliame, when a-milking 
(he goes, 

That fo little afreftion is (hewn to the cows j 
But meheedsnottheirrailing,e'enletthem rail on* 
And a fig for the cows now her fweetheavt is gone. 

Now bewarejye young virgins of Britain 's?ayifle^ 
How ye yield up a heart to a look or a fmile ; 
For Cupid is artf ul, and virgins are frail, 
And you '11 find a falfe Roger in every vale, 
Who to court you, and tempt you, will try all 
his (kill; 

But remember The Lafs on the brow of the Hilt; 



§ *o. Song. Barton Booth, Efq. 
n weet are the charms of her I love, 
° More fragrant than the damalk rofe, 
Soft as the down of turtle dove, 

Gentle as air when Zephyr blows, 
Refrefliingas defcendin<; rains 
To fun-burnt dimes and thirfty plains. 



True 



Book IV. SONGS, 

True as the needle to the pole, 

Or " as the dial to the fun 
Conitant as gliding waters roll, 

Whole fwelling tides obey the moon ! 
From every other charmer tree, 
My life and love fnall follow thee. 
The lamb the flowery thyme devours, 

The dam the tender kid purines j 
Sweet Philomel, in (hady bow'rs 

Of verdant fpring, her note renews ; 
AH follow what they molt admire, 
As I purine my loul's defire. 

Nature mult change her beauteous face, 

And vary as the fealbns rife ; 
As winter to the fpring gives place, 

Summer tli approach of autumn flies t 
No change on love the feafons bring, 
Love only knows perpetual fpring. 

Devouring time, with Ileal ii»g pace, 
Makes lofty oaks and cedars bow 5 

And marble tow'rs, and gates of brafs, 
In his rude march he levels low : 

But lime, deftroying far and wide, * 

Love from the foul can ne'er divide. 

Death only with his cruel dart 
The gentle godhead can remove ; 

And drive him from the bleeding heart, 
To mingle with the blefs'd above; 

Where, known to all his kindred train, 

He finds a lairing relt from pain. 

Love, and his filter fair, the foul, 
Twin -born, from heaven together came : 

Love will the univerfe controul, * 
When dying feafons lofe their name j 

Divine abodes (hall own his pow'r, 

When time and death mall be no more. 



§ It. Song. Parnell. 

My days have been fo wondrous free, 
The little birds that fly 
Wirh carelefs eafe from tree to tree 
Were but as blefs'd as L 

Aflc eliding waters, if a tear 

Of mine increas'd their ftream ? 
Or alk the flying gales, if*'er 

I lent a figh to them ? 
But now my former days retire, 

And Fm by beauty caught; 
TLe tender cnains of fweet defire 

Are fix'd upon my thought. 
An eager hope within my breaft 

Does every doubt controul ; 
And lovely Nancy (lands confeft 

The fav'rite of my foul. 
Ye nightingales, ye twifting pines, 

Ye fwains that haunt the ^rove, 
Ye gentle echoes, breezy winds, 

Ye clofe retreats of love I 



BALLADS, fcfc *7» 

With all of nature, all of art, 

Ailiit the dear defign ; 
O teach a young, unpractised heart 

To make her ever mine. 
The veiy thought of change I hata 

As much as of defpoir ; 
Nor ever covet to be great, 

Unlefs it be for her. 

'Tis true, the paflion in my mind 

Is mix'd with foft dinrefs s 
Yet, while the fair I love is kind, , 

I cannot wifli it lefs. 



§ 22. Song. May Eve ; or, Kate of Aberdeen, 

CuNNINGHAA3« 

HP he filver moon's enamour'd beam 

Steals foftly through the night. 
To wanton with the winding Iheam, 

And kifs reflected light. 
To beds of flate go, balmy deep, 

('Tis wlure you've leldom been) 
May's vigil while the Ihepherds keep 

Witjh Kate of Aberdeen. 

Upon the green the virgins wait, ' 

In rofy chaplets gay, 
Till morn unbar her golden gate, « 

And give the promis'd May. 
Methinks I hear the maids declare 

The promis'd May, when feen, 
Not half fo fragrant, half* lb fa> 

As Kate of Aberdeen. 

Strike up the tabor's boldeft notes, 

We'll roufe the nodding grove ; 
The netted birds fliall raife their throats, 

And hail the maid I love. 
And fee — the matin lark mift.kes, 

He quits the tufted green : 
Fond bird! 'tis not the morning breaks, 

Tis Kate of Aberdeen! 

Now lightfome o'er the level mead, 

Where midnight Fairies rove, 
Like them the jocund dance we'll lead, 

Or tune the reed to love. 

For fee, the rofy May draws nighj 

She claims a Virgin Queen ; 
And hark, the happy (hepherds cry, 

'Tis Kate of Aberdeen ! 



§ 23. Song. Sally in our AlUy. Gar£v, 
r\F all the girls that are fo fmart, 
^ There's none like pretty Sally : 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And lhe lives in our alley., 
There's ne'er a lady in the land, 

That's half fo fweet as Sally : 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And fhe lives in our alley. 
Her father he makes cabbage-nets, 

,And thro* the ftreets does cry 'em: 
Her mother fhe fells laces long, 

To fuch as choofc to buy 'em : 

But 



S8o ELEGANT 

But fure fuch folk?? could ne'er beget 

So fweet a girl as Sally: 
She is the darling of rny heart, 

And /he lives in our alley. 

When (he is by I leave my work, 

I love her fo fincerely j 
My matter comes, like any Turk, 

And bangs me mofl feverely : 
But let him bang his belly full, 

I'll bear it all for Sally : 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And fhe lives in our alley. 
Of all the days that's in the week, 

I dearly love but one day : 
And that's the day that comes betwixt 

A Saturday and Monday ; 
For then I'm drefs'd, all in my beft, 

»To walk abroad with Sally : 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And (he lives in our alley. 
My matter carries me to church, 

And often am I blamed 
Becaufe I leave him in the lurch, 

As foon as text is named : 
I leave the church in fermon time, 

And flink away to Sally : 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And (he lives in our alley. 

When Chriflmas comes about again, 

Oh! then I (hall have money ; 
Til hoard it up, and, box and all, 

I'll give it to my honey. 
And would it were ten thoufand pound, 

I'd give it all to Sally : 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And (he lives m our alley. 
My matter and the neighbours all 

Make game of me and Sally; 
And, but for her, I'd better be 

A (lave, and row a galley. 
But, when my feven long years are out, 

O then Til marry Sally : 
O then we'll wed, and then we'll bed : 

But not in our alley. 

§ 24. Sortg. The true Tar. By the fame. 

A knave *s a knave, 
Tho' ne'erifo brave, 
Tho' diamonds round him mine \ 
What tho' he's great, 
Takes mighty ft ate, 
And thinks himlelf divine: 
His ill-got wealth 
Can't give him health, 
Or future ills prevent ; 
An honeft tar 
Is'richer far, 
If he enjoys content. 

A foul ilncere 
Scorii* fran «1 or fear, 
Wkhin itfelf iecurej 



EXTRACTS, Took IVJ 

For vice will blanv 

But virtue laft 
While truth and time endure. 

Blow hijjh, blow low, 

Frown fate or foe, 
He fcorns to tack about j 

But to his truft 

Is ftri&lyjuft, i 
And nobly ftems it out. 



§ 25. Song. John sow. 

Not the foft fighs of vernal gales, 
The fragrance of the flowery *Vales, 
The murmurs of the chryftal rill, 
The vocal grove, the verdant hill ; 
Not all their charms, though all unite, 
Can touch my bofom with delight. 

Not all the gems on India's (hore, 

Not all Peru's unbounded (lore ; 

Not all the powV, nor all the fame, 

That heroes, kings, or poets claim j 

Nor knowledge, which the learn M approve, 

To form one wifti my foul can move. 

Yet nature's charms allure my eyes, 

And knowledge, wealth, and fame I prize \ 

Fame, wealth, and knowledge 1 obtain, 

Nor feek I nature's charms in vain j 

In lovely Stella all combine, 

And, lovely Stella ! thou art mine. 



§ 16. Delia. APaJloral. Cunningham. 

The gentle fwan, with graceful pride, 
Her glofly plumage laves, 
And, failing down the filvtr tide, 
Divides the whifpering waves : 
The filver tide, that wandering flows, 

Sweet to the bird mil ft be ! 
But not fo fweet, blithe Cupid knowsi 
As Delia is to me. 

A parent-bird, in plaintive mood, 

On yonder fruit-tree fung, 
And llill the pendant nelt The view'd 

That held her callow young : 
Dear to the mother's fluttering heart 

The genial brood mull be ; 
But not lb dear (the thoufandtli part) 

As Delia is to me. 

The rofes that my brow furround 
. Were natives of the dale ; 
Scarce pluck'd, and in a garland bound, 

Before their fwetts grew pqje! 
My vital bloom would thus be froze, 

If luckleii torn from thee; . 
For what the root is to the rofe 

My Delia is to me. 

Two doves I found, like new-fallen fiiowr, 

So white the beauteous pair • 
The birds on Delia I'll bellow, 

They're, ftke her bolbm, fair I 

Whei 
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When, in their chafte connubbJ love, 

My fecret with (fa^fi fee ; 
Such mutual blifsas turtles prove, 

May Delia (hare with me 



§ 27. Akenside. 

The fhapc alone let others prize, 
The features of the fair ; 
I look for fprtit in her eyes, 
And meaning in her air. 

Adamaik cheek, and iv'ryarm, 

Shah ne'er my wilhes win: 
Give me an animated form, 

That ipeaks a mind within : 

A f ce where awful honour mines, 
Where fenfe and fweetnefs move, 

And angel innocence refines 
The tendernels of love. - 

Thefe are the foul of beauty's frame, 

Without whole vital aid 
U;ifininYd all her features feem, 

And all her rofesdead. 
Put, ah ! where both their charms unite, 

How perfeel is the view, * 
With ev'ry image of delight, 

With graces ever new ! 

Of pow'r to charm the greateft woe, 

The wildeit rage controul ; 
Diffufing mildneis o'er the brow, 

And rapture through the foul. 

Their pow'r but faintly to exprefs 

All language rauft defpair; 
But go, behold Arpafia's face, 

And read it perfect there. 



Difpel the n«ift, and clear the fkics, 
And bring my Orra to my eyes. 

O were I lure my dear to view, 
Td climb that pine-tree's topmoft bpugh 
Aloft in air that qurv'rirtg plays, 
And round and round for ever gaze. 

My Orra Moor, where art thou laid ? 
What wood conceals my deeping maid ? 
Fa/t by the roots, enrag'd, I'd tear 
The trees that hide my promis'd fair. 

O could I ride on clouds and fkies, . 

Or on the raven's pinions rife ! 

Ye ftorks, ye fwans, a moment (lay, 

And waft a lover on his way 1 

Myblifs too long my bride denies; 

Apace the wafting fummer flies : 

Nor yet the wintry blafts I fear,. 

Not ltomis or night fliall keep me here. 

What may for ftrength with fteel compare ? 

O, Love has fetters ltronger far : 

By bolts of Heel are limbs confin'd, \ 

But cruel Love enchains the mind. 

No longer then perplex thy breaft 5 

When thoughts torment, the firft arebeft ; 

'Tis mad to go, 'tis death to (lay: 

Away to Orra, baile away ! 



$ 28. Song. On Young Olinda. 

Then innocence and beauty meet, 
To add to lovely female grace, 
Ah, how beyond exnreflion fwect 
Is every feature of the face!. 

By virtue ripen'd from the bud, 
The flow'r angelic odours breeds ; 

The fragrant charm of being good * ' 
Makes gaudy vice to fmell like weeds. 

O facred Virtue ! tune my voice 

With thy infpiring harmony; 
Then I fhall fing of rapt'rous joys, 

Which fill my foul with love of thee, 

To lading brightnefs be refin'd, 
When this vain lhadow flies away j 

Th' eternal beauties of the mind 
Will Lift when all things clfe decay. 

§ 29. Song. From the I. a f land Tongue. Steel. 
'pHou rifing fun, wJiofe gladiinne ray 
* Invites my fair to rural play, 



§30. Song, the MidfummerWifl. Croxall. 

Waft me, fome foft and cooling breeze, 
To Windfor's fhady, kind retreat; 
Where fylvan fcenes, wide fpreading trees, 
Repel the dog-fbr's raging heat: 

Where tufted grafs, and mofly beds, 

Afford a rural, calm repofe ; 
Where woodbines hang their dewy heads, 

And fragrant fweets around difclofe. 

Old oozy Thames, that flows faft by, 

Along the fmiling valley plays; 
His glairy furface cheers, the eye,. 

And through the flow ry meadow ftraya. 

His fertile banks with herbage green, 
His vales with golden plenty fwell ; 

Where'er his purer ftreams are feen, i 
The gods of health and pleafure dwell. 

Let me thy clear, thy yielding wave 
With naked arm once more divide j 

In thee my glowing bofom lave, 
And Hem thy gently rolling tide. 

Lay me, with damafk rofes crown'd, 
Beneath force ofier's duiky (hade; 
Where water-lilies -deck the ground, 
Where bubbling firings relYefh the glade* 



§ 31. Song. Mi/s VVhateley. 

pOME, d€t\ r Paftora, com e away I 
^ And hael the cheerful %%uu ; 

31- 
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Now fragrant blofloms crowns the May, 
And woods with love-notes ring: 

Now Phcebus to the weft defcends, 
And fheds a fainter ray ; 

And, as ourri<ral labour ends, 
We blefs the doling day* . 

In yonder artlefs maple bowY 

With blooming woodbines twin'd, 
Let us enjoy the evening hour, 

On earth's foft lap recWd i 
Or where yon poplar's verdant boughs 

The chryftal current (hade; 
O deign, fair nymph, to hear the vows 

My faithful heart has made. 
Within this bread no foft deceit, 

No artful flattry bides : 
But truth, fcarce known among the great, 

O'er ev'ry thought prefides : 
On pride *s falfe glare I look with fcorn, 

And all its glittering train ; 
Be mine the pleafures which adorn 1 

This ever-peaceful plain. 

Come then, my fair, and with thy love 

Each rifing care fubdue ; 
Thy prefence can each grief remove, 

And ev'ry joy renew. 
The lily fades, the rofe grows faint, 

Their tranfient bloom is vain; 
But laiting truth and virtue paint 

Pultora of the plain. 



§ 52. Song. 
/^owf, dear Amanda, quit the town, 
^ And to the rural hamlets fly ; 
Behold, the wintry florins are gone, 

A gentle radiance glads the fky. 
The birds awake, the flowYs appear, 

Earth fyreads a verdant couch for thee ; 
'Tis joy and mulic all we hear ! 

'Tis love and beauty all we fee I 
Come, let us mark the gradual tyring, 

How peep the buds, the bloflom blows, 
Till Philomel begins to iing, 

And perfect May to fpread the rofc. 
Let us lecure the fhort delight, 

And wifely crop the blooming day 5 
For loon, too foon, it will be night ; 

Ariie, my love, and come away. 



% 33- Song. 



From the La f land Tvngue, 
Stfel. 



Haste, my rein-deer, and let us nimbly go 
Our amorous journey through this dreary 
wade : 

Haite, my rein-deer! ftill,ftill thoU art too flow ; 
Impetuous love demauiis the lightning's halte. 



Around us far the rulhy moors are fpread; 

Soon will the fun withdraw his cheerful ray | 
Darkling and tir'd we (hall the marines tread* 

No lay un fung to cheat the tedious way. 

The wat'ry length of thefe un joyous moors 
Does all the flovv'ry meadows' pride excel 5 

Through thefe I fly to her my foul adores \ 
Ye flowVy meadows, empty pride, farewel ! 

Each, moment from the charmer I'm conlin,d, 
My breaft is toitur'd with impatient tires \ 

Fly, my rein -deer, fly fwifter than the wind ! 
Thy tardy feet wing with my fierce delires. 

Our pleafingtoil will then be foon o'erpaid, 
And thou, in wonder Idft, malt view my fair. 

Admire each feature of the lovely maid, fi- 
ller artleis charms, her bloom, her fprightfy 



W 



$34. Songt A r no's Vale. 

Earl of Middlesex.*. 

hen here, Lucinda, firlt we came, 
Where Arno rolls his iilver Arc-am, 
How blithe the nymphs, the fwains how gay* 
Content infpir'd each rural lay. 
The birds in livelier concert lung, 
The grapes in thicker clutters hung; 
All look'd a* joy could never fail 
Among the Iweets of Arno's vale. 

But fince the good Palemon died, 
The chief of fhepherds, and their pride, 
Now Arno's fons mult all give place 
To northern men, an iron race. 
The tafte of pleafure now is o'er} 
Thy notes, Lucinda, pleafe no more ; 
The Mufes droop, the Goths prevail ! 
Adieu, the iV.ee ts or Arno's vale ! 



§ 35' Song. The pajfionate Shepherd to his Love. 

Marlow. 
f^OME live with me, and be my love, 
" J And we will all the pleafures prove 
That valleys, groves, or hills and fields, 
And all the lleepy mountain yields. 

And we will fit upoji the rocks, 
Seeing the Ihepherds feed their flocks,' 
By (hallow rivers, to vvhofe fall 
Melodious birds fing nudrigals* 

And I will make thee beds of rofes, 
And athoufand fragrant pofics> 
A cap of flowers, and a kutle 
Embroider' d all with leaves of myrtle: 

A gown made of the fineftwool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull 5 
Fair lined flippers for the cold, 
With byckles of the pureit gold: 



* Charles Sackville, afterwards Duke of Dorfet. It was written at Florence in 1737, on the 
death of John Gallon, the late Duke of Tulcany of the houfe of Medici j and addeffed to Signora 
Mutcovita, a finjer, a favourite of the author'*. 

A belt 
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A belt of ftraw, and ivy buds, 
With coral clafps, and amber ltuds : 
And it thefe pleafures may thee move, 
Come, live with me, and be my love. 

The fhepherd fwains (hall dance and fjng 
For thv delight each May morning 1 
if'thefe delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love 



36. Song. The Njmpfrs Reply to the SbepUrJ. 

Sir W. Raleich, 
Tf all the world and love were young, 
A And truth in evYy fhepherd's tongue, 
Thefe pretty pleafures might me move 
To live with lhee, and be thy love. 
Time drives the flocks from field to fold, 
When river* wje, and rocks grow cold, 
And Philomel becometh dumb; 
vThe reft complain of cares to come. 
The flowYs do fade, and wanton fields 
To wayward winter reckoning yields ; 
A hone)- tongue, a heart of gall, 
Is fancy's fpring, hot forrow's fall. 
Thy gowns, thy fhoes, thy beds of rofes, 
Thy cap, thy kirtle, and thy pofies, 
Soon break, fooH wither, loon forgotten, 
In folly ripe, in reafon rotten. 
Thy belt of ft raw, and ivy buds, 
Thy coral clafps, and amber ftuds, 
All thefe in me no means can move 
To come to thee, and be thy love. 
But could youth laft, and loveftill breed, 
Had joy no date, nor age no need ; 
Then thefe delights my mind might move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 



37. Song. Summer. 
Thomas Brerewood, Efq. 



And when we return to our cottage at night, 

Hand-in-hand as we fauntering ftray, 
Let the moon's filver beams through the leaves 

give us light, 
Juft direct us, and chequer our way. 
Let the nightingale warble its notes in our walk* 

As thus gently and flowly we move ; 
And let no hngle thought be exprefs'd in our 
talk. 

But of fncndfliip improv'd into love. 
Thus enchanted each day with thefe rural de- 
lights, 

And fecure from ambition's alarms, t 
Soft leva and repofe lha.ll divide all our nights, 
And each morning (hall rife with new charms. 



§38. Song, Moore. 

now blefs'd has my time been, what joys 
" have 1 known, 

Since wedlock's foft bondage made Jefl'e my 
own I 

So joyful my heart is, fo eafy my chain, v 
That freedom is talleleis, and roving a pain. 
Through walks grown with woodbines as often 
w r e It ray, 

Around us our boys and girls frolic and play : 
How plealing their fport is, the wanton ones fee, 
And borrow their looks from my Jelle and me. 
To try her fweet temper, fometimes am I feen 
In revels all day with the nymphs on the green ; 
Though painful my abfence, my doubts me be- 
guiles, [fmiles. 
And meets me at night with compliance and 

What tho' on her cheeks the rofe lofes its hue, 
Her wit and good-humour bloom all the year 
through j 

Time (till, as he flies, adds increafe to her truth, 
And gives to her mind what he fteals from her 
youth. 

Ye fhepherds fo gay, who make love to enfnare, 



«7hire the light cannot pierce, in a grove Aud cheat with falfe vows the too-credulous fair j 
* * of tall trees, In learchof truepleafure how vainly you roam I 



With ray fair-one as blooming as May, 
UndifturbM by all found but the ilghs of the 
breeze, 

Let me pafs the hot noon of the day. 

When the fun, lefsintenfe, to the weftward in- 
clines, 

For the meadows the groves well forfake, 
And fee the rays dance, as inverted he mines, 
On the face of fome river or lake : 

Where my faireft and f, on its verge as we pafs, 
(For 'tis (he that muft ilill be my theme) 

Our (hadows may view on the watery glafs, 
While the fifli are at play in the ftream. 

May the herds ceale to low, and the lambkins 
to bleat, 

When (he fings rae fome amorous ft rain ; 
All be filent and huuYd, unlefs Echo repeat 
The kind words and fweet founds back again ! 



' To hold it for life, you mult find it at home. 



fliew$ 



§ 39. A Song, Fitzgerald, 

The charms which blooming beauty 
From faces heavenly fair, 
We to the lily and the role, 
With femblance apt, compare. 

With femblance apt ; for, ah 1 how foon, 

How foon they all decay ! 
The lily droops, the rofe is gone, 

And beauty fades away. 
But when bright virtue mines confeft, 

With fweet difcretion joined; 
When mildnefs calms the peaceful breaft, 

And wifdom guides the mind; 
3 L 2 When 
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When charms like thefe, dear maid, confpire 

Thy perfon to approve, 
They kindle generous chafte defire, 

And everlalting love. 

Beyond the reach of time or fate 

Thefe graxes fh'all endure ; 
Still, like the paflion they create, 

Eternal, conltant, pure. 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, BookIV. 

The ftars, who I think, don't to drinking in- 



cline, 

Would frilk and rejoice at the fume of the wine : 
And, merrily twinkling, would foon let us know 
That they were as happy as mortals below. 
Had this been the cafe, then what had we enjoy d, 
Our fpirits Mill rifing, our fancy ne'er cloy c ! 
A pox then on Neptune, when 't was in his 
pow'r, 

To flip, like a fool, fuch a fortunate hour ■ 



§ 40. Song. 

tiusy, curious, thirfty fly, 

Drink with me, and drink as I ; 
Freely wekomc to my cup, 
Couldft thou lip and fipit up, 
Make 'the molt of life you may, 
Life is Ihort. and wears away. 

Both alike are mine and thine, 
flattening quick to their decline: tjfc 
Thine's a'fummer, mine no more, ?/ $fy 
Though repeated to threel'core \ 
Threelcore fummers, when they're go*e. 
Will appaar as fhort as one. 



§ 4.1. Song. 



§ 4.2. A Song. Shenstone. 

Adieu, ye jovial youths, who jo in . 
To plunge old Care in floods ot wine * 
And, as your dazzled eye-balls roll, 
Difcern him ftruggling in the bowl ! 

Not yet is hope fo w r holly flown, 
NTot yet is thought fo tedious grown, 
But limpid ft ream "and fhady tree 
Retain as yet lome fweets lor me. 

And fee, through yonder filent grovey ; 
See yonder does my Daphne rove : 
With pride her footlteps I purfue, 
And bid your frantic joys adieu. 

The folc confufion I admire, 
Is that my Daphne's eyes infpire : 



J-J AT) Neptune, when firft he took charge of: l kom the ma dnefs you approve, 

the fea, And value reaibn next to love. 

Been as wife, or at leaft been as merry, as we, 
He'd have thought better on't, and inftead of 



his brine 

Would have fill'd the vail ocean with generous 
wine. 

What trafficking then would have been on the 
main 

For the lake of good liquor, as well as for gain ! 
No fear then of tempeft, or danger of finking j 
The fifties ne'er drown that are always a-drink- 
ing. 

The hot thirfty fun then would drive with more 
hafte, 

Secure in the evening of fuch a repair; 
And when he'd got tipfy would have taken his 
nap 

With double the pleafurein Thetis's lap. 

By the force of his rays, and thus heated with 
wine, 

Confider how glorioufly Phoebus would flune j 
What vaft exhalations he'd draw up on high, 
To relieve the poor earth as it wanted fupply. 

How happy us mortals, when blefs'd with luch 
rain, 

To fill all our veflljs, and fill them again ! 
Nay even the ^>egga»*, that has ne'er a dim, 
Might jump into the river,and drink like a fifli. 
What mirth and contentment on ev'ry one's 
brow;, t plough! 

Hob as great as a prince dancing after the 
The birds in the air, as they play on the wing, 
Although they but lip, would eternally iing. 



§ 43- Song. 

\J[y mind to me a kingdom is ; 

Such perfect joy therein I find, 
As far exceeds all earthly blils, 

That God or nature hath aflign'd : 
Though much I want that molt would have, 
Yet ftill my mind forbids to crave. 

Content I live, this is my ftay; •' 

I feek no more than may luffice : 
I prefs to bear no haughty fway 5 

Look what 1 lack my mind fupplies. 
Lo ! thus I triumph like a king, 
Content with that my mind doth bring. 
I fee how plenty furfeits oft, 

And hafty climbers fooneft fall : 
I fee that fuch as lit aloft 

Mifhap doth threaten moft of all : 
Thele get with toil, and keep with fear: 
Such cares my mind could never bear. 
No princely pomp, nor wealthy ftore, 

No force to win a viclory, 
No wily wit to falve a fore, 

No lhape to win a lover's eye : 
To none of thefe I yield as thrall, 
For why ? my mind defpifeth all. 

Some have too much,yet ftili they crave j 
I little have, yet feek no'more: 

They are but poor, though much they have.j 
And I am rich with little ltore; 



Book IV. 

They poor, I rich ; they beg, I give ; 
They lack, I lend j they pine, I live. 
I laugh not at another's lofs, 

I grudge not at another's gain ; 
No worldly wave my mind can tofs : 

I brook that is another's bane. 
I fear no foe, nor fawn no friend ; 
I loathe not life, nor dread mine end. 
My wealth is health, and perfect eafe : 

My oonfcience clear my chief defence: 
I never feek by bribes to pleale, 

Nor by defert to give offence : 
Thus do I live, thus will I die; 
Would all did ib as well a* 1 1 
I take no joy in earthly blifc ; 

I weigh not CrcemV wealth a ftrawj 
For care, I care not what it is 5 

I fear not Fortune's fatal law. 
My mind is fuch as may not move 
For beauty bright, or force of love. 
I wifh but what I have at will j 

I wander not to feek for more j . 
I like the plain, I climb no hill j 

In greateft ftorms I lit on more, 
And laugh at them that toil in vain 
To get what mult be loft again. 
I kiis not where I wilh to kill ; 

I feign not love where moft I hate 5 
I break no fleep to win my frill 5 

I wait not at the mighty* s gate j 
I fcorn no poor, I fear no rich ; 
I feel no want, nor have too much. 
The court, ne cart. I like ne loath : 

Extremes are counted worlt of all : 
The golden mean betwixt them both 

Doth fureft fit, and fears no fall ; 
This is my choice ; for why ? I find 
No wealth is like a quiet mind. 
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§ 4.4. Song. Countefsof Win chelsea. 

Would we attain the happieft ftate 
That is defing'd us here* 
No joy a rapture mult create, 

No grief beget deipair : 
No injury fierce anger raife, 

No honour tempt to pride : 
No vain defires of empty praife 

Mult in the foul abide : 
No charms of youth or beauty move 

The conltant, fettled brealt : 
Who leaves a partage free to love 
Shall let in all the reft. 

In fuch a heart foft peace will live, 

Where none of thele abound ; 
The greateft ble fling Heaven does give, 

Or can on earth be found. 



A healthy, clean, paternal feat, 
Well (haded from the l'ummer'sheat. 

A little parlour- ftove, to* hold 
A conftant lire from winter's cold, 
Where you may lit and think, and ling, 
Far oif from court, God blefs the king 1 

Safe from the harpies of the law, 
From party-rage, and great man's paw; 
Have choice few friends oT your own taftej 
A wife agreeable and, chafte : 

An open, hut yet cautious mind, 
Where guilty cares no entrance find \ 
Nor miler's fears, nor envy's fpite, 
To break the fabbath of the night. 
Plain equipage, and temp'rate meals, 
Few taylors*, and no doctors* bills ; 
Content to take, as Heaven fha.ll pleafe, 
A longer or a fhorter leafe. 



^ 45. Song. Bedingfield. 

To hug yourfelf in perfect eafe, 
What would you wifh for more than thefe ? 



§ 46. Song. Mlfs PlLKINGTON. 

T envy not the proud their wealth, 
* Their equipage and ltate : 
Give me but innocence and health, 

I afk not to be great. 
I in this fweet retirement find 

A joy unknown to kings, 
For fceptres to a virtuous mind 

Seem vain and empty things. 
Great Cincinnatus at his plough 

With blighter luftre fhone, 
Than guilty Caefar e'er could mow, 

Though leated on a throne. 
Tumultuous days and reltlefs nights j , 

Ambition ever knows, 
A lcranger to the calm delights 

Of ftudyand repofe. 
Then free from envy, care, and ftrife, 

Keep me, ye pow'rs divine ! 
And, pleased when ye demand my life, 

May I that life refign ! 



§ 47. Song. The CbaraSier of a happy Life^ 
Sir Henry Wotton. 
rjow happy is he born and taught, ^ 

That ferveth not another's will; 
Whofe armour is his honeft thought, 
And iimple truth his utmolt (kill ! 

Whofe paflions not his»mafters are, 

Whole foul 13 It: ill prepared lor death: 
Untied unto the world by care 

Of public fame, or private breath I 
Who envies none that chance doth raifej 

Nor vice hath ever underftoodj 
How deepen: wounds are giv'n by praife. 

Nor rules of ftate, but rules of good I 

Who hath his life from rumours freed, 
Whofe confeience is his Itrong retreat: 

Whofe ltate can neither flatterers feed, 
Nor ruin make oppreflors great ! 
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Who God doth late and early pray 
More of his grace than gifts to lend; 

And entertains the harmlefs day 
With a religious book or friend I 

This man is freed from fervile hands, 
Of hope to rife, or fear to fall : 

Lord of himfelf, though not of lands, 
And having nothing, yet hath all. 



EXTRACTS, 

§ 51. Song. 



§ 4.S. Song. HlLDEBRAND JACOB, Efq. 

I EN vy not the mighty great, 
Thofe powerful rulers of the ftate, 
Who fettle nations as they pleafe, 
.And govern at th' expence of cafe. 

Far happier the fhepherd fwain, 
Who daily drudges on the plain, 
And nightly in tome humble fhed 
On rufhy pillows lays his head. 

No curft ambition breaks his reft, 
No factious wars divide his Breaft ; 
His nock, his pipe, and artlelsfair, 
Are all his hope, and all his care. 



Book IV. 

J Moral Thought. 
Dr. Hawksworth* 
'Fhro' groves ftquefter'd, dark, and itill, 
A Low vales, and mony cells among, 
In filent patli3 the carelels rill 
With languid murmurs lMs along. 

Awhile it plays with circling fweep, 

And lingering leaves its native plain v 
Then pours impetuous down the lteep, 

And mingles with the boundlefsmahu 
O let my years thus devious glide 

Thro* filent fcenes oblcurely calm ; 
Nor wealth nor ftrife pollute the tide, 

Nor honour's fanguinary palm. 
When labour tires, and pleafure palls, 

Still let the itream untroubled be, 
As down the lteep of age it falls, 
And mingles with eternity. 



§ 49- So "g- 

No glorv I covet, no riches I want, 
Ambition is nothing to me ; 
The one thing I beg of kind Heaven to grant 

Is a mind independent and free. 
With paffions unruffled, untainted with pride, 

By realon my life let me lquare j 
The wants of my nature are cheaply fupplied, 

And the relt are but folly and care. 
The bleflings which Providence freely has lent, 

riLjuftly and gratefully prize ; 
Whilft fweet meditation, and cheerful content, 

Shall make me both healthful and wife. 
In the pleai'ures the great man's pofleflions dif- 
Unenvied Til challenge my part ; [play, 
For ev'ryjair object my eyes can furvey 
Contributes to gladden my heart. 

How vainly, thro' infinite trouble and ftrife, 
Hie many their labours employ ! 

Since all that is truly delightful in life 
Is what all, if they pleale, may enjoy. 



§ 52: Song. 

Crom the court to the cottage convey 
1 away, * [gay; 

For I'm weary of grandeur, and what they call 
Where pride without mealure, 
And pomp without pleafure, 
Make life in a circle of hurry decay. 
Far remote and retir'dfrom thenoifeofthetown. 
Til exchange my brocade for a plain ruflet 
My friends fliall be few, gown ; 

But well chofen and true, 
And fweet recreation our evening (hall crown. 
With a rural repall, a rich banquet for me, 
On a molly green turf, near lome (hady old tree, 
The river's clear brink 
Shall afford me my drink, 
And Temperance my friendlyphyfician (hall be. 
Evercahnandferene^ithcontentment.ftillbleft, 
Not too giddy with joy, or with forrow depreft, 
Til neither invoke, 

Or repine at death's ftroke, [reft. 
But retire from the world as I would to my 



$ 50. Song. Dr. Darlton.* 
xtor on beds of fading flow'rs, 

Shedding ibon their gaudy pride, - 
Nor with fwams in fyren bow'rs, 

Will true pleafure long rellde. 
On awful virtue's hill fublime 

Enthroned fits th' immortal fair: 
Who wins her height muft patient climb j 

The fteps are peril, toil, and care. 
So from the firft did Jove ordain 
Fternal blifs for traniient rjain. 



$ 53. Seng. The Blind Boy. 

COLLEY ClBBER. f 

r\ say what is that thing call'd light, 
^ Which I mult ne'er enjoy ? 
What are the bleflings of the light ? 
O tell your poor blind boy ! 

You talk of wondrous things you fee, 

You fay the fun lhines bright; 
I feel him warm, but how can he 

Or make it day or night ? 

Nfy day or night myfelf I make, 

Whent'er I fleep or play ; 
Arid could I ever keep awake 

With me 'twere always day. 



•IntheMafqueof Cormis.— Itfeemsto be imitated from a paflage in the 17th book of Tauo'sjerufalem; 
1 Wiuten 101, and let by, the late celebrated Mr. Stanley, orgajiilt ot St. Andrew, Holborn. 
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With heavy fighs T often hear 
You mourn my haplefs woe ; 

But fure with patience I can bear 
A lols I ne'er can know. 

Then let not what I cannot have 
My cheer of mind deftroy ; 

Whillt thus I fing, lam a king, 
Although a poor blind boy. 



H, 



5+. Song. Robert Dodsley*. 

row happy a (late does the miller poflTefs, 
K Who would he no greater, nor fears to be lefs! 
On his mill and himfelf he depends for 1 up port, 
Which is better thanfervilely cringing at court. 
What tho 1 he all dully and whiten'd dots go, 
The more he's bepowder'd,the more like a beau'- 
A clown in this drefs may be honeftcr far 
Than a courtier who ltruts in his garter and ftar. 

Tho'hishandsarefodaub'dthey'reaotfittobefeen, 
The hands of his betters are not very clean : 
A palm more polite may as dirtily deal ; 
Gold,in handling.will iticktothefingerslike meal 
What if, when a pudding for dinner he lacks, 
He cribs without fcruple from other men's facksj 
In this of right noble example he brags, 
Who borrow as freely from other men's bags. 
Or mould he endeavour to heap an eftate, 
In this he would mimic the tools of the lbte j 
Whofe aim is alone their own coft'ers to fill, 
As all his concern's to bring grift to his null. 
He eats whenhe's hungry,hedrinkswhenhe'sdry, 
And dow r n, when he's weary ,contented does lie^ 
Then rife*s up cheerful to work and to fmg : 
• If fo happy a miller, then who'd be a king ? 

§ 55. Song. The Old Man's IVijb. Dr. Pope, 
f I live to grow old, for I find I go down, 
Let this be my fate In a country town 
May I have a warm ho ufe, withaltoneatthegate, 
And a cleanly young girl to rub my bald pate I 
May I govern my palHon with an^ ablolute 
fway, [wears away, 

And grow wifer and better as my itrength 
Without gout or itone, by a gentle decay ! 
Near a (hady grove, and a murmuring brook, 
With the ocean at diltance, whereon I may look} 
With a fpacious plain, without hedge or Itile, 
And an eafy pad-nag to ride out a mile. 

May I govern, &c. 
With Horace ,andPetrarch,and two or three more 
Ol thebeft wits that reign 'd in the ages before ; 
With roall mutton, rather than venTou or teal, 
And clean though coarfe linen atev'ry meal. 

May I govern, &c. 
With a pudding on Sundays, with (tout hum- 
ming liquor, 
And remnants of Latin to welcome the vicar \ 
With Monte Fia/cone, or Burgundy wine, 
To drink the king's health as oft as I dine. 



Withacourageundaunted maylfacemy laft day; 
And, when I am dead may the better ibrt lay, 
In the morning when fober, in the evening, 
when mellow, [fellow: 
He's gone, and [has] left not behind him his 
For he governed his pallion with an ablolute 
lway, 

And grew wifer and better as his ftrength 

wore away^ 
Without gout or ftone, by a gentle decay. 



1 



May I govern, &c. 



§ 56, Song. Time's Alteration, 
\X/h en tjhis old cap was new, 
V *Tis lince two hundred year, 
N0 malice then we knew, 

Hut all things plenty were.; 
All friendfhip now decays 

(Believe me this is true), 
Which was not in thofe days 

When this old cap was new. 
The nobles of our land / 

Were much delighted then 
To have at their command 

A crew of lufty men, 
Which by their coats were known 

Of tawny, red, or blue, 
Wirti crelts on their fleeves mown/ 

When this old cap was new. 
Now pride hath baniftYd all, 

Unto our land's reproach, 
When he whofe means are fmall 

Maintains both horle and coach } 
In Head of an hundred men, 

The coach allows but two ; 
This was not thought on then, 

When this old cap was new. 
Good hofpitality 

Was cherinYd then of many; 
Now poor men ftarve and die, 

And are not help'd by any : 
For charity waxeth cold, 

And love is found in few j 
This was not in time of old, 

When this old cap was new. 
Wherever you travell'd then, 

You might meet on the way 
Brave knights and gentlemen, 

Clad in their country grey, 
That courteous would appear, 

And kindly welcome you: 
No puritans then were, 

When this old cap was new. 
Our ladies, in thofe days, 

In civil habit went j 
Broad-cloth was then worth praife, 

And gave the beft content : 
French tafhions then were fcorn'd , 

Fond tangle* then none knew, 
Then modelty women adorn 'd, 

When this old cap was new. 



1 In the entertainment of The Miller of Mansfield- 
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A man might then behold 

At Chriitmas, in each hall, 
Good fires to curb the cold, 

And meat tor great and imall : 
The neighbours were friendly bidden, 

And all had welcome true, 
The poor from the gates were not chidden 

When this old cap was new. 

Black jacks to ev'ry man, 

Were fill'd with wine and beer, 
No pewter pot, nor can, 

In thole days did appear: 
Good cheer in a nobleman's houfe 

Was counted a fcemly (how ; 
We wanted no brawn or foufe, 

When this 'old cap was new. 

We took not fuch delight 

In cups of filver fine : 
None under degree of a knight 

In plate drank beer or wine : 
Now each mechanical man . 

Hath a cupboard of plate for a mow, 
Which was a rare thing then 

When this old cap was new. 

Then bribery was unborn, 

No fimony men did ufe ; 
Chriftians did ufury lcorn, , 

Devis'd among the Jews: 
The lawyers to be fee'd 

At that time hardly knew. 
For man. with man agreed, 

When this old cap was new. 

No captain then carous'Q 4 . 

Nor fpent poor ibldier's pay \ 
They were not fo abus'd 

As they are at this day; 
Of feven days they make eight, 

To keep them from their due ; 
Poor ioldiers had their right 

Wren this old cap was knew ; 

Which made them forward Mill 

To go, although not prefs'd ; 
. And going with good will, 

Their fortunes were the beft. 
Our Englilh then in right 

Did. foreign foes fubdue, 
And fore'd them all to night, 

When this okl cap was new. 

God iave our gracious king, 

And fend him long to live ! 
Loid, mifchiet on them brinp, 

That will not their alms give ; 
But ftck to rob the poor 

Of that which is their due: 
This \Nas not in time of yore, 

WHn tki* old cap was new. 

§57. &ofig. The Vicar of Bray. 
tn good king Charles's golden days, J 
* When loyalty no harm meant, 
A zealous high-church man I was, 
And fo I get preferment : 



To teach my flock I never mifs'd, 

Kings are by God appointed, 
And damn'd are thofe that do refill 
Or touch the Lord's Anointed. 
And this is law I will maintain 

Until my dying day, iir — 
That whatsoever king lhall reign, 
I* 11 be the vicar of Bray, fir. 
When Royal James obtain'd the crown, 

And popery came in famion, 
The penal laws I hooted down, 

And read the Declaration : 
The church of Rome I found would fit 

Full well my conilitution ; 
And had become a Jelbit, 
But for the Revolution. 
And this is Jaw, &c. 
When William was our king declared, 
• To eafe the nation's grievance; 
With this new wind about I V ■'- 

And fwoi e to him allegiance : 
Old principles I did revoke, 

Set conlcien.ee at a diitance ; 
Pallive obedience was a joke, 
A jell was non-reliftance. 
And this is law, &c. 
When gracious Anne became our queen, 

The church of England's glory, 
Another face of things was feen, 

And I became a tory : 
Occafional conformilts bafe, 

I damn'd their moderation; 
And thought the church in danger was 
By fuch prevarication. 
And this is law, &cc. 

When George in pudding time came o'er, 

And mod'rate men look'd big, Jir j 
I turn'd a cat-in-pan once more, 

And fo became a whip;, fir ; 
And thus preferment I procured 

From our new faith's defender ; 
And almoft ev'ry day abjurM 
The pope and the pretender. 
. And this is law, &c. 
Tir illuftrious houfe of Hanover, 

And proteftant lucceflion ; 
To theie I do allegiance fwear— 

While they can keep poifeflion : 
For in my faith and loyalty 

I never more will falter, 
And George my lawful king mall be— 
Until the times doalter. 

And this is law I will maintain 

Until my dying day, fir.. 

7 hat whatfoever'king (hall reign 
I'll be the vicar of Bray, fir. ' 



§ 58. Song. Tbg Storm. G. A. Stpvens 

/^f.ase, rude Boreas, bluhVring railer ! 
^ Lift, je landfmeh, all to me ! 
MefTmarcs, hear a brother fa^or 
Seeing the dar rers of the fea ; 
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From bounding billows, faft in motion, 
When the dillant whirlwinds rife, 

To the tempeft-troubled ocean, 

Where the leas contend with (kiefs t 

fiark ! the boatfwain hoarfely bawling, 

By toptail-lheets and haulyards ftand ! 
Down top-gallants quick be hauling, 

Down your ftay-fails, hand, boys, hand ! 
Now it tremens, fet the braces, 

The top (ail meets now let go ; 
Luff, boys, luff! don't make wry faces, 

Up your topiails nimbly clew. 

Now all you on down-beds fporting, 

Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms ; 
Frelh enjoyments wanton courting, 

Safe from all but love's alarms ; 
Round us roars the temped louder ; 

Think what fear our minds enthrals ; 
Harder yet, it yet blows harder, 

Now again the boatfwain calls ! 

The top-fail yardi point to the wind, boys, 

See all clear to reef each courfe ; 
Let the fore-meet go, don't mind, boys, 

Though the weather mould be worfe. 
Fore and aft the fprit-fail yard get,, 

Reef the mizen, fee all clear; 
Hands up, each pre venture-brace fet, 

Man the rore-yard, cheer, lads, cheer ! 

Now the dreadful thunder "s roaring, 

Peal on peal contending clam, 
On our heads fierce rain falls pouring, 

In our eyes blue lightnings flam, 
One wide water all around us, 

All above us one black Iky; 
Different deaths at once furround us: 

Hark ! what means that dreadful cry ? 

The foremaft 's gone, cries ev'ry tongue out, 

O'er the lee, twelve feet 'bove deck ; 
A leak beneath the cheft-tree 's fprung out, 

Call all hands to clear the wreck. 
Quick the lanyards cut to pieces; 

Come, my hearts, be ftout and bold ; 
Plumb the well — the leak increafes, 

Four feet water in the hold. 

While o'er the (hip wild waves are beating, , 

We for wives or children mourn ; 
Alas ! from hence there 's no retreating! 

Alas ! to them there 's no return ! 
Still the leak is gaining on us ! 

Both chain-pumps are chok'd below: 
Heaven have mercy here upon us ! 

For only that can fave us now. 

O'er the lee- beam is the land boys, 

Let the guns o'erboard he thrown ; 
To the pump come ev'ry hand, boys, 

See ! our mizen-maft gone ! 
The leak we 've found, it cannot pour faff, 

We 've lighten'd her a foot or more ; 
Up, and rig a jury foremaft, 

Sbe rights, me rights, boys, we Ye off more ! 
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Now once more on joys we 're thinking, 

Since kind Heaven has fav'd our lives $ 
Come, the can, boys ! let 's be drinking 

To our fweethearts and our wives. 
Fill it up, about ihip wheel it, 

Clofe to our lips a brimmer join : 
Where 's the tempeit now, who feels it ? 

None — the danger 's drown'd in wine. 

§ 59- Song. Neptune's raging Fury- or the Gallant 

Seaman's Sufferings* 
you gentlemen of England 
* That live at home at eafe, 
Ah, little do you think upon 

The dangers of the feas ; 
Give ear unto the mariners, 

And they will plainly lhow 
[All] the cares, and the fears, 

When the ftormy winds do blow. 
All you that will be feamen, 

Mull bear a valiant heart, 
For when you come upon the feas 

You mult not think to ftart ; 
Nor once to be faint-hearted, 

In hail, tain, blow, or mow, 
Nor to think for to Ihrink 

When the ftormy winds do blow. 
The bitter ftorms and tempells 

Poor feamen do endure, 
Both day and night, with many a fright, 

We feldom reft fecure ; 
Our fleep it is difturbed 

With vifions ftrange to know, 
And with dreams on the ftreams, 

When the ftormy winds do blow. 

In claps of roaring thunder, 

Which darknefs doth enforce, 
We often rind our (hip to ft ray 

Beyond our wanted courle : 
Which caufeth great diffractions, 

And links our hearts full low ; 
'Tis in vain to complain, 

When the ftormy winds do blow. 
Sometimes in Neptune's bofom 

Our fhip is toft in waves, 
And ev'ry man expecting 

The fea to be their graves ; 
Then up aloft me mounteth, 

And down again lb low, 
'Tis with waves, O with waves, 

When the ftormy winds do blow. 
Then down again we fall to pray'r, 

With all our might and thought, 
When refuge all doth fail us, 

'Tis that mull bear us out ; 
To God we call for fuccour, 

For he it is, we know, 
That mull aid us, and fave us, 

When the ftormy winds do blow. 
The lawyer and the ufurer, 

That lit in gowns of fur, 
In clofets warm, can take no harm, 

Abroad they need >not ftir ; 

When 
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When winter fierce witjj cold.doth pierce, 

And heats with hail and ihow, 
We are fure to endure, 

When the ftormy winds do blow; 

We bring home coftly merchandife, 

And jewels of great price, 
To ferve our Englifh gallantry 

With many a rare device j 
To pleafe the Englifh gallantry, 

Our pains we freely ihow, 
For we toil, and we moil, 

When the'ikrmy winds do blow. 

We fometimes fail to th* Indies, * 

To fetch home fpices rare ; 
Sometimes a-ain, to France and Spain, 

For wines beyond compare ; 
Whilft gallants are caroufing, 

In taverns on a row, 
Then we fweep o'er the deep, 

When the ftormy winds do blow. 

When tempefts are blown over, 

And greateft fears are pall, 
In weather lair, and temperate air, 

We ftraight lie down to reft ; 
5 at when the billows tumble, 

And wave^ do furious grow, 
Then we roufe, up we roule, 

When the ltormy winds do blow. 

If enemies oppofe us, 

When England is at war 
With any foreign nations, 

Wc fear nor wound nor fear ; 
Our roaring guns (hall teach \m 

Our valour for to know, 
Whilft they reel, in the keel, 

When ti.e ftormy winds do blow. 

We are no cowardly (hrinkers, 

But true Engliihmen bred, 
We '11 play our parts, like valiant hearts, 

And never fly for dread j 
We '11 ply our buiinefs nimbly 

Where'er we come or go, 
Witli our mates, to the Straits, 

When the ftormy winds do blow. 

Then ecu age, all brave mariners, 

And never be difmay'd, 
Whilit we have bold adventurers 

We r\C . r mall want a trade ; 
Our mere ants will employ us, 

To fetch them wealth, I know; 
Then be hold, work for gold, 

When the ftormy winds do blow. 

When we return in fafety, 

With wages for our pains, 
The tapller and the vintner 

WjII 1 tip to Ihare our gains : 
We cal or liquor roundly, 

And pay before we go j 
Then ue *ll roar on the ihore, 

When the ftormy winds do blow. 



EXTRACTS, fiooii IV. 

§ 6o. Song. Goldsmith. 
npifF wretch condemn'd with life to part 
* Still, ftill'on hope relies; 
And every pang that rends the heart 
Bids expectation rife. 

Hope, like the glimmering taper's light, 

Adorns and cheers the way \ 
And ftill,as darker grows the night, 

Emits a brighter ray. 



§ 6i. Song. Goldsmith. 
f\ memory ! thou fond deeeiver, 
^ Still importunate and vain, 
To former joys recurring ever, 

And turning all the paft to pain : 
Thou, like the world, th' opprefs'd oppreffing^ 

Thy fmiles increafe the wretch^ woe ! 
And he who wants each other blefling, 

In thee muft ever find a foe. 

§ 62. Song. 
Oently touch the warbling lyre, 

_ Chloe feems incliivd to reft j 
Fill her foul with fond defire, 

Softeft notes will footh herbreaft: 
PI eafing dreams alfift in love: 
Let them all propitious prove. 

On the mofly bank (lie lies 

(Nature's verdant velvet bed), 
Beauteous flowers meet her eyes, 

Forming pillows for her head ; 
Zephyrs waft their odours round, - , 

And indulging whifpers found. 

§ 63. The fame parodied* 
/^ently ftir and blow the fire, 
^ Lay the mutton down to roaft, 
Drefs it quickly, I defire, 

In the dripping put a toaft^ 
That I hunger may remove \ 
Mutton is the meat I love. 
On the dreflerfee it lie, 

O! the charming white and red \ j 
Finer meat ne'er met my eye, 

On the fweeteft grafs it fed : 
Let the Jack go fwiftly round, 
Let me have it nicely brown'd. 

On the table fpread the cloth, 

Let the knives be (harp and clean : 
Pickles get, and laliad both, 

Let them each- be frelh and green \ 
With fmali beer, good ale, and wine, 
O ye Gods ! how I (hall dine ! , 

§ 64. Song. Shakspeare. 
["Tnder the green -wood tree, 
^ Who loves to lie with me, 
And tune his merry note 
Unto the fweet bird's throat, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither j 

Here lhall he fee 

No enemy, 
But winter and rough weather. 

Who 
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Who doth ;in\bition fhun, 

And loves to lie i' th' fun. 

Seeking the food he eats, 

And pleased with what he gets, 

Come hither, come hither, come hither 5 

Here (hall he fee 

No enemy, 
But winter and rough weather, 

§ 65. A Dirge. D'Urfev. 
ole e p, deep, poor youth! fleep, ileep in peace, 
^ Reliev'd from love, and mortal care j 
Whilll we, that pine in life's difeale, 
Uncertain blelt lefs happy are. 

Couch'd in the dark.and iilent; grave, 
No ills of fate thou now canft ttar^ 

In vain would tyrant power enllave, 
Or fcornful beauty be fevere. 

Wars that do fatal ftorms difperfe, 
Far from thy happy maniion keep ; 

Earthquakes that lhake the univeri'e, 
Can't rock thee into founder ileep. 

With all the charms of peace poifett, 
Secure from lift's tormentor, pain, 

$kep, and indulge thyfelf with reft, 
Nor dream thou e'tr ihalt rife again* 

CHORUS. 

Paft is the fear of future doubt, 

The fun is from the dial gone, 
The fands are funk, the glals is out, 

The folly of the farce is done ! 



§ 66. Song. Garrick. 

Thou foft flowing Avon, by thy filver ftream 
Of things more than mortal fweet Shakfpeare 
would dream, 
The fairies by moon-light dance round his green 
bed, 

For hallow'd the turf is which pillow'd his head 
The love-ftricken maiden, the foft-iighing fwain, 
Here rove without danger, and iigh without pain : 
The fweet bud of beauty no blight mall here 
dread, 

For hallow'd the turf is which pillow'd his head 
Here youth (hall be fam'd for theirlove and then 
truth, 

And cheertul old age feel the fpirit of youth j 
for the raptures of fancy here poets ihall tread, 
For hallow'd the turf is that pillow'd his head. 
Flow on, filver Avon, in fongever flow ! 
Be the fwans on thy borders ftill whiter than mow ! 
Ever full be thy ftream, like his fame may it 
fpread I 

And the turf ever hallow'd which pillow'd his 
head. 



§ 67. Song. The Fairies. 
powE follow, follow me, 
Ye Fairy elves that be, 
Light tripping o'er the green ; 
Come follow Mab, your queen ; 



Hand in hand we Ml dance around, 
For this placets fairy ground. 

When mortals are at reft, 

Andjhoring in their neft ; 

Unheard and unclpied, 

Through key-holes we do glide j 
Over tables, ftools, and melves 
We trip it, with our fairy elves. 

And, if the houfe be foul, 
With platter, dilh, or bowl, 
Up (tairs we nimbly creep j 
And And the ilutsalleep j 

Then we pinch their arms and thighs; 

None us hears, and none us fpies. 
But if the houfe be fwept, 
And from uncleannefs kept, 
We praile the houi-hold maid, 
And duly lhe is paid : 

Every night before we go, 

We drop a telter in her fhoe. 

Then o'er a mumrooin's head 
Our table-cloth we fpread,: 
A grain of rye or wheat, 
The diet that we eat ; 
Pearly drops of dew we drink, 
In acorn-cups fiU'd to the brink. 
The brains of nightingales, 
With unftuous tat of mails, 
Between two cockles ftew'd, 
Is meat that 's eaiily chew'd ; 
Tails of worms, and marrow of mice,' 
Do make a dilh that 's wondrous nice! 
The grafshopper, gnat, and fly, 
Serve for our minitrelfy j 
Grace faid, we dance awhile, 
And fo the time beguile : 
And if the moon doth hide her head, 
The glow-worm lights us home to be'd. 
O'er tops of dewy graft 
So nimbly we do pals, 
The young and tender ftalk 
Ne'er bends where we do walk j 
Yet in the morning may be feen 
Where we the night before have been. 



§63. Song. The Thief and Cordelier. Prior. 
VX7HO has e'er been at Paris muft needs know 
* * the Grlve, 

The fatal retreat of th' unfortunate brave ; 
Where honour and julticemoft oddly contribute 
To eafe heroes pains by a halter and gibbet. 
Deny down, down, hey derry down. 

There death breaks the (hackles which force had 
put on, . 

And the hangman completes what the jud^e had 

begun : 

There the '/quire of the pad, and the knisrht of 

the polt, ' N 9 1 

Find their pains no more balk'd, and their hopes 
no more crols'd. 
Derry down, &c. 

Great 
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Great claims are there made, and great fecrets 
are known ; [own ; 

And the kinaft and the law, and the thief has his 
But my hearers cry out, What a deuce dolt thou 
Put oft" thy reflections, and give us thy tale, [ail r 

Deny down, &c. 
"*Twas there then, in civil refpect to harfli laws, 
And for want of falfe witnefs to back a bad cau fe, 
A Norman, though hie, was oblig'd to appear ; 
And who to ailift: but a grave Cordelier ! 

Derry down, Sec. 

The fquire. whofe good grace was to open the 
fcene. [begin - y 

Seem'd not in great hafte that the mow mould 
Now fitted the halter, now traversed the cart ; 
And often took leave, but was loth to depart. 

Derry down, Sec. 
What frightens you thus r my good fun ? fays the 
• priejt ; 

You murder'd, are forry,and have been confefs'd. 

0 father ! my forrow will fcarce fave my bacon ; 
For 't was not that I murder'd,but that I was taken, 

Derry down, Sec, 
Poh ! pr'ythee ne'er trouble thy head with fuch 
fancies j' 

Rely on the aid you mall have from Saint Francis: 
If the money you promis'd be brought to the cheft, 
-You have only to die } let the church do therelt. 

Deny down, Sec. 
And what will folks fay if they fee you afraid ? 
It reflects upon me, as I knew not my trade: 
Courage, frjend ! to-day is your period of forrow; 
And things willgobetter, believe me, to-morrow. 

Derry down, &c. 
To-morrow ? our hero replied in a fright ; 
He that 's hang'd before noon ought to think of 
to-night. 

Tell yonr beads quoth the prieft, and be fairly 
trufs'd up ; 

For you furely to-jiight (hall in paradife fup. 

Derry down, Sec. 
Alas! quoth the 'fquire, howe'er fumptuousthe 
Parbleu ! I mail have little flomach toeat : [treat, 

1 fllould therefore eftcem it great fa von rand grace, 
Would you be fo kind as to go hurry place. 

Derry down. Sec. 
That I would, quoth the father, and thank you 
to boot; $ [fuit: 
But our actions,' you know, with our duty muir. 
The fea # ft I propos'd to you, I cannot tafte; 
For this night, by our order, is mark'd for a fall. 

Derry down, Sec. 
Then, turning about to the hangman, he fiid, 
Difpatch mc, I pr'thee, this troublcfome blade : 
For thy cord and my cord both equally tie ; 
And we live by the gold for which othermcn die. 

Derry down, down, hey derry down, 

§ 69. Song. Admiral Hojier s Ohofl. Glover.. 
*—was written by the ingenious author of Leoni- 
das, on the taking of Porto- tit Ho from the Spa- 
niards by Admiral Vernon, Nov. 22, 1739. — 
e l he' cafe of Ho/ier, wbicb is here Jo pathetic ally 
5 



reprefented, was briefly this: In April, ^ 1726, 
that commander wasfent with ajlrongfieet into 
the Spani/h tVeJi-lndtes y to block up thegalleom 
in the ports of that country ; or, fhould they pre- 
fume to come out, to feixe and carry tbem into 
England: he accordingly arrived at the Bafli- 
mentos, near Port - Bella, but being rejiricltd by 
his orders from obeying the diclates of his cou- 
rage, lay inactive on tfat flation until he became 
the jeft of the Spaniards : he afterwards remo ved 
to Cartbagena, and continued cruizing in thefe 
feas till the far greater part of kis men periled 
deplorably by the difeafes of that unhealthy cIh 
mate. This brave man, feeing his befi offiars 
and men thus daily fwept away, his Jhips expofed 
to inevitable dejlruflion, and himfetf made the 
J port of the enemy, is faid to have died of a broke* 
heart. 

As near Porto-Bello lying 
On the gently-fwelling flood, 
At midnight, with ilreamers flying, 

Our triumphant navy rode ; 
There, while Vernon fate' all -glorious 

From the Spaniards' late defeat, 
And his crews, with fhouts victorious, 

Drank fuccefs to England's fleet j 
On a fudden, fhrilly founding, 

Hideous ydls and ihrieks were heard ; 
Then, each heart with fear confounding, 

A fad troop of ghofts appear'd ; 
All in dreary hammocks lhrouded, 

Which for winding-meets they w r ore, 
And, with looks by forrow clouded, 

Frowning on that hoftile more. 
On them gleam'd the moon's wan luilrej 

When the made of Hofier brave 
His pale bands was feen to mutter, 
Riling from their wat'ry grave-. 
O'er the glimmering wave he hied him, 

Where the Burford rear'd her fail,' 
With three thoufand gholts befide him, 
And in groans did Vernon hail. 

Heed, O heed, our fatal (lory ! 

I am Hoiicr's injur'd ghoft ; 
You, who now have purchase! glory 

At this place where I was loft : 
Though in Porto-Bello's ruin * 

You now triumph free from fears, 
When thou think on my undoing, 

You will mix your joys with tears. 
See thefe mournful 1'pectres fweeping 

Ghaftly o'er this hated wave, 
Whofe wan cheeks are ftain'd with weeping: 

Thefe were Englifh captains brave : 
Mark thole numbers, pale and horrid, 

Who were once my failors bold ; 
Lo ! each hangs his drooping foreheod, 

While his difmal tale is told. 
I, by twenty fail attended, 

Did this Spanill) town affright; 
Nothing then its wealth defended, 
', But my orders— not to fight. 

O ! that 
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O ! that in this rolling ocean 

I had calt them with difdain; 
And obeyed my heart's warm motion 

To have quelPd the pride of Spain ! 
For refinance I could fear none, 

But with twenty mips had done 
What thou, brave and h;ippy Vernon, 

Haft achiev'd with fix alone. ' ' 
Then the Baftimentos never 

Had our foul difhonour feen, 
Nor the fea the fid receiver 

Of this gallant train had been. 
Thus like thee, proud Spain difmaying, 

And her galleons leading home, 
Though condemnM for dilbbeying, 

I had met a traitor's doom : 
To have fallen, my country crying, 

" He has play'd an Englifh part, 1 ' 
Had been better far than dying 

Of a griev'd and broken heart, 
, Unrepining at thy glory 

Thy fuccefsful arms we hail j 
But remember our fad ftory, 

And let Holler's wrongs prevail. 
Sent in this foul clime to langui/h, 

Think what thoufands fell in vain, 
Waited with difeafe and anguifh, 

Not in glorious battle llain. 
Hence, with all my train attending 

From their oozy tombs below, 
Through the hoary foam afcending, 

Here I feed my conftant woe: 
Here, the Baftimentos viewing, 

We recal our fhameful doom, 
And, our plaintive cries renewing, 

Wander through the midnight gloom. 
O'er thefe waves, for ever mourning, 

Shall we roam, deprivM of reft, 
If, to Britain's mores returning, 

You neglecl my juft requeft: 
After this proud foe fubduing, 

When your patriot friends you fee, 
Think on vengeance for my ruin, 

And for England — fham'd in me. 
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As freedom they love, and for glory contend, 
The raufe o'er the hero dill mourns as a friend: 
And here let the mufe her poor tribute bequeath 
To one Britidv hero— 'tis brave captain Death I 
His fliip was the Terrible — dreadful to fee ! 
His crew were as brave and as gallant as he j 
Two hundred or more was their good complement, 
And fure braver fellows to fea never went: 
Each man was determined to fpend his laft breath 
In righting for Britain, and brave captain Death* 
A prize they had taken diminiuVd their force, 
And foon the good prize-fhip wasloft in hercourfe: 

The French privateer f and the Terrible met \ 

The battle begun— all with horror befet ! 

No heart was difmay'd, each as bold as Macbeth ; 

They fought for old England, and brave captain 

Death: r 
Fire, thunder, balls, bullets, were feen, heard, and 

fcit \ 

A fight that.the heart pf Bellona would melt ! 
The (hrouds were all torn, and the decks till'd 
with blood, [fl ooc [ . 

And fcores of* dead bodies were thrown in the 
The flood, from the days of old Noah and Seth, 
Ne'er faw fuch a man as our brave captain Death. 
At laft the dread bullet came wing'd with his fate 
Our brave captain dropp'd^ndfoon after hismatej 
Each officer fell, and a carnage was feen, 
That foon dyed the waves to a c rim ion from ^reen : 
And Neptune rofe up, and he took off his wreath, 
And gave it a Triton to crown captain Death. . 
Thus fell the ftrong Terrible bravely and bold j 
But iixteen fqrvivora the tale can unfold ! [coh\, 
The French, were the viclors,tlio' much to their 
For many brave French were withEuglilbmen loft. 
And thus fays Old Time, from good queen Eli- 
zabeth, 

1 ne'er faw the fellow of brave captain Death. 

$71. Song. The Sea Fight in xcnj. 
HPHUR.SDAY in the morn, the ides of May, 
* Recorded for ever the famous ninety-two, 
Brave RulTel did difcern, by dawn of day, 

The lofty fails of France advancing now; 
All hands aloft, aloft, let Englifh valour mine, 
Let fly a culverin, the fignal for the line j 
Let every hand fupply his gun j . 
Follow me, 
And you '11 fee 
That the battle will be foon begun. 1 



§ 70. Song. Captain Death *. 
OP he mufe and the hero together are fifd, 
The fame noble views have their bofoms in 
fpir'd j 

* Written, as it is faid,by one of his furviving crew. f Called the Vengeance. 

I The great naval victory, intended to be celebrated by this excellent old fong, was determined, after 
a running aclion of federal days, off Cape La Hogue, on the coaft of Normandy, the 22c! of May, 1692, 
in favour of the Englifh and Dutch combined fleets, confuting of 99 fail of the line, under -the com* 
mandof Admiral RuiTel, afterwards earl of Orford, over a French fquadion of about half that num- 
ber, commanded by the Chevalier Tourville, whofe (hip, Le Soleil Royal, carried upw ^rds of a hundred 
guns, and was efteemed the fined vefTel in Europe. This laft fleet was fitted out for the purpofe of 
reftoring King James the Second to his dominions $ and that prince, together with the Duke of Ber- 
wick, and leveral great officers both of his own court and of the court of France, and even Tourville 
himfelf, beheld the final deftruclion of the French (hips from an eminence on the more. It is now 
certain that RulTel had engaged to favour the fchemeof his old matter's reltoration, on condition that 
the French took care to avoid him ; but.Tourville's imretuoiity and ralhnefs rendered the whole mea- 
fh re ahortive : and the diltrelfed and ill-fated monarch letircd, in a fit of defpondency, to.' mourn h* 
misfortunes, and recover his ceace of mind, amid the foliiary gloom of La Trappc, 

Tourville 
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Tourville on the main triumphant roll'd, 

To meet the gallant RulTel in combat on the 
deep ; 

tie led a noble train of heroes bold, 

To link the Englifh admiral and his fleet. 
Now every valiant mind to viclory doth afpire, 
Hie bloody fight's begun, the feaitfelf On fire j 
And mighty Fate (rood looking on j 
Whilftaflood, 
All of blood, 
FnTd the fcuppers of the Royal Sun ! 
Sulphur, fmoke, and fire, difturbing the air, 
With thunder and wonder affright the Gallic 
more; 

Their regulated bands flood trembling near, 

To fee the lofty dreamers now, no more. 
At fix o'clock the Red the fmiling victors led, 
To give a fecond blow, the fatal overthrow j 
Now death and horror equal reign j 
Now they ciy, 
Rim or die, 
Britim colours ride the vanquilh'd main ! 
See, they fly amaz'd o'-er rocks and fands ! 
One danger they grafp at to (hun the greater 
fate} 

In vain they cry for aid to weeping hnds ; 
The nymphs and fea-gods mourn their loft 
eftate ; 

For evermore adieu, thou Royal dazzling Sun, 
From thy untimely end thy mailer's fate begun: 
Enough, thou mighty god of war 1 
Now we ling, 
Blefs the king, 
Let us drink to every- Englifli tar. 



Were (he array 'd in ruftic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten reed, 
To pleafe my lovely Peggy. 
With her a Cottage would delight, 
All 's happy when Ihe 's in my fight ; 
But when ihe 's gone it 's endleis night- 
All 's dark without my Peggy. 
While bees from flow'r to flow'r (hall rove, 
And linnets warble through the grove, 
Or ftatelv fwans the rivers love, 

So long fliall I love Peggy : 
And when death with his pointed dart 
Shall ftrike the blow that rives my heart, 
My words (hall be, when I depart, 
" Adieu, my lovely Peggy 1" 



§ 72. Song. Peggy *. Garrick. 

Once more 1 '11 tune the vocal (hell, 
To hills and dales my palfion tell, 
A flame which time can never quell, 

That burns for thee, my Peggy : 
Yet greater bards the lyre Ihould hit 5 
For pray what fubjecl: is more fit, 
Than to record the fparkling wit 

And bloom of lovely Peggy ? 
The fun firft rifing in the morn, 
That paints the dew-befpangled thorn 
Dues not fo much the day adorn, 

As does my lovely Peggy i 
And when," in Thetis' lap to reft, 
He ilreaks with gold the ruddy weft, 
He 's not fo beauteous as undrefs'd 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 

When Zephyr on the violet blows, 
Or breathes upon the damalk rofe, 
He does not half the fweets difclofe 

That does my lovely Peggy. 
I ftole a kiis the other day, 
And,truftme, nought but truth I fay, 
The fragrance of the blooming May 

Is not fo fweet as Peggy. 



§73. Song. The Miller* s Wedding. Garrick. 
t eave, neighbours, your work, and to fport 
" and to play 5 

Let the tabor ftrike up, and the village be gay : 
Nocjaythro' the year mall more cheerful be feenj 
For Ralph of the Mill marries Sue of tke Green. 

CHORUS. 

I love Sue, and Sue loves me, 
And while the wind blows, 
And while the mill goes, 
Who'll be fo happy, fo happy as we ? 
Let lords and fine folks,' who for wealth take a 
bribe, 

Be married to-d:iy, and to-morrow be cloy'd : 
My body is flour, and my heart is as found \ 
And my love, like my courage, will never give 
ground. 
ChoRus — -I love Sue, &C. 

Let ladies of fafhion the beft jointures wed, 
And prudently take the beft bidders to bed : 
Such ligning and feali ng 's no part of our blifs \ 
We fettle our hearts, and we feal with a kifs. 
Chorus ■ J love Sue, &c. 

Tho' Ralph is not courtly, nor none of your beaux, 
Nor bounces, nor flatters, nor wears your fine 
clothes ; 

In nothing he '11 follow the folks of high life, 
Nor e'er turn his back on his friend or his wife. 

Chorus 1 love Sue, &c. 

While thus I am able to work at my mill, 
While thus tho* art kind, and thy tongue but 
lies ftill, 

Our joys (hall continue and ever be new, 
And none be fo happy as Ralph and his Sue. 
Chorus 1 love Sue, &c. 



§ 74.. Song in the Winter's Tale. Garrick. 
pome, come, my good fhephcrds, our flocks 
^ we mult lhear \ 

rn your holiday-luits with your lafTes appear : 
The hanpieft of folk arc the guilelefs and free, 
And wno are fo guilelefs, fo happy as we t 



This fong was written in compliment to Mrs. Woffi^gton. 



We 
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We harbour no paifions by luxury taught, 
\Ve pra&ife no arts with hypocriiy fraught ; 
What we think in our heart* you may read in 
our eyes ; 

Foreknowing no wifehood, we need ho difguife. 
By mode and caprice are the city-dames led, 
But we as the children of Nature are bred ; 
By her hand atone we are painted arid drefs'd j 
fror the rofes will bloom when there's peace in 
the breath 

That giant, ambition, we never can dread ; 
Our roofs are too low for fo lofty a head ; 
Content and fweet cheerfulnefs open our door, 
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§ 77. So ug in the fame, 



8 9 § 
Garrick. 

Hp h rice happy the nation that Shakfpeare has 

charnrfd! 

More happy the bofoms his genius has warm'd ! 
Ye children of nature, of faihion and whim! 
He painted you allj all join to praife him. 
Chorus. Come away 1 come away ! 

His Genius calls— you muft obey ! 
From higheft to lowed, from old to the young, 
All Hates and conditions by him have beenfung; 
Allpaifions and humours were rais'd by his pen j 
He could foar with the eagle, and fink with the 
wren. 

Gyrus. Come away, &c. 



They fmile with the iimple, and feed with the To praife him ye Fairies and Genii repair, 



poor. 

When love has poflefs'd us, that love we reveal; 
Like the flocks that we feed are the paifions 
we feel ; 

So harmlefs and fimple we fport and we play, 
And leave to fine folks to deceive and betray. 



He knew where ye haunted, in earth or in air: 
No phantom fo fubtle could glide from his viewj 
The wings of his fancy were 1 witter than you. 
Chorum. Come away ! come away ! 

His genins calls — you miiftobey. 



§ 75. Song. Garrick. 

Ye fair married dames, who fo often deplore 
That a lover once bled is a lover no more : 
Attend to my counfel, nor blufh to be taught, 
That prudence mult cherrm what beauty has 
caught. 

The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of 
your eye, 

Your rofes and lilies, may make the men figh ; 
But rofes, and lilies, and iighs pafs away, 
And paflion will die as your beauties decay. 
Ufe the man that yea wed like your favourite 
guitar, 

Tho' mulic in both, they are both apt to jar; 
How tuneful and foft from a delicate touch, 
Not handled too roughly,nor play 'don too much I 
The fparrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 
Grow tame at your kindnefs, and come at com- 
mand : 

Exert with your hufband the fime happy (kill, 



§ 79. Air in Cy men, GaRRICK. 

You gave me lad week a young linnet, 
Shut up in a fine golden cage; 
For hearts, like young birds, may be tanfd to : Yet how fad^the poor thing was within it, 



§ 78. Song in the Country GirL Garrick. 

'pELL not me of the rofes and lilies 
■■• Which tinge the fair cheek of yourPhillis 

Tell not me of the dimples and eyes 

For which filly Coiydon dies : 
Let all whining lovers go hang} 

My heart Would you hit, 

Tip your arrow with wit, 
And it comes to my heart with a twang, twang, 
And it come to my heart with a twang. 

I am rock to the handfome and pretty, 
Can only be touch/ d by the witty ; 
And heauty will ogle in vain : 
The way to my heart's thro' my brain. 
Let all whining lovers go hang : 
We wits, you muft know, 
Have two firings to our b3w, 
To return them their darts with a twang, twang, 
To return them their darts with a twang. 



your will. 

Begayandgood-humourM, comply iugand kind, 
Turn the chief of your care from your face to 
your mind; 

•Tis thus that a wife may her conqueft improve, 
And Hymen mall rivet the fetter* of Lov£. 



§76. SoJig in Harlequin shrj a fion. GaRRICK. 

To arms ! ye brave mortals, to arms! 
The road to renown lies before you ! 
The name of King Shakfpeare has charms 

To roufe ye to actions of glory. 
Away ! ye brave mortals, away ! 

'Tis Nature calls on you to five her \ 
What man but would Nature ob< y, 
And fight for her Shokfpeare for eVci ! 



0 how it did flutter and ra^e ! 
Then he mop'd and he pin'd 
That his wings were connVd, 
Till I openM the door of his den; 
Then fo merry was he ; 
And, becaufc he was free, 
He came to his cage back again. 



$ 80 . Air in Cytnon. G A R U 1 C K . 

Yet a while fweet fleep, deceive me j 
Fold me in thy downy arms ; 
Let not care awake to grieve me, 
Lull it with thy potent charms. 

I, a turtle doomM to (tray, 

Quitting young the parent's neft, . 
Find each bird a bird of prey ; 

Sorrow knows not where to reft ! 



$ 81. 
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§ 8 1. Sbak/Peare's Mulberry T ree. Garrigk. 
Tiehold this fair goblet ! 'twas cary'd from the 
*° tree, [thee; 
Which, O my fweet Shakfpeare ! was planted by 
As a relic I kifs it, and bow at the Ihrine, 
What comes from thy hand muftbe ever divine ! 

All mall yield to the Mulberry-tree \ 
9 Bend to thee, 
Bleft Mulberry ! 
Match lefs was he 
Who planted thee, , 
And thou, like him, immortal (halt be. 

Ye trees of the fore ft, fo rampant and high, 
Who fpread round your branches, whole heads 
1 weep the Iky ; [here 
Ye curious exotics, whom tafte Ins brought 
To root out the natives at prices fo dear ; 

All mall yield to the Mulberry-tree, ixc. Sec. 

The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaft, 
Preferv'd once our king, and will always our 
coaft; [that fight, 

But of fir we make (hips, we have thoufands 
While one,only one like our Shakfpeare can write. 
All (hall yield to the Mulberry-tree, &c. &c. 

Let Venus delight in gay myrtle bowers, 
Pomona in fruit-trees, and Flora in flowers; 
The garden of Shakfpeare all fancies will fuit, 
With the fweeteft of flowers, and faireit of fruit 
All mall yield to the Mulberry-tree, &c. &c. 

With learning and knowledge the well-letter'd 
birch [church, 
Supplies law and phytic, and grace for the 
But law and the gofpel in Shakfpeare we find, 
And he gives the beft phyfic for body and mind. 
All (hall yield to the Mulberry-tree, &c. &c. 

The fame of the Patron gives fame to the tree, 
From him and his merits this takes its degree ; 
Let Phoebus and Bacchus their glories refign, 
Our tree (hall furpafs both the laurel and vine. 
I All (hall yield to the Mulberry-trec, &<r. Sec. 

The genius of Shakfpeareoutfhinesthebrightday, 
More rapture than wine to the heart can convey ; 
So the tree that he planted, by making his own; 
Has laurel, and bays, and the vine all in one. 
All mall yield to the Mulberry-tree, &c. Sec. 

Then each take a relic of this hallow'd tree ; 
From folly and fafhion a charm let it be : 
Fill, fill to the planter the cup to the b/im, 
To honour the country, do honour to him. 
All (hall yield to the Mulberry-tree j 

Bend to thee, 

Bleft Mulberry ! 

Matchlefs was he 

Who planted thee, 
And thou, like him, immortal (halt be. 



§82. The Friar of Orders Gray. 
"Difrorti-d through Shakfpeare' s plays are innume- 
rable little fragments of ancient ballads, the entitc 
copies of which c&uivi not be recovered. Many of 



thefe being of the mod beautiful and pathetic fim- 
plicity, the Editor was tempted to felecl fome of 
them, anJ with a few fupplemental flanzas to con- 
neft them together, and form them into a little ule. 
<< One fmall fragment was taken from Eeaumout and 
Fletcher." 

|r was a friar of orders £ray 
1 W.ilkM forth to tell his beads; 
\nd he met with a lady fair, 
Clad in a pilgrim's weeds. 

Now Chrift thee fave, thou reverend friar, 

I pray thee tell to me, 
If ever at yon holy rtirine 
My true love thou didft fee* 

And how mould I know your true love l 

From marry another one ? — 
O, by his cockle hat and itaff, 
And by his fcandal flioon : 

But chiefly by his face and mien, 

That were fo fair to view ; 
His flaxen locks, that fweetly curl'd, 
And eyne of lovely blue. 

O lady he is dead and gone ! 

Lady, he 's dead and gone ! 
And at his head a green grafs turf, 
And at his heels a ftone. 

Within thefe holy cloifters long 

He languinYd, and .he died, 
Lamenting of a lady's love, 
And 'plaining of her pride. 

Here bore him, bare fae'd on his bier, 

Six proper youths and tall ; 
And many a tearbedew'd his grave 
Within yon kirk-yard wall. 

And art thou dead, thou gentle youth ? 

And art thou dead and gone > 
And didit thou die for love of me ? 
Break, cruel heart of Hone ! 

O weep not, lady, weep not fo ; 

Some ghoftly comfort feek : 
Let not vain forrow rive thy heart, 
Nor tears bedew thy cheek. 

O do not, do not, holy friar, 
My forrow now reprove ; 
For I have loft the fweeteft youth 
That e'er won lady's love. 

And now, alas ! for thy fad lofs, 
I'll evermore weep and Agfa ; 
For thee I only wim'd to live, 
For thee I wifh to die. 

Weep no more, lady, weep no more, 

Thy forrow is in vain: 
For violets pluck'd the fweeteft fhow'rs 

Will ne'er make grow again. 

Our joys as' winged dreams do fly, 

Why then mould forrow laft ? 
Sin re grief but 'aggravates thy lofs, 
Grieve not for what is palt. 

O (ay 



> 
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Book IV. SONG 

0 lay not fo, thou holy friar ; 

I pray thee, lay not fo : 
For iince my true love died for me, 

'Ti* meet my tears fliould flow. 
And will he never come again ? 

Will he ne'er come again ? 
Ah ! no, he is dt id, and laid in his grave, 

For ever to remain. 
His cheek was redder than the rofe, 

The comelieft youth was he. 
But he is dead, and laid in his grave, 

Alas ! and woe is me ! 
Sigh no more, lady, figh no more, 

Men were deceivers ever $ . 
One toot on fea, and one on land, 

To one thing conftant never. 
Fladlt thou been fond, he had been falfe, 

And left thee fad and heavy ; 
For young men ever were fickle found, 

Since fummer trees were leafy. 
Now fay not fo, thou holy friar, 

I pray thee, lay not fo ; 
My love he had the trueft heart; 

,0 he was ever true ! 
And art thou dead, thou muchlov'd youth ? 

And didil thou die for me ? 
Then farewel, home; for evermore 

A pilgrim I will be. 
But firft upon my true love's grave 

My weaiy limbs I'll lay ; 
And thrice I '11 kifs the green -grafs turf 

That wraps his breathlefs clay j 
Yet fhy, fair lady, (lay awhile 

Beneath this cloifter wall : 
See through the hawthorn blows the cold wind 

And drizzly rain doth fall. 
O ftay me not, thou holy friar, 

O ftay me not, I pray j 
No drizzly rain that falls on me 

Can wafh my fault away. 
Yet ftay, fair lady, turn again, 
And d ry thole pearly tears $ 
For fee, beneath this gown of grey, 
Thy own true love appears. 

Here, fbre'd by grief and hopelefs love, 

Tfiefe holy weeds I fought : 
And here, amidft thefe lonely walls, 

To end my days I thought. 
But haply, for my year o£ grace . 

Is not yet pafs'd away, *" - ■ 

\light I Itiil hope to win thy love, 

No longer would I llay. 

Now farewel grief, and welcome joy 

Once more unto my heart ; , 
For fmoe 1 have found thee, lovely youth, 

We never more will part. 



^ 83. Song* Black-eyed Sufan* G\Y. 
A ll in the Downs the fleet w is rhoor'd, 
The ftreamers' waving in the wind, 
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When black-eyed Sufan came on board, 
O where (hall I my true love find ? > _ , 
Tell me, ye jovial failors, tell me true 
If my fweet William fails among your crew ? 

William, who high upon the yard 
Rock'd by the billows to and fro> 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
He fighM, and call iiis eyes below j 
The cord glides fwiftly thro' his glowing hands, 
And quick as lightning on the deck he (lands. 

So the fweet larL high pois'd in air, 
Shuts clofe his pinions to his bread, 
If chance his mate's (hrill call he hear, 
And drops at once into her neft. 
The nobleft captain in the Britifh tfret 
Might' envy YVillianVs lips thofe kilfes fweet. 

O Sufan, Sufan, lovely dear, 
My vows (hall ever true remain ; 
Let me kifs off that fulling tear 1 
We only part to meet again. 
Change as ye lilt, ye winds, my heart fhnll be 
The faithful compafs that Hill points to thee. 

Believe not what the landmen fay, 
Who tempt with doubts thy conftant mind : 
They '11. tell thee, failors when away 
At every -Port a miftrefs find. 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee fo, 
For thou art prefent wherefoe'er I go. 

If to fair India's coafl we fail, 
Thy eyes are feen in diamonds bright, 
Thy breath is Afric\s fpicy gale, 
Thy fkin is ivory fo white V 
Thus every beauteous obje6t'thal I view 
Wakes in my foul fome charm of lovely Sue. 

Tho' battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Snian mourn j 
Tho' cannons roar, yet free from harms, 
William mall to his dear return : 
Love turns afide the balls that round me fly, 
Left precious tears mould drop from Suian's eye # 

The boatfwain gives the dreadful word, 
The fails their fuelling bofoms fpread ; 
No longer muft fhe ftay on board: 
They kifVd ; Hie figh'd; he hung his head: 
•Her lefs'ning boat unwilling rows to land} 
Adieu ! (he cries, and wav'd her lily hand. 



§ 84.. Song. Rowe. - 

As, on a Summer's day, 
In the greenwood made I lay, 
The miid that I lov'd, 
As her fancy mov'd,, 
Came walking forth that way. 
And as (he palled by, 
With a fcornful glance of her eye # 
What a fhame, quoth (lie, 
For a fwain muit it be, ' 
Like a lazy loon Tor to lie! 
And doll thou nothing heed 
What Pan our god has decreed, 

3 M 1 What 
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What a prize to day 
Shall "be given away 
To the iweet fhepherd's reed ? 

There's not a Tingle fwain 
Of all this fruitful plain, 

But with hopes and fears 

Now bufily prepares 
The bonny boon to gain. 
Shrill another maiden mine 
In brighter array than thine! 

Up, up, dull fwain, 

Tune thy pipe once again^ 
And make the garland mine. 

Alas ! my ^ve, I cried, 
What avails this courtly pride ? 

Since thy dear defert 

Is written in my heart, 
What is all the world befide ? 

To me thou art more gay, 
In this homely rullet gray, 

Than the nymphs of our greeny 

So trim and fo fheen, 
Or the brightefl queen of May* 

What tho' my fortune frown, 
And deny thee a iilken gown \ 

My own dear maid, 

£e content with this (hade, 
Aud a fhepherd all thy own. 

§ 85. Song. Prior. 

A lexis fhunn'd his fellow fwains, 

Their rural fports and jocund (trains I 
Heaven fhield us all from Cupid's bow 1 
He loft his crook, he left his flocks, 
And, wandering thro' the lonely rocks, 
He nourifh d endlefs woe. 

1" he nymphs and fhepherds round him came, 
His grief fome pity* others blame* 

The fatal cauie all kindly leek. 
He mingled his concern with theirs, 
lie gave them back their friendly tedrsj 

He figh'd, but could not ipeak. 

Clarinda came among the red ; 

And me, too, kind concern expre(s'd| 

And ahVd the realbn of his Woe 5 
She alk'd, but with an air and mien 
That made it eafily foreseen 

She fear'd too much to know. 

The fhepherd rais'd his mournful head, 
And will you pardon me, he laid, 

While I the cirel truth reveal j 
Which nothing from my breaft ihould tear* 
\Vhich never mould offend your ear, 

But that you bid me tell > 

*Tis thus t rove, 'tis thus complain* 
Since you appear'd.upon the plain } 

You are the caufe of all my care : 
Your eyes ten thouland daggers dart, 
Ten thoufand torments vex my heart, . 

I love, and I delpaiu. 



Too much, Alexis, have I heard ; 
Tis what I thought, 'tis what I fear'd, 

And yet I pardon you, me cried 5 
But you ihall promile, ne'er again 
To breathe vour vows, or fpeak your pain : 

He bow'cf, obcy'd-^-and died. 



• § S6. Song* 
/^vne morning very early, one morning hi the 
^ ipring,. [fbffjj 
I heard a maid in Bedlam, who mournfully cud 
Her chains me rattled on her hands,whik iweetly 

thus lung ihe, 
I love my love,becaufe I know my love loves me, 

O cruel were his parents who fent my love to feat, 
And cruel, cruel was the fhip that bore my love 
„ from me ! [they % ve ruin'd me ? 

Yet I love his parents, fince they're his, although 
And I love my love, becaufe I know my love 
loves me. 

O ihould it pleafe the pitying pow'rs to call me 
to the fky, [love to fly j 

I'd claim a guardian angel's charge, around my 
To guard him from ail dangers, how happy 
mould I be ! [loves me. 

For I love my love, becaufe I know my love 

I'll makealtrawy garland, Til make itwondrous 
fine, 

With roles, lilies, dailies, I'll mix the eglantine , 
And I'll prefent it to my love when he returns 
from fea; [loves me. 

For T love my love, becaufe I know my We 
O if I were a little bird to build upon his breaft, 
Or if I were a nightingale to ling my love to reft! 
To gaze upon his lovely eyes all my reward 
mould be ; [me. 
For I love my love, becaufe I know my love loves 
O if I were an eagle, to foar into the fky ! 
I'd gaze around with piercing eyes where T my 
love might fpy 1 [(hall fcs ; 

But ah, unhappy maiden ! that love you ne'er 
Yet I love my love, becaufe I know my love 
loves me. 



§87. Sto*g>. 
r PHE fun was funk beneath the hill, 

The weftem clouds were lin'd with gold $ 
Clear was the fky, the wind was ftill, 

The flocks were penn'd within the fold $ 
When in the lilence of the grove 
Poor Damon thus defpair'd of love : 

Who feeks to pluck the fragrant rofe 
From the hard rock or oozy beach, 

Who from each weed that barren grows 
Expecls the grape or downy peach. 

With equal faith may hope to find 

The truth of love in womankind. 

No herds have I> no fleecy care, 
No fields that wave with golden grant* 

No paftures green, or gardens fair, 
A woman's venal heart to gain j „ 

The* 



Book IV. 

Then all in vain my fighs muft prove, 
VVliofe whole eftate, alas ! is love. • 

How wretched is the faithful youth, 

Since women's hearts are bought and fbld ! 
They alk no vows of lac red truth ; 

Whenever they ligh, they iigh for gold : 
Gold can the frowns of fcorn remove j 
Eut I am icorn'd — who have but love. 
To buy the gem of India's coaft 

What wealth, what riches would fufEce ? 
Yet India's more mould never boait 

The luftre of thy rival eyes ; 
For there the world too cheap muft prove \ 
Can I then buy — who have but love ? 
Then, Mary, iince nor gems nor ore 

Can with thy brigher felf compare, 
Be juft as fair, and value more 

Than gems or ore a heart fincere : 
Let trealiire meaner beauties move; 
Who pays thy worth mult pay in love. 



§ 88. Song. 
TtT hat beauties does Flora difclofe ! 

How fweet are her fmiles upon Tweed ! 
But Mary's, ftiil fweeter than thole, 

Both nature and fancy exceed. 
No daify nor fweet blulhing role, 

Nor all the gay flow'rs of the field, 
Nor Tweed gliding gently thro' thofe, 
Such beauty and pleafure can yield. 

The warblers are heard in each grove, 

The linnet, the lark, and the thrum, 
The blackbird, and fweet cooing dove, 

With mufic enchant ev'iy bum. 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 

Let us fee how the primrofcs fpring; 
We'll lodge in fome village on Tweed, * 

And love while the feather'd folks ling. 
•How does my love pafs the long day ? 

Does Mary not tend a few Iheep ? 
Do they never carelelsly ftray, 

While happily (hp lies afleep < • 
Tweed's murmurs Ihould lull her to reft; 

Kind nature indulging my biils, 
To relieve the foft pains of my breaft 

I'd Ileal anambrofial kifs. 
'Tis fhe does the virgins excel, 

No beauty with her can compare ; 
Love's graces all round her ido dwell, * 

She's faireft where thoufands are fair. 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ftray ? 

O tell me at noon where they feed ! 
Shall I feek them on fweet winding Tay, 

Or the pleafanter banks of the Tweed ? 



$ 89. Song. Nancy of the Vale. SilENSTONE. 

H^HE weftern Iky was purpled o'er 
A With ev'ry pleafing fay, 
And flocks, reviving, felt no more 
The 4ultry heat of day j 
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When from a hazel's artlefs bow'r 

Soft warbled Strephon's tongue ; 
He blefs'd the (ccne, he biefs'd the hour, 

While Nancy's praife he lung. 
Let fops with fickle falfehood range 

The paths of wanton love ; 
Whillt weeping maids lament their change, 

And fadden ev'ry grove : 

But endlefs bleflmgs crown the day 

I law fair Elham's dale $ 
And ev'iy blelhng find its way 

To Nancy of the Vale. 

'Twas from Avona's bank the maid 

Diifus'd her lovely beams ; 
And ev'iy Ihining glance dilplay'd 

The Naiad of the llreams. 
Soft as the wild-duck's tender young, 

That flout on Avon's tide ; 
Bright as the water-lily fprung 

And giitt'ring near its fide. 

Frefh as the bord'ring flow'rs her bloom, 

Her eye all mild to vieiv ; 
The little halcyon's azure plume 

Was never half fo blue. 

Ker lhape was like the reed, fb lleek, 

So taper, ftraight, and fair j 
Her dimpled fmile, her blulhing cheek, 

Huw charming fweet they were ! 

Far in the winding V3le retir'd • 

This peerlefs bud I found, 
And lhadowing rocks and woods confpii 'd 

To fence her beauties round. 

That nature in fo lone a dell 

'Should form a nymph fo fweet, 
Or fortune to her facret cell 

Conduct my wand'ring feet > 
Gay lordlings fought her \ov their bride, 

But Ihe would ne'er incline : 
Prove to your equals true, me cried, 

As I will prove to mine. 
'Tis Strephon on the mountain's brow 

Has won my right good will ; 
To him I give my plighted vow, 

With him I'll climb the hill. 
Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 

I clafp'd the conftant fair j 
To her alone I give my youth, 

And vow my future care. 

And when this vow mall faithlefs prove, 

Or I thele charms forego, 
The ftream that faw our tender love, 

Tint ftream lhall ceafe to flow. 



§ 90. Song* To the Memory of W. Sbenjlone, Efq. 

Cunningham, 
/^ome, Ihepherds, we'll follow the hearfe; 
^ And fee our lov'd Corydon laid : 
Tho' forrow may blemilh the verfe, 
Yet let the fad tribute be paid. 
3 M z They 
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They call'd him the pride of the plain : 

In footh he was gentle and kind ; 
He mark'd, in his elegant flrain, 

The graces that glow'd in his mind. 
On purpole he planted yon trees; 

That birds in the covert might dwell 5 
He cttltur'd the thyme for the bees, 

But never would rifle their cell. 
Ye lambkins, that ptay'd at his feet, 

Go bleat, and your mailer bemoan y 
His muik was arrlefs and fweet, 

His manners as mild as your own. 

No verdure /hall cover the vale, 

No bloom on the blolTbms appear - f 
The fweets of the foreft mail fail, 

And winter difcolour the year. 
No birds in our hedges mall ling 

(Our hedges fo vocal before), 
Since he that fhould welcome the fpring 

Can greet the gay feafon no more. 
His Phyllis was fond of his praife, 

And poets came round in a throng 5 
They lillenM, and envyM his lays, 

But which of them equallM his fong ? 
Ye fhepherds, henceforward be mute, 

For lolt is the paltoral (bain ; 
£0 give me my Corydon's flute, 

And thus— let me break it in twain. 



§ 91. Song. Lyttelton. 

*"pHE heavy hours are almoft pad 
**■ That part my love and me : 
My longing eyes may hope at lalt 

Their only wifh to fee. 
But how, my Delia, will you meet 

The man you've loll lb long ? 
Will love in all your pulfesbeat, 

And tremble on your tongue ? 
Will you in ev'ry look declare 

Your heart is Itil) the fame 5 
And heal each idle anxious care 

. Our fears in ab fence frame ? 
Thus, Delia, thus T paint the fcene 

When Ihortly we lhall meet, 
And try what yet remains between 

Of kriVring time to cheat. 
But if the dream that fooths my mind 

Shall falfeand groundlefs prove j 
If I am doomM at length tQ.find 

You have forgot to love - t 
All I of Venus arte is this— 

No more to let us join ; 
But grant me here the flatt'ring blifs, 

To die, and think you mine. 



§ 92. Song. Lyttelton. 

TT7 h l N Delia on the plain appears, 
* * Aw\i by a thouland tender fears, 
I would apprdach, but (Lire hot move - 9 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love } 
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Whene'er Ihe fpeaks, my ravilrTd' ear ( 

No other voice but hers can hear, 

No other wit but hers approve ; 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love'? 

If Hie fome other fwaiir commend, 

Tho' I was once his fondelt friend, 

His inlhnt enemy I prove; 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love f 

When /he is abfent, I no more 

Delight in all that pleasM before, 

The eleareir. fpring, the lhadieft grove; 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

When fond of powV, of beauty vain, v . 

Her nets Ihe fpread for ev'ry fwain, 

I ftrove to hate, but vainly ftrove ; 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 



§ 93. Song. Soame Je.nynts. 

Too plain, dear youth, thefe tell-tale eye* 
My heart your own declare ; 
But for heaven^ fake let it fuffice 

You reign triumphant there. 
Forbear your ulmoft pow t to try, 

Nor further urge your fway ; 
Prefs not for what I mail deny, t 

For fear I mould obey. 
Could all your arts fuccefsful prove, 

Would you a maid undo, 
Whofe grcatelt failing is her love, 

And tnat her love for you ? 
Say, would you ufe that very pow x 

You from her fondnefs claim, 
To ruin in one fatal hour 
A* life of fpotlefs fame ? 

Refolve not then to do an il 1. 

Becaufe perhaps you may ; 
But rather ufe your utmolt ikili 

To lave me, than betray. 
Be you yourfelf my virtue's guard j 

Defend, and not purfue ; 
Since 'tis a talk for me too hard 

To ftrive with love and you. 

§94.. Song. T/:e Power of Mufic. LiST.E. 
\I7 hen* Orpheus went down to the regions bff- 
™ Which men are forbidden to fee, [low, 
He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiltories lhew, 

To fet his Euridice free. 
All hell was aftonifiYd a perfon fo wife 

Should ralhly endanger his life, 
And venture fo far — but how vale their furprife, 

When they heard that he came for his wife I 
To find out a punilhment due to his fault, 

Old Pluto long puzzled his brain $ 
But hell had not torments fuflicient,he thought-* 

So he gave him his wife back again. 
But pity fucceeding found place in his heart ; 

And, pleas 'd with his playing lo well, 
He took her again in reward of his art, 

Such pow T r had muiic in hell ! 

§ 95- 
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§ 9 j. Song. Rowe. 
H"* 0 the brook and the willow, that heard him 
A complain, 

Ah willow ! willow! 
Poor Colin went weeping, and told them his pain. 
Sweet flream, he cried, fadly Til teach thee to flow, 
And the watcrslhall rile to the brink with my woe. 
All rcltleJs and painful my Celia now lies, 
And counts the lad moments of time as it flies : 
To the nymph, my heart's love, ye foft fl umbers, 
repair, [your care ; 

Spreads your downy wings o'er her, and make her 
Let me be left reitlefs, mine eyes never clole, 
So the flcep that I loie give my dear one repole. 
Sweetftream ! ifyou chancebyher pillow to creep, 
Perhaps your loft murmurs may lull her to lleep. 
But if I am doom'd to be wretched indeed, 
And the lols of my charmer the rates havedecreed, 
Believe me, thou fair one, thou dear one, believe, 
Few lighs to thy lois, and few tears will I give j 
One fate to thy Colin and thee mail betide, 
And loon lay thy fhepherddown by thy cold fide. 
Then glide, gentle brook, and to lofe thy f elf hafte, 
Bear this to my willow ; this verfe is my laft. 
Ah willow ! willow ! Ah willow ! willow ! 



§ 96. Song. 
|Ear Chloe, while thus beyond meafure 
You treat me with doubts and difdain, 
You rob all your youth of its tdeafure, 

And hoard up an old age of pain : 
Your maxim, that love is flill founded 

On charms that will quickly decay, 
You will find to be very ill grounded 

When once you its dictates obey. 
The paflion from beauty firft drawn - 
Your kindnefs will vaftly improve ; 
Soft looks and gay fmiles are the dawn, 

Fruition 's the funfhine of love : 
And though the bright beams of your eyes 
Should be clouded, that now are fo gay, 
And darknefs obfcureall the fkies, 
We ne'trcan forget it was day. 
Old Darby, with Joan by his fide, 

You oft have regarded with wonder j 
He is dropficai, fne is fore-eyed, 

Yet they Ve ever uneafy aiunder: ' 
Together they totter about, 

And fit in the fun at the door; 
And at night, when old Darby's pipe 's out, 

His Joan will not lmokea whirl' more. 
No beauty or wit .they pofTefs, 

Their leVeral failings to hnother; 
Then what are the charms, can you guefs, 
That make them Co fond of each other r 
'Tis the pleafing remembrance of youth, 
The endearments that love did beltow, 
The thoughts of paft plealure and truth, 

The belt of all bleflfings beiow. 
Thefe traces for ever will laft, 

Which licknefs nor time can remove ; 
For when youth and beauty are paft, 
And age brings the winter of love, . 



A friendship infenfibiy grows 

By reviews of fuch raptures as thefe, 

And the current of fondnefs Hill flows, 
Which decrepit old age cannot freeze. 

§ 97. Song. Gilbert Cooper. 
Away! let nought to love difpleafing, 

My Winifreda, move thy fear ; 
Let nought delay the heavenly blefling, 
Nor liqueamilh pride, nor gloomy care. 

What tho* no grants of royal donors 
With pompous titles grace our blood \ 

We '11 lhine in more lubilantial honours, 
And to be noble, we '11 be good. 

Whnt tho' from fortune's lavim bounty 
No mighty trealures we pcllefs', 

We '11 rind within our pittance plenty, 
And be content without excels. 

Still (hall each kind returning feafon 

Sufficient for o\ir wiflies give $ 
For we will live a life of reafon, 

And that 's the only life to live. 

Our name, while virtue thus we tender, 
Shall fweetly found where'er 'tis fpoke, 

And all the great ones much (hall wonder 
How they admire fuch little folk. 

Thro' youth and age, in love excelling, 
We '11 hand in hand together tread ; 

Sweet 1 mi ling peace ihall crown our dwelling, 
And babes, fweet fmiling babes, our bed. 

How mould I love the pretty creatures, 
Whilft round my knees they fondly clung, 

To fee them look their mother's featyres, 
To hear them lifp their mother's tongue ! 

And when with envy time tranfported 
Shall think to rob us of our joys, 

You '11 in your girls again be courted, 
And I '11 go wooing in my boys. 



O 



S 98. Song. PerCjy. 
Nancy! wilt thou go with me, 
Nor ligh to leave the flaunting 'town ? 
Can filent glens have charms for thee, 

The lowly cot and ruflet gown ? 
No longer drelt in filken flieen, 

No longer deck'd with jewel* rare, 
Say, canlt thou quit each courtly fcene, 
Where thou wert faireft of the fair ? 

O Nancy ! when thou 'it far away, 

Wilt thou not calt a wifh behind ? 
Say, canfl thou face the parching ray, 

Nor /brink before the wintry wind f 
O can that foft and gentle mien 

Extremes of hardlhip learn to bear, 
Nor (ad regret each courtly fcene, 

Where thou w ert faireft of the fair ? 
O Nancy ! canft thou love fo true, 

Thro' perils keen with me to go j 
Or, when thy fwain niiihap mallrue, 

To irnre with him the pang of woe. 
3 M s fay. 
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Say, fhould difrafe or pain befal, 
Wilt thou afTume the nurfe's c.ire, 

Nor vviftful thofe gay fcenes recal 
Where thou wert faireft of the fair ? 

And when at laft thy love lhall die, 

Wilt thou receive his parting breath ? 
Wilt thou reprcfs each ftruggling fieh, 

And cheer with imiles the bed of death ? 
And wilt thou o'er his breathlefs clay 

Strew flow'rs, and drop the tender tear ? 
Nor then regret thofe fcenes fo gay, 

Where thou we it fa ire ft of the fair ? 



§ 99. Song. Mallet. 
HP H E fmiling morn, the breathing fprrng, 
* Invite the tuneful birds to fing ; 
And, while they warble from each fpray, 
Love melts rhe univerfal lay. 
Let us, Amanda, timely wife, 
Like them improve the hour that flies ; 
And in loft raptures wafte the day, 
Among the lhades of En derm ay ! 

For foon the winter of the year, 
And age, life's winter, will appear :- 
At tbuy thy living bloom mult fade - x 
As that will ftrip the verdant lhade. 
Our tafte of pleafure then is o'er; 
The feather'd fongfters love no morej 
And when they droop, and we decay, 
Adieu the fliades of Endermay. 



§ 100. The Sfanifi LaJfs Love. 

Wi L L you hear a Spartilh lady, 
How lhe woo'd an Englifh man ? 
Garments gay, as rich as may be, 
DeckM with jewels had Hie on a 
Of a comely countenance and grace was (he, 
Both by birth and parentage of high degree. 

As his prifoner there he kept her, 

In his hands her life did lie j 
Cupid's bands did tie them falter, 
By the liking of an eye. 
In his courteous company was all her joy, 
To favour him in any thing lhe was not coy. 

But at laft there came commandment 

For to fet all ladies free, 
With their jewels ftill adorned, 
None to. do them injury. 
O then, faid this lady gay, full woe. is me ! 
O let me ftill fuftain this kind captivity! 

Gallant captain, Ihew Tome pity 

To a lady in diftrefs ; 
Leave me not within this city, 
For to die in heavinefs : 
Thou liaft fet, this prefent day, my body free, 
But my heart in pnibn ltill remains with thee, 

" How Ihouldft thou, fair lady, love me, 
Whom thou know'ft thy country's foe ? 

Thy fair words make me fufpeel thee ; 
Serpents lie where flowers grow.' 1 
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All the harm I wifli on thee, moft courteous 
knight, Efcft*l 
God grant upon my head the fame may fully 

BlefTed be the time and feafon 

That thou cam'ft on Spanilh ground ! 
If you may our foes be termed, 

Gentle foes we have you found : [on<°, 
With our city, you have won our hearts each 
Thentoyourcountry bearaway that is yourown* 

" Reft you ftill, moft gallant lady: 

Reft you ftill, and weep no more j 
Of fair flowers you have plenty, 
Spain doth yield you wondrous Here." 
Spaniards fraught with jenlouiy we oft do rind, 
But Englifhmen throught the world are counted 
kind. 

Leave me not unto a Spaniard, 

Thou alone enjoy'ft my heart j 
I am lovely, yojung, and tender, 
Love is like wife my dejert : 
Still to Jerve thee day and night inymind ispreft 
The wife of ev'ry Englilhman is counted bleftj 

" It would be a (hamc, fair lady, * 

For to bear a woman hence j 
EnglHh fnldiers never carry 
Any fuch without offence." # , 
I will quickly change mylelf, if it be fo, [go. 
And, like a page, will follow thee where'er thou 

" I have neither gold nor filver 
To maintain thee in this cafe j 
And to travel is great charges, 
As you know in ev'ry place." 
My chains and jewels evYy one lhall be thy own. 
And eke ten thouland pounds in gold that lies 
unknown. 

* On the feas are many dangers, 

Many ftorms do there ariie, 
Which will be to ladies dreadful, 
And force tears from wat'ry eyes'" 
Well, in troth I fliall endure extremity, 
For I could rind in heart to lole my life for thee« 

" Courteous lady, leave this folly, 

Here comes all that breeds the ftrife j 
I, m England, have already 
A fweet woman to my wife ; 
I will not fallify my vow for gold nor gain, 
Nor yet for all the faireft dames that live in Spain." 

O how happy is that woman 

That enjoys fo true a friend ! 
Many happy days God lend her ! 
And of my fuit I '11 make an end : 
On my kneses I pardon crave for my offence, 
WhichloveandtrueattediondidnVft commence. 

Commend me to that gallant lady. 

Bear to her this chain of gold, 
With thefe bracelets, for a token ; 
Grieving that I was fo bold : 
All my jewels, in like fort, take thou with th«e; 
For they are fitting for thy wife, but not for me, 

I will 
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I will fpend my days in prayer, _ 

Love and "all his laws defy; 
In a nunnery I will fhroud me, 
Far from any company : 
But, ere my prayers have an end, be Aire cf this, 
To pray for thee and for thy love I will not mils. 

Thus farewel, moft gallant captain! 

Farewel^to my hearts content ! 
Count not ixpaniih ladies wanton, 
Though to thee my mind was bent: 
Joy. and true profperity go ltill with thee! 
* The like fall unto thy lhare, moll fair lady." 



§ 10 1. BatUld, rfhe Children in the Wood\ or, 
7 he Norfolk dentlemans loft Will and ItfiamenL 



N 



o w ponder well, you parents dear, 
The words which I fhall write \ 
A doleful ftory you fhall hear, 

In time brpught forth to light: 
A gentleman of good account 

In Norfolk hVd of late, 
Whofe wealth and riches did furmount 
Moft men of his eitate. 

Sore fick he was, and like to die, 

No help* that he could have 5 
His wife by him as fick did lie, 

And both pofiefsM one grave. 
No love between thefe two was loft, 

Each was to other kind : 
In love they livM, in love they died, 

And left two babes behind: 

The one a fine and pretty boy, 

Not palling three years old : 
Th' other a -girl, more young than he, 

And made in beauty's mould. 
The father left his little ion, 

As plainly doth appear, 
When Jie to perfedt age mould come, 

Three hundred pounds a year; 

And to his little daughter Jane 

Five hundred pounds in gold, 
To be paid down on marriage day, 

Which might not be controul\l:* 
£ut if the children chane'd to die 

Ere they to age mould come, 
Their urfde mould poifef s their wealth, 

For fo the will did run. 

Now, brother, faid the dying man, 

Look to my children dear \ 
B<* good unto my boy and girl, 

•No friends elfe- 1 have here : 
To God and you I do commend 

My children night and day; . 
But little while, be Aire, we have 

Within this world to flay. 

You mult be father and mother both, . 

And uncle, all in one ; 
Pod knows what will become of them 

When I am dead and gone. 



With that befpake their mother dear: 
O brother kind, quoth me," . 

You are the man mull bring our babes 
To wealth or milery. 

And if you keep them carefully, 

Then God will you reward \ 
If otherwile you feem to deal, 
God will your deeds regard. 
With lips as cold as any. itone 

She kilVd her children fmallt 
God blels you both, my children dear! 
With that the tears did fall. • 

Thefe fpeeches then their brother fpoke 

To this lick couple there 1 
The keeping of .your children dear, 

Sweet filler, do not fear; 
God never profper me nor mine, 

Nor aught elle that I have, 
If I do wrong your children dear, 

When you are laid in grave ! 

Their parents being dead and gone, 

The children home he takes, 
And brings them home unto his houfe, 

And much of them he makes. 
He had not kept thefe pretty babes, 

A twelvemonth and a day, 
When for their wealth he did devile 

To make them both away. 

He bargained with two ruffians rude, 

Which were of furious mood, 
That they mould take the children ) oung 

And (lay them in a wood. 
He told his wife, and all he had, 

He did the children lend 
To be brought up iii fair London, 
With one that was his friend. 

Away then went thefe pretty babes, 

Rejoicing at that tide, 
Rejoicing with a merry mind, 

They mould on cock-horfe ride. 
They prate and prattle pleafantly, 

As they rode on the way, 
To thole that mould their butchers be, 

And work their lives* decay. 

So that the pretty fpeech they had 

Made mur^rers' hearts relent ; 
And they that undertook the deed 

Full fore they did repent. 
Yet bne of them, more hard of heart, 

Did vow to do his charge, 
Becaufe the wretch that hired him 

Had paid him very large. 

The other would not agree thereto, 

So here they fell at ftrife ; 
With one another they did light 

About the children's life: 
And he that was of mildeft mood 

Did (lay the other there, 
Within an unfrequented wood; 

While babes did quake for fear. 

I 3 M + 
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He took the children by the hand, 

When tears ftood in their eye 5 
And bade them come and go with him, 

And look they did not cry: 
And two long miles he led them on, 

While they for food complain : 
Stay here, quoth he, I '11 bring you bread, 

When I do come again. 

Thefe pretty babes wi;h hand in hand 

Went wandering up and down j 
'But never more they iaw the man 

Approaching from the town : 
Their pretty lips with blackberries 

Were all befmear'd and dy'd 5 
And when they faw the darkfome night, 

They fat them down and cried. 

Thus wander'd thefe two pretty babes. 

Till death did end their grief; 
In one another's arms they died, 

As babes wanting relief: 
No burial thefe pretty babes 

Of any man receives, 
Till Robin-red-breaft painfully 

Did cover them with leaves. 

And now the heavy wrath of God 

Upon their uncle fell ; 
Yea, fearful fiends did haunt his houfe. 

His conference felt a hell 
His barns were nVd, his goods confum*d t 

His lands were barren made, 
His cattle died within the field, 

And nothing with him ftaid. 
And, in the voyage of Portugal, 

Two of his fons did die ; 
And, to conclude, himfelf was brought 

To extreme mifery: 
He pawn'd and mortgag'd all his land 

Ere feven years came about, 
And now at length this wicked aft 

Did by this means come out. 
The fellow that did take in hand , 

Thefe children for to kill,' 
Was for a robbery judg'd to die, 

As was God's bleflea will ; 
Who did confefs the very truth, 

The which is here expreiVcf ; 
Their uncle died, while he, for debt. 

In prifon long did reft. 

All you that be executors made, 

And ovcrieers eke, , 
Of children that be fatherlefs, 

And infant; mild and meclc, 
Take you example by this thing, 

And yield to each his right ; 
Left God, with fuch-lilce mifery, 

Your wicked minds requite. 

$ J02. Ballad. The Hunting in Chivy-Chafe. 
pOD profper long our noble kinj, 
V* Our lives and iafeties all ! 
A v/oeful hunting once there di4 
|n Chevy- C hale befal ; 



To drive the deer with hound and horn 

Earl Percy took his way; 
The child may rue that is unborn 

The hunting of that day. 
The (tout earl of Northumberland 

A vow to God did make, 
His pleafure fn the Sccttim woods 

Three fummer's days to take 5 
The chiefeft harts in Chevy-Chafe 

To kill and bear away. 
Thefe tidings to earl Douglas came 

In Scotland, where he lay ; 
Who fent earl Percy prefent word 

He would prevent his. fport* 
The Englifli earl, not fearing this, 

Did to the woods refort, 
With fifteen hundred bowmen bold \ 

All chofen men of might, 
Who knew full well, in time of need, 

To aim their (hafts aright. 
The gallant'greyhounds fwiftly ran, 

To chafe the fallow deer : 
On Monday they began to hunt, 

When day-light cfid appear \ 
And, long before high noon, they had 

A hundred fat bucks (lain ; 
Then, having; dhVd, the drovers went 

To roufe them up again. 
The bowmen multer'd on the hills, 

Weil abie to endure : 
Their backfides all, with fnecial care, 

That d^y were guarded fure. 
The hounds- ran fwiftly thrqugh the woods^ 

The nimble deer to take ; 
And with their cries the hills and dales 

An echo ihrill did make. 
Lord Percy to the quarry went, 
To view the flaughter'd deer 5 
Quoth he, Earl Douglas ^promifed 

This day to meet me here : 
if that I thought he would not come. 

No longer would I ftay. 
With that a brave young gentleman 

Thus to the eari did lay* 
Lo ! yonder doth earl Douglas come. 

His men in armour bright ; 
Full twenty hundred Scottifti fpears 

All marching in our light j 
All men of pleafant Tividale, 
, Fait by the river Tweed. 
Then ceafe your'fport, earl Percy faid,« 

And take your bows with fpeed : 
And now with me, my countrymen, 

Your courage fortt) advance ; 
For never was there champion yet, 

In Scotland or in France, 
That ever did on horfeback come, 

But, if rny hap it were, 
I durft encounter, man for mail;, 
With him to break a fpear.* 
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Earl Douglas on a milk-white Heed, 

Moll like a baron bold, 
Rode foremoft of the company, 

Whofe armour fhone like gold : 

Shew me, faid he, whofe men you be 

That hunt fo boldly here j 
That, without my confent, do chafe 

And kill my fallow-deer ? 

The man that firft did anlwer make, 

Was noble Percy, he : 
Who faid, We lilt not to declare, 

Nor (hew whofe men we be i 

Yet will we fpend our deareft blood, 

Thy chiefelt harts to ilay. 
Then Douglas fwore a folemn oath, 
fc And thus in rage did fay : 

Ere thus I will out-braved be, 

One of us two fliall die : 
I know thee well ; an earl thou art, 

Lord Percy : ib am I. 

But truft me, Percy, pity it were, . 

And great oilence, to kill 
Any of thefe our ''armlels men, 

For they have d ^ne no ill. 
Let thou and I the battle try, 

And fet our men afide, 
AccursM be he,, lord Percy faid, 

By whom this k denied. 

Then fteppM a gallant Yquire forth, 

. Witherington was his name, 
Who faid, I would not have it told 

To Henry our king, for, fhame, 
That e'er my cnptiin fought on foot, 

And I Hood looking on : 
You be two* earls, laid Witherington, 

Ard la Tquirc alone : 
I *li do the beft that do I may, 

While I have ftrength to Hand 5 
While I have powY to wield my fworc(| 

I '11 fight with heart and hand. 
Our Engliih archers bent their bows, 

Their hearts were good and true j 
At the firft fiignt of arrows fenf, 

Full threefcore Scots they flew. 
To drive the deer with hound and horn, 

Earl Douglas had the bent } 
A captain, mov'd with mickle pride, 

The fpears to (hi vers fent. 
They closed full fail on ev'ry fide f 

No flacknefs there was found j 
And many a gallant gentleman 

Lay gafping on the ground. 
O ChriH ! it was a grief to fee, 

And likewife for to hear 
The cries of men lying in their gore, 

And icatter'd here and there. . 
At laH thefe two ftout earls did meetj 

Like captains of great might j 
J,ike lions mov'd, they laid on lo:d> 

^Uid made a cruel fight. 
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They fought until they both did fweat, 
With 1 words of tempered Heel; 

Until the blood, like drops of rain, 
They trickling down did feel. 

Yield thee, lord Percy, Douglas faid 5 

In faith I will thee bring 
Where thou (halt high advanced be 

By James our Scottifh king. 

Thy ranfom \ mi] freely give, 

And thus report of thee : 
Thou art the mofr courageous knight 

That ever I did fee. 

No, Douglas, quoth earl Percy then, 

Thy proffer I do fcorn j 
I will not yield to any Scot 

That ever yet was born. 

N With that there came an arrow keen 
Out of an Engliih bow, 
Which ftruck earl Douglas to the heart, 
A deep and deadly blow : 

Who never fpoke more words than thefe; 

Fight 09, my merry men all ; 
For why ? my life is at an end 1 

Lord Percy fees my fall. 

Then leaving life, earl Percy took 

The dead man by the hand ; 
And laid, Earl Douglas, for thy life 

Would I had loft my land ! 
O Chrill ! my veiy heart doth bleed 

With forrow for thy fakej 
For fure a more renowned knight 

Mi (chance did never take. 
A knight amongft the Scots there was, 

Which law earl Douglas die, 
Who ftraight in wrath did vow revenge 

Upon the earl Percy : 
Sir Hugh Montgomery was he calpd j 

Who, with a fpear mo ft bright. 
Well mounted on a gallant fteed, 

Ran fiercely through the fight : » 

And pafs'd the Engliih archers all, 

Without all dread or fear; 
And through earl Percy's body then* 

He thruft his hateful fpear : 
With fuch a vehement force and might 

lie did his body gore, 
The fpear went thro' the other fide 

A large cloth yard, and more. 

So thus did both thefe nobles die, 

Whole courage none could Hain. 
An Engliih archer then perceiv'd 

The noble earl was flain j 
He had a bow bent in his hand, 

Made of a trujly tree ; 
An arrow of a cloth-yard long 

Up to the head drew he : • i 

Againll fir Hugh Montgomery 

;So right the fhaft he let, 
The grcy-goofe wing that wes thereon 

Li his heart-blood was wt\ 
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This fight did laft from break of day 

Till Vet ting oV the fun ; 
For when they rung the evsning-bell 

The battle icarce was done. 

With the earl Percy there was (hin 

Sir John of Overton, 
Sir Robert Rateliffe, and fir John, 

Sir James that bold baron : 

And with fir George, and good fir James, 

Both knight3 of good account, 
Good Mr -Ralph Rahy there was Ham, 

Whole prowefs did iurmcunt. 
For Withcrington needs mull I wail, 

As one in doleful dumps ; 
For, when his legs were frriitfen off, 

He fought upon his itumps. 
And with earl Douglas there -was (lain, 

Sir Hugh Montgomery; 
Sir Charles Currel, that from the field 

One foot would never fly ; 

Sir Charles Murrel of Ratcliife too, 

His filler's fon.was he; 
Sir David Lamb, fo well efleenvd, 

Yet faved could not be. 

And the lord Maxwell, in like wife, 

Did with earl Douglas die: 
Of twenty hundred Scottifli fpears, 

Scarce fifty- five did fly. 
Of fifteen hundred Englifhmen 

Went home but fifty-three: 
The reft were fiain in Chevy^Chafe, 

Under the gieen-wood tree. 
Next daj did many widows come, 

Their human ds to bewail ; 
They wauVd their wounds in brinim tears, 

But all would not prevail) 
Their bodies, bnth'd in purple blood, 

They bore with them aw:iy ; 
They kifs'd them dead a thou (and times 

When they were clad in clay. 
This news was brought to Edinburgh, 

Where Scotland's kins: did reign, 
That brave 'earl Douglas Tuddenly 

Was with an arrow flajn. • 

0 heavy news ! king James did lay; 
Scotland can witnels "be, 

1 have not any captain more 
Of fi!ch account as he. 

Like tidings to king Henry came, 

Within as lhort a fpace, 
That Percy of Northumberland 

Was (lain in Chevy-Chafe. 
Now God be with him, laid our king, 

Sith 't will no better be; 
I trull I have within my realm 

Five hundred as good as he. 

Vet mall not Scot nor Scotland fay, 

But I will vengeance take ; 
And be revenged on them all 
„ For brave lord Percy's fake. 
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This vow full well' the king performed, 

After, on Humbledown, 
In one day fifty knights were flain, 

With lords of gfeat renown : 

And of the reft, of final I account, 

Did many hundreds die. 
Thus ended the hunting of Chevy- Chafe, 

Made by the earl Percy. 

God fave the king, and blefs the land 

In plenty, joy, and peace; 
And grant, henceforth, that foul debate 

'Twixt noblemen may ceafe. 



§ 103. Song. Sir Catiline. 

There is fomething peculiar in the metre of this old 
ballad : it is net unufual to meeC with /edunria t 
ftanzas of lix Tines;' but the occalior,al infertion of 
a double third or fourth line, as ver. 31, 44, Sec. 
is an irregularity I do not' remember to have feen 
elfewhcre. 

- It may be proper to inform the reader before he cornea 
to Ft. 2. ver. 110, 111, that the round table 
was not peculiar to the teign of King Arthur, but 
was common in all the ages of Chivalry. The 
proclaiming a great tournament (probably with fome 
peculiar foiemnities) was called " holding a Round . 
** Table " Dugdale tells us, that the great baron 
Roger de Mortimer 11 having procured rhc honour 
u or knighthocd to be conferred 1 on his thiec fans*' 
*' by King Edward I. be, at his own cofts, caufed a 
" tourneament to be held at Kenilworth, whf re he 
" fumptuoufly entertained an hundred knights, and 
" as many ladies, ipr thice days ; che like whereof 
11 was never before in England; and there began » 
u the round table ( f o called by reafon that the 
u place wherein they praclifed thofe feats was 
"environed with a ftrong wall made in a round 
form) : and upon the fourth day, the golden lion, 
M in fign of tr umph, being yielded to him, he 
" carried it (with all the company) to Warwick.'* ' 
It may furrher be added, that Matthew Paris fre- 
quently calls juils and tournaments lUJiiludia MtnjQ 
Rotunda. 

As to what wilJ be obferved in this ballad cf the art • 
of heahng being pr^clifed by a young prince's; it 
is no more th.n what is ufual in all the old ro- 
mances, and was conformable to real manner : it; 
being a practice derived from the earlicft times 
among all the Gothic, and CeVic nations, for 
women, even of the higher* rank, to exercifc the 
art of furgery. \n the Northern Chtonicles we 
always find the young damfcis {ranching the wounds; 
of their lovers, and the wives thole of their huf-. 
bands. And even fo late as the time of Queeii 
Elizabeth, it is mentioned among the accompl.m- 
ments of the ladies of her court, that the " eldeft 
11 of them are skilful, in sukgery." See 
Harrifcn's Defcription of England, prefixed to Hoi- 

4 lingfiicd's Chronicle, &c 

The Firft Tart. 

tn Ireland, ferr over the feau 

There dwellcth a bonnye kinge; 
And with him a yong and comlye knighte, 

Men cull him fyr Cauline. 

The 
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The kinge had a lady to his daughter, 

In fafhyon (he hath no peere ; 
And princely wightes that hidye wooed, 

To be theyr wedded feere. 

Syr Cauline loveth her befl: of all, 

But nothing durit he faye; 
Ne defc reeve his counfayl to no man, 

But deerlye he lovde this may. 

Till on a daye it fo beffell, ' 

Great dill to him was dfght; 
The maydens love removde his mynd, 

To care-bed went the knighte. 

One while he fpred his arms him fro, 

One while he fpred them nye \ 
And aye ! but I winne that ladyes love, 

For dole now I mun dye. 

And when our pari fti- made was done, 
Our kinge was bowne to dyne : 

He iayes, Where is fyr Cauline, 
That is wont to ferve the wyne ? 

Then aunfwerde him a courteous knighte, 
And fait his handes g:m wringe : 

Sir Cauline is fick, and like to dye 
Without a good leechingc. 

Fetche me downe my daughter deere, 

She is a leeche fuile fine : 
Goe take him doughe, and the baken bread, 
And ferve him with the wyne fee red 5 

Lothe I were him to tine. 

Fair Chriftabelle to his chaumber goes, 

Her maydens followyng nye: 
O well, (lie fayth, how doth my lord ? 

0 (icke, thou fay re ladye. 

Now ryfe up wightlye, man, for fhame, 

Never lye foe cowardlee ; 
For it is told in my father's halle, 

You dye for love of mee. 

Fayre ladye, it is for your love - 

That all this dill I drye : 
For if you wold comfort me with a kifle, 
Then were I brought from bale to blhTe, 

No longer would I lye. 

Sir knighte, my father is a kinge, 

1 am his only heire ; 

Alas 1 and well you knowe, fyr knighte, 
I never can be youre feere. 

O ladye, thou art a kjnges daughter, 

And I am not thy peere, 
But let me doe fome deedes of armes 

To be youre bacheleeje. 

Some deeds of armes if thou wilt doe, 

My bacheleere to be, 
(But ever and aye my heart would rue, 

(GifF harm mould happe to thee). 



Upon Eldridge hill there groweth a thorne, 

Upon the mores brodmge ; 
And dare ye, fyr knighte, wake there all nighte, 

Untill the fayre morninge ? 

For the Eldridge knighte, fo mickle of mighte/ 

Will examine you beforne; 
And never man bare life awaye, 

But he did him Icath and fcorne. 

That knighte he is a foul piynim, 

And large of limb and bone; 
And but if heaven may be thy fpeecle > 

Thy life it is but gone. 

Nowe on the Eldridge hilles He walke, 

For thy lake, fair ladisi 
And He either bring you a ready token, 

Or He never more you fee. 

The ladye is gone? to her own chaumbere, 

Her maydens following bright : 
Syr Cauline lope from care-bed foone, 
And to the Eldridge hills is gone, 

For to wake there all night. 

Unto midnight, that the moone did rife, 

He walked up and downe ; 
Then a lightfome bugle heard he blbwe 

Over the bents foe browne. 
Quoth bee, If ciyance come till my heart, 

I am liar from any good towne. 

And v foone he fpyde on the mores fo broad 

A furyous wight and fejll ; 
A ladye bright his brydle jed, 

Clad in a fayre kyi tell : 

And foe fail he called on fyr Cauline, 

0 man, I rede thee flye, 

For but if ciyance come till thy heart, 

1 weene but thou mun dye. > 

He fayth, No«cryance comes till my heart, 

Nor, in fayth, I wyll not flee; 
For, caufe tlmi minged not Chrift before, 

The lefs me dreadeth thee. 

The Eldridge knighte he pricked his freed ; 

Syr Cauline bold abode : 
Then either (hooke his truftye fpeare, 
And the timber thefe two children* bare 

So foon in funder (lode. 

Then took they out theyr two good fwordes, 

And layden on full falte, 
Till helme and hawberke, mail and Iheelde, 

They all were well -nye brad. 

The Eldridge knight was mickle of might, 

And ftiffe in flower did ftande ; 
But fyr Cauline with a backward ftroke 

He fmote off his right hand ; 
That foone he with paine and lacke of bloud 

Fell downe on that lay-land. 

Then 
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Then up fyr Cauline lift his brande 

All over his head fo hye : 
And here I fweare by the holy roode, 

Nowe, caytifFe, thou malt dye. 

Then up and came that ladye brighte, 

Fafte wringing of her hande : 
For the maydens love, that mod you love, 

Withhold that deadlye brande : 

For the maydens love, that moft you love, 

Now fmyte no more I praye ; 
And aye whatever thou wilt, my lord, 

He fhali thy hefts obaye. 

Now fwear to mee, thou Eldridge knighte, 

And here on this lay-land, 
That thou wilt believe on Chrift his laye, 

Aud thereto plight thy hand : 

And that thou never on Eldridge come 

To fporte, gamon, or playe j 
And that thou here give up thy armes 

Until thy dying day. 

The Eldridge knighte gave up his armes 
With many a forrowfulle fighe; 

And fware to obey fyr Caulines heft, 
Till the tyme that he mold dye. 

♦And he then n p and the Eldridge knighte 

Sett him in his faddle arione, 
And the Eldridge knighte and his ladye 

To thcyr caftle are they gone. 

Then he tooke up the bloudy hand, 

That was To large of bone, 
And on it he founde five ringes of gold 

Of knightes that had been flone. 

Then he tooke up the Eldridge fworde, 

As hard as any flint ; 
And he took oft thofe ringes five 

As bright as fyre and brent. 

Home then pricked fyr Cauline 

As light as leafe on tree : 
I-wys he neither ftint ne blanne, 

Till he his ladye fee. 

tThen downe he knelt upon his knee 

Before that ladye gay : , 
0 ladye, I have been on the Eldridge hills : 

Thefe tokens I bring away. 

"Mow welcome, welcome, fyr Cauline, 

Thrice welcome unto mee, 
Tor now I perceive thou art a true knighte, 

Of valour bold and free, 

O ladye, I am thy own true knighte, < 

Thy hefts for to obaye : 
And mought I hope to winne thv love !— i 

Ne more his tonge coide fay. 

The ladye blufhed fcarlctte redde, 

And fetre a gentill fighe: 
Alas ! fyr knighte, how may this bee, 

For my degree *s foe highe ? 

But fith thou haft his^ht, thou comely youth, 
To be my batchi}sre f 

3 
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He promife if thee I may not wedde 

I will have none other fere. 
Then mee held forthe her lilly-white hand 

Towards that knighte fo free; 
He gave to it one gentill kiile, , 
His heart was brought from bale to blifte, 

The teares fterte from his ee. 

But keep my counfayl, fyr Cauline, 

Ne let no man it knowe ; 
For and ever my father fholde it ken, 

I wot he wolde us floe. 

From that day forthe that ladye fayre 

Lovde fyr Cauline the knighte : 
From that daye forthe he only joyde 

Whan iliee was in his fight. 

Part the Second, 

Eve ry e white will have its blacke, 

And every fweete its fowre : 
This found the ladye Chriftabelle 

In an untimely howre. 

For fo it befelle as fyr Cauline 

Was with that ladye faire, 
The kinge her father walked forthe 

To take the evenyhg aire : 

And into the arboure as he went 

To reft his weary e feet, 
He found his daughter and fyr Cauline 

There fette in daliaunce fweet. 

The kinge hee fterted forth, i-wys, 

And an angrye man was hee : 
Now, traytoure, thou (halt hange or drawe, 

And rewe lhall thy ladie. 

Then forth fyr Cauline he was ledde, 
And throwne. in dungeon deepej 

And the ladye into a towre fo hye, 
There left to wayle and weepe. 

The queene {he was fyr Caulines friend, 

And to the kinge iaid fhe : 
I pray you lave fyr Caulines life, 

And let him banifht bee. 

Now, dame, that traitor (hall be fent 

Acrofs the fait fea fome : 
But here I will make with thee a band, 
If ever he come within this land, 

A foule deathe is his doome. 

All woe-begone was that gentiL knight' 

To parte from his ladye ; 
And many a time he fighed fore, 

And caft a wiftfuile eye : 
Faire Chriftabelle, from thee to parte, 

Farre lever had I dye. 
Faire Chriftabelle, that ladye brighte, 

Was had forthe of the towre : 
But ever fliee droopeth in her mindej 
As, nipt by an ungentle winde, 

Doth fome faire iillye flowre. 

And ever mee doth lament and weepe 
To tint her lover lbe j 
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Syr Cauline, thou little think'ft on mee, 
But I will ftill be true. 

Manye a kinge, and manye a duke, 

And lords of high degree, 
Did liie to that fayre ladye of love; 

But never fhe wolde them nes. 

When many a daye was pall and gone, 

Ne comforte (lie colde rinde, 
The kinge proclaimed a tourneament, 

Tocheere his daughters mind: 

And there came lords, and there came knightes. 

Fro manye a farre country e, 
To brealf a fpere, for theyr ladyes love, 

Before that faire ladye. 

" And many a ladye there was fette 

In purple and in palle 5 
But faire Chrillabelle foe woe-begone 
Was the fayreit of them .ill. 

Then manye a knighte was mickle of might 

Before his ladye gaye : 
But a ftranger wight, whom no man knewe, 

He wan the prize eche daye. 

His aclon it was all of blacke, 

His hewberke and his Hieelde, 
Ne noe man wift whence he did come. 
Ne noe man knewe where he did gone 

When they came out the feelde. 

And now three days were prefllye piit 

In feates of chivalrye, 
When lo upon the fourth mominge 

A forrowfulle light they fee. 

A hugye giaunt ftiff and llarke. 

All foule of limbe and lerej 
Two goggling eyen like fire farden, 

A mo uthe from eare to eare. 

Before him came a dwarffe full lowe, 

That waited on his knee, 
And at his backe five heads he bare, 

All*wan and pale of blee. 

Sir, quoth the dwarffe, and louted lowe, 

Behold that hend Soklain ! 
Behold thele heads I bear with me ! 

They are kings which he hath (lain. 

The Eldridge knighte is his own cousine, 

Whom a knighte of thine hath fhent: 
And hee is come toavenire his wrong j 
And to thee, all thy knightes among, 
Defiance here hath lent. 

But yette he will appeafe his wrath 

Thy daughters love to winne : 
And but thou yeelde him that fayre mayd, 

Thy halls and towers mull breune. 

Thy head, fyr king, mull go with mee j 

Or elfe thy daughter deerc ; 
Or elfe within thefe lifts foe broad 

Thou muft Hnd him a peere. 

The king he turned him round aboute, 
And in his heart was woe; 
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Is there never a knighte of my round table, 

This matter will undergo ? 

Is there never a knighte amongft yee all 
Will fight for my daughter and mee ? 
Whoever will fight yon grimme foldan, 
Right faire his meede mall be ; 

For he ihaH have my broad lay-land*; 

And of my crowne be heyre ; 
And hefhall winne fayre Chriftabelle, 
To be his wedded fere. 

But every knighte of his round table 

Did Hand both ftill and pale ; 
For whenever they lookt on the grim foldan, 
It made their hearts to quail. 

All woe-begone was that fayre ladye, 
When flie lawe no helpe was nye : 
She call her thought on her own true-love, 
And the teares gufht from her eye. 

Up then flerte the ftranger knighte, 

Said, Ladye, be not affray d ; 
He right for thee with this grimme foldan^ 
Thoughehe be unmacklye made. 

And if thou wilt lend me the Eldridge fworde, 

That lyeth within thy bowre. 
I trujl in Chrifte for to flay this fiende, 
Thoughe he be ftiffe in ftowre. 

Goe fetch him downe the Eldridge fworde, 

The kinge he cryde, with fpeede : 
Nowe heaven a/Till thee, courteous knighte ; 
My daughter is thy meede. 

The gyaunt he ftepped into the lifts, 1 

And iayd, Awaye, awaye : 
I fweare, as I am the hend iblilan, 
Thou letteft me here ail daye. 

Then forth the ftranger knighte he came 

In his blacke armoure dight : 
The ladye fighed a gentle lighe, 

" That this were my true knighte !**' 

And nowe the jryaunt and knighte be mett 

Within the lifts fo broad : 
And now with fwordes lo fharpe of fteele, 
They gan to lay on load. 

The foldan ftrucke the knighte a ftroke, 

That made him reele afyde : 
Then woe-begone was that faire ladye, 
And thrice ihe deeply fighde. ' 

The foldan ftnaqkc a fecond, ftroke, 
And made the bloude-to flowe : 
All pale and wan was that ladye fayre, . 
And thrice Ihe w ept for woe. 

The foldan ftrucke a third fell ftroke, 

Which brought the knighte on his knee: 
Sad lorrow pierced that ladyes heart, 
And Ihe Ihriekt loud fhriekings three. 

The knighte he leapt upon his feete, 
v All recklefle of the paine ; 

Quoth he, But heaven be now my fpetde, 
Or elfe I (hall be Uaine. 

Iff 
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He grafped his fword with mayne and mighte, 

And fpying a lecrette part, 
He drave it into the foldaiTs fyde, 

And pierced him to the heart. 

Then all the people gave a ilioute, 
When they iawe the foldan falle: 

The ladye wept, and thanked Chrift, 
That had reikewed her from thrall. 

And nowe the kinge with all his barons 

Rofe uppe from off his feate, 
And downe he itepped into the liftes. 

That curteous knighte to greete. 

But he for payne and. lacke of bloude 

Was fallen into a fwounde, 
And there all waltering in his gore, 

Lay lifeielfe on the grounde. 

Come downe, come downe, my daughter dcare, 

Thou art a leeche of flcille j 
Farre lever had I lofe half my landes, 

Than this good knighte fliolde ipille. 

Down then ftepped that faire ladye, 

To helpe him it* me maye ; 
But when (he did his bcavere raife, 
It is my life, my lord, (he fayes, 

And fhriekte and f wound awaye. 

Sir Cauline jufte lifte up his eyes 

When he heard his ladye crye, 
O ladye, I am thine owne true love; 

For thee I wilht to dye. 

Then giving her one partinge looke, 

He clofeclhis eyes in death, 
Ere Chriftabelle, that ladye milde, 

Began to draw her breathe. 

Hut when (he founde her comelye knighte 

Indeed was dead and gone, 
She layd her pale cold cheeke to his, 

And thus ihe made her moane. 

O llaye, my deare and onlye lord, 

For me thy faithful feere ; 
'Tis meet that I (hold follow e thee, 

Who halt bought my love foe deare, , 

Then fayntinge in a deadly fwoune, 

And with a deep-fctte lighe, 
That burff her gentle heart in twayne, 

Fayre Chriftabelle did dye. 



§ 104. Robin Hood and Gtai of Gijborne, 

11 In this time [about the year 1100, in the 
reign of Richard I.] were many robbers, and 
out-lawes, among the which Robin Hood, and 
Little John, renowned theeves, continued in 
woods, defpoyling and robbing the goods of 
the rich. They killed none but fuch as 
would invade them; or by reiiltance for their 
own defence. 

" The laid Robert entertained an hundred tall 
men and good archers with fuch fpoiles and 
thefts as he got, upon whom four hundred 
(were they ever fo rtrong) dnrft riot give the 
2 
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onfet. He fuffered no woman to be oppreffed, 
violated, or otherwife rnolefted : poore men's 
goods he fpared, abundantlie relieving therrr 
with that, which by theft he got from abbeys 
and the houfes of rich carles : whom Maior 
(the hiltorian) blameth for his rapine and - 
theft-, but of all theeves he aftirmeth him ta 
be the prince and the moft gentle theefc.' 1 
Stows* Annals, p. 159." 

ttt han maws beene Iheene, and fhraddes full 

W ' fayre, 
And leaves both large and longe, 

Itt's merrye walkying in the fayre forreft 
To heare the finall birdes fonge. 

The woodweele iang, and wold not ceafe, 

Sitting upon the fpraye, < 
So lowde, he wakened Robin Hood, 

In the greenwood where he lay. 

Now by my faye, faid jollye Robin, 

A Iweaven I had this night } 
I dreamt me of tow wighty yemen, 

That fait with me gan fight. 

Methoughtthey did me beat and binde, 

And tooke my bowe me froe j 
Iff I .be Robin alive in this lande, 

He be wroken on them towe. 

Sweavens are fwift, fayd Lyttle John, 

As the wind blowes over the hill $ 
For iff it be never fo loude this night, 

To-morrow it may be Hill. 

Bufke yee, bowne yee, my merry men all, 

And John ihall goe with mee, 
For He goe feeke yond wighty yeomen, 

In greenwood where they bee. 

Then they caff on theyr gownes of grene, 

And tooke theyr bowes each one y 
And they away to the green forreit 

A (hooting forth are gone j * 

Untill they came to the merry greenwood, 

Where they had gladdeft to bee, 
There they were ware of a wight yeoman, 

That leaned againil a tree. 

A fworde and a dagger he wore by his fide/ 

Of rnanye a man the bane ;/ 
And he was clad in his capull hyde 

Top and tayll -and mayne. 

Stand fiill, matter, quoth Lyttle John, 

Under this tree 16 green, 
And I will go to yond wight yeoman 

To know what hee doth meane. 

Ah \ John, by me thou fettcft noe ftore, 
' And that I fa; ley finde : 
How often lend I my men before, 
And tarry myfelfe bchindc ? 

It is no cunning a knave to ken, - 
And a man but heare him fpeake ; 

And it were not for buriling of my bowe, 
John, I thy head would breakc. 

As 
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As often wordes they breeden bale^ 
' So they parted Robin and John ; 
Amrjohn is gone to Barhefdale, 
The gates * he knoweth eche one. 

But when he came to Barnefdale, 

Great heavjneffe there hee hadd, 
For he Found tow of his owne fellowes 

Were ilaine both in a ilade, 

And Scarlette he was flying a-foote 
, - Fail over ftocke and itone, 
For the proud fneriife with feven fcore men 
Faft alter him is gone. 

One ihoote now I will (hoote, quoth John, 
With Chrilt his might and mayne j 

He make yond iherifle that wends fo fall, 
To llopp he mail be fayne. 

Tlien John bent up his long bende-bowe, 

And fettled hirr\ to (hoote : 
The bow was made of tender boughe, 

And fell downe at his foote. 

Woe worth, woe worth thee, wicked wood, 

That ever thou grew on a tree } 
For now this day thou art my bile, 

My boote when thou lhold bee. 

Hi? (hoote it was but loqfely (hott, 
Yet flew not the arrowe in vaine, 

For it mett one of the (heritfes men, 
Ai?d William a Trent was fjaine. 

" It had bene better of William a Trent 
To have bene abed with forrowe, 
Than to be that day in the greenwood flade 
To meet with Little John's arrowe. 

But as it is (aid, when men be mett, 
' Fyve can doe more than three," 
The meriffe hath taken Little John, 
And bound him faft to a tree. 

Thou (halt be drawen by dale and downe, 

And hanged hye on a hill. 
But thou mayft fiyle of thy purpofe, quoth John, 

It it be Chrift his will. 

Lett us leave talking of Little John, 

And thinke of Robin Hood, 
How he is gone to the wight yeoman, 

Where under the leaves he flood. 

Good -morrow, good -fellowe, faydRobin fo fayre, 
" Good-men owe, good -fellow,' * quo he : 

Mcthinks, by this bowe thou beares in thy liande, 
A good archere thou (holdft bee. 

I am wilfulle of.my waye, quo' the yeman, 

And of my morning tyde. 
lie lead thee through the wood, fayd Robin : 

Good fellow, He be thy guide 

I feekean outlawe, the ftraunger fayd, 

Men call him Robin Hood j 
Rather lid meet with that proud outlawe • 

Than fortye pound ibe good. 

* Ways, 
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Now come with me, thou wighty yeman, 

And Robin thou foone (halt lee : 
But firft let us fome paitime And 

Under the greenwood tree. 
?irft let us fome nnalterye make 
Among the woods lo even, 
We may dunce to meet with Robin Hood, 

Here at fomeimiett (teven, 
They cut them down two fummer (hrogg9, 

That grew botli undera breere, 
And fet them threefcore rood in twaine 
To flioote the prickes y-teie. 

Leade on, good fellowe, quoth Robin Hood, 

Leade on, I do bidd thee. 
Nay bymvfaith, good fellowe, hee fayd, 
My leader thou ihalt bee. 

The 6rft time Robin (hot at the pricke, 

He mift but an inch it fro : 
The yeoman he was an anchcrgood, 
But he cold never do ibe. 

The fecond flioote had the wightye yeman, 

He ihot within the garland : 
But Robin he ihot far better than, hee, 
For he clave the good pricke wande. 
A blelfing upon thy heart, he fayd ; 

Good fellowe, thy (hooting is goode; 
For an thy heart be as good as thy hand, 
Thou wert better than Robin Hoode. 

Now tell me thy name, good fellowe, fayd he, 

Under the leaves of lyne. 
Nay by my faith, quoth bolde Robin, 
Till thou have told me thine. 

I dwclle by dale and downe, quth hee, 

And Robin to take, Ime fworne • 
And when I am called by my right name 

I am Guy of good Gilborne. 
My dwelling is ih this wood, fays Robin, 

By thee I fet right nought : 
I am Robin Hood of Barncfdale, 
Whom thou fo long haft fought. 

He that had ncyther beene kithc nor kin, 

Might have leen a full, fayre fight, 
To fee how together thefe yeomen went * 
With blades bothbrowne and bright s 

To fee how thefe yeomen together thev fought 

Two how res of a fummcrs day i 
Yet neither Robin Hood nor Sir Guy 

Them fettled to fly awaye, 
Robin was reachles on a roote, 
And (tumbled at that tyde j 
And Guy was quickeand nimble with-all, 
And hitt him upon the (yde. 

Ah deere Ladye, faid Robin Hood, thou 

That art both mother and ntey\ 
I think it was never irieans deftinye 
To dye before his day. 

Robin thought on our Ladye dtere, 
And loone leapt up againe. 

And 

paffes, paths. 
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And ftrait he came with a backward ltroke, 
And he Sir Guy hath flayne. 

He took Sir Guys head by the hayre, 
And ftuck it upon his bowes end: 

Thou haft been a traytor all thy life, 
Which thing muft have an end. 

Robin pulled forth an Iryfh knife, 
And nicked Sir Guy in the face, 

That he was never on woman born 
Cold know whofe head it was. 

Saves, Lyc there, lye there, now, Sir Guye, 

And with me be not wrothe : 
Iff thou have had the word ftrokes at my hand, 

Thou malt have the better clothe. 

Robin did oft* his gowne of greene, 

And on Sir Guy did throwe, 
And hee put on that capull hyde, 

That clad him topp to toe. 

Thy bowe, thy arrows, arid litle home, 

Now with me I will beare $ 
For I will away to Barnefdale, 

To fee how my men doe fare. 

y Robin Hood fett Guys home to his mouth, 
And a loud blaft in it did blow, 
That beheard the/heriffe of Nottingham, 
As he leaned under a lowe. 

Hearken, hearken, fayd the mcrifte, 

I heare nowe tydings good, 
For yonder I hear Sir Guyes home blowe, 

And he hath ilaine Robin Hoode. 

Yonder I heare Sir Guyes home blowe, 

Itt blowes foe well intyde. 
And yonder corhes that wightye yeoman, 

Cladd in his capull hyde. 

Come hyther, come hyther, thou good Sir Guy } 

Afke what thou wilt of mee. 
O I will none of thy gold, fayd Robin, 

Nor I will none of thy fee: 

But now I have Ilaine the matter, he faye*, 

Lett me goe ftrike the knave; 
For this is all the meede I alke, 

None other reward He have. 

Thou art a madman, fayd the fherifre, 
Thou (hold ft have had a knightes fee : 

But feeing thy afking hath beene foe bad, 
Well grantee! it (hall bee. 

When Little John heard his mafter fpeake, 
Well knewe he it was his fteven : 

Now (hall I beloofet, quoth Little John, 
With Chrift his might in heaven. 

Faft Robin hee hyed him to Little John, 

He thought to loofe him blive ; 
The flierifte and all his companye 

Faft after him 'gan drive. 

Stand abacke, ftand abacke, fayd Robin j 

Why draw you me lb neerc ? 
Itt was never the ufe in our countrye, 

Ones flirift another Ihold heerc. 



X T R A C T S, Book IV. 

But Robin pulled forth an Iryfh knife, 

And loied John hand and foote, 
And gave him Sir Guyes bow into his hand, 

And bade it be his boote. 
Then John he took Guyes bow in his hand, 

His boltes and arrcwes «:he one ; 
When the iherirFe faw Little John bend his bow, 

He fettled him to be gone. 
Towards his houfe in Notti:«gham towne 

He lied full fait away \ 
And lb did all the companye : 

Not one behind wold ftay. 

But he cold neither runne foe faft, 

Nor away lb faft cold ryde, 
But Little Jchn, with an arrowe foe broad, 

He Ihott him into the backe-fyde. 



§ IOJ. Adam Bel^ Clym of 7 he Clougb, and 
William of CtoudcJIy, 

—were three noted outlaws, whofe (kill in 
archery rendered them formerly as famcu in 
the North of England, as Robin Hood and 
his fellows were in the midland counties. 
Their place of refiden£«? was in the foreft of 
Englewood, not far from Qarlifle (called 
Corruptly in the ballad Engliihwood, whereas 
Engle or Ingle wood ligniries wood for 
firing). At what time they lived does not 
appear. The author of the common -ballad 
on " The pedigree, education and mar- 
riage of Robin Hood," makes them contem- 
porary with Robin Hood's father, in order to 
give him the honour of beating them : viz. 

The father of Robin a forefter wa*, 

And he Ihot in a lufty long bow 
Two north-country miles and an inch at a fhot, 

As the Pindar of Wakefield does know : 

ForhebroughtAdamBel],andClimoftheClough, 

And William of Clowdeflee, 
To lhoot with our forefter for forty mark : 

And our forefter beat them ali three. 
Coileft. of Old Ballads, 1727, 1 <vol.p.6j. 

This feems to prove that they were commonly 
thought to have lived before the popular hero 
of Sherwood. 

I have only to add further concerning the prin- 
cipal hero of this ballad, that the Bells were 
noted rogues in the North fo late as the time 
of Q. Elizabeth. See, in Jtymer's Feeder*, 
a letter from Lord William Howard t ) fome, 
of the officers of ftate, wherein he mentions 
them. 



Part the Firfl. 

\if ery it was in grene foreft 
J - v * Among the leves grene, 
Whereas men hunt ealt and weft 
Wyth bowes and arrowes kene 3 
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To ryfe the dereout of theyr dcnne: 
Suche figbtes hath ofte bene fifile , 

As by thre yemen of the north countrey, 
By them it is I meane. 

The one of them hight Adam Bel, 
The other Clvm of the Clough *, 

The thyrd was William of Cloudefly, 
An archer good ynough. 

They were outlawed for venyfon, 

Theje yemen everychone ; 
They fwore them brethren uporia day, 

To Englylhe wood for to gone. 

Now lith and lyllen, gentylmen, 

Thatofmyrthe loveth to here: 
Two of them were (ingle men, , 

The third had a wedded fere. 
Wyllyam was the wedded man/> 

Muche more than was hys carer 
He fayde to hys brethren upon a day, 

To Carleil he wold fare; 
For to fpeke with fayre Alyce his wife f 

And with hys children thre. 
By my trouth, fayde Adam Bel, 

Not by the counfellqf me : 

For if ye go to Carleil, brother, 
And from thys wylde wode wende, 

If the juftice may you take, 
Your lyfe were at an ende. 

If that Tcome not to-morrow, brother, 

By pryme to you agayne, 
Trutte not els, but that I am take, 

Or etfe that I am llayne. , 

Me took his leave of his brethren two, 

And to Carleil he is gon : „ 
Theyre he knocked at his owne windows 

Shortlyeand anone. 
Wher be you, fayre Alyce my wyfe, 

And my chyldren thre ? 
Lyghtly let in thine owne hufbande, 

Wyllyam of Cloudeile. 

Alas ! then fayde fayre Alyce, 

And fyghed wonderous fore, 
Thys place hath ben befette for you 

Thys lialfe yere and more. 
Now am I here, faid Cloudefle, 

I wold that in I were : 
Now fetche us meate and drynke ynoughe, 

And let us make good chere. 
She fetched hym meate and drynke plent) e, 

Lyke a true wedded wyfe: 
And pleafed hym with t$kt Che had, 

Whome Ihe loved as her lyfe. 
There lay an old wyfe in that place, 

A lytle belyde the fyre, 
Whych Wyllyam had found of chary tye* 

More than ieven yere. 
Up (he rofe, and forth (he goes,' 

Evel mote (he fpede thei efoorc ; 

# Ciym of the Clough, means Clem. (Clement) 



or (lie had not fet no fote on* ground- 
in leven yere before. 

She went unto the juftice-hall, 

As faft as (he could hye : 
Thys night is come unto thys town 
W yllyam of Cloudeflye. 

Thereof the juftice was full fayne, 

And fo was the (herife alfo ; 
Thou (halt not trauaill hither, dame, for noughtj 
Fhy mede thou malt have or thou go. 

They gave to her a ryght good goune 

Of Icarlate and of graine : 
She toke the gyft, and home (lie wente, 
And couched her doune agayne. 

They-ryfed the towne of mery Carleile 

In all the hafte they can; 
And came thronging to Wyllyames houfe, 
As tall as they might gone. 

There they befette that good yeman 

About on eveiy fide : 
Wyllyam hearde great noyfe of folkes, 
That theyther-ward they hyed, 

Alyce opened a back wyndow, 

And loked all aboute, 
She was ware of the juftice and (hirife bothe, 
Wyth a full great route. 

Alas ! treafon, cryed Alyce, 

Ever wo may thou be ! 
Goe into my chamber, hufband, (lie fayd, 

Sweet Wyllyam of Cloudefle. 

He toke hys fweard and hys bucler, 

Hys bow and hys chyldren thre, 
And wente into hys ftrongeil chamber, 

Where he thought lurelt to be, 

Fayre Alyce, lik a lover true, 

Took a pollaxe in her hande : 
He (Hal be dead that here commeth in 

Thys dore, whyle I may ftand. 

Cloudeile bente a wel-good bowe, 

That was of t rufty tre, 
He fmot the juilice on the breft, 

That hys arowe breft in three. 

A curfe on his harte, faide William, 

Thys day thy cote dyd on ! 
If it had ben no better than myne, 

It had gone nere thy bone. 

Yeld the, Cloudeile, fayd the juftife, 

Thy bowe and thy arrowes the fro. 
A curfe on hys hart, iayd fair Alyce, 

That my hufband concelleth fo. 
Set fyre on the houfe, faide the lherife, 

Syth it wyll no better be, 
And brenne we therein William, he faide, 

Hys wyfe and chyldren thre. 

They fyred the houfe in many a place; 

The fyre flew up on hye: 
Alas ! then cryed fair Aliye, 
I fe we here ihall dy. 
of the valley ; for fo Clough fignifies in the North. 
3 N William 
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William openyd a backe wynddw, 

That was in hys chamber hie, 
And wyth metes let downe his wyfc, 

And eke hys chyldren thre. 

Have here my treafure, fayde William, 
My wyfe and my chyldren thre: 

For Chnltes love do them no harme, 
But wreke you all OH me. 

Wyltynm (hot fo wonderous well, 

Tyll hys arrowes were all agoe, 
And the fyre fo fait upon hym fell, 

That hys bowftryng brent in two. . 

The fparkles brent and fell upon 

Good Wyllyam of Cloudeile: 
Than he was a wofull man, and fayde, 

Thys is a cowardes death to me. 

Lever had I, fayde Wyllyam, 

With my iworde in the route to renne, 
Then here among myne enemyes wode 

Thus Cruelly tobr-en. 

He tcke hys fwcard and hys buckler, 

And among them all he ran, 
Where the people were moll in prece, 

He finote downe many a man. 

There myghtnoman abydehis ftroke, 

So ferliy on them he ran : 
Then they threw vvyndowes and dores on him, 

And fo toke that good yeman. 

There they hym bounde both hande and fote, 

And in depe dongeon calr, 
Now, Cloudeile, fayd the hye jultice, 

Thou (halt be hanged in halt. 

A pax re °f new gallcwes, fayd the flierife, 

Now lhal I lor the make \ 
And the gates' of Carleil lhal be ihutte, 

No man ihall come in thcrat. 

Then lhal not hclpe Clym of the Cloughe, 
# • Nor yet (hall Adam Bell, 
Though they come with a thoufond mo, 
Nor all the deveis in hell. 

Early in the mornynge the jultice uprofe, 

To the gates firit gan he gon, 
And commaundeth to be (hut full clofe 

Lightile everychone. 

Then went he to the markett place, 

As fait as he could hye j 
A payre of new gallous there he fet up 

Befyde the pyllorye. 

A 'ytlc boy among them alked, 
" What meaneth that gallow-tree ?" 

They fayde, To hange a good yeaman, 
Called Wyllyam of Cloudeile. 

That lytle boye 1 was thetowne fwyne-heard, 

And kept fayre Alyces fwine ; 
Oft he had feene Cloudeile in the woode, 

And gcuend hym there to dyne. 

He went out att a crev n the wall, 
And lightly to the woode dyd gone ; 



There met he with thefe wightyeyemen 

Shortly and anone. . 
Alas ! then fayde that lytle boye, 

Ye tary here all to longe ; ; 
Cloudeile is taken, and&impned to death, 

All readye for to honge. 
Alas ! then fayd good Adam Bell, 

That ever we fee thys daye ! 
He had better with us have taryed, 

So ofte as we dyd hym praye. 
He myght have d welly d in grene forelte, 

Under the lhadowes grene, 
And have kept both hym and us in refte, 

Out of trouble and teene. 
Adam lent a ryght good bow, 

A great hart lone had he flayne : 
Take that, chylde, he fayde, to thy dynner, 

And bryngme>myne arrowe agayne. 
Now go we hence, fayed thele wightye yeomen, 

Tary we no lenger here; 
We (hall hym borowe by God his grace, 

Though we bye it full dere. 
To Caerleil wente thefe good yemen, 

In a merry mornynge of Maye, 
Here is a fyt * of Cioudeflye, 

And another is for to laye. 

Fatl the Second. 
AND when they came to merry Carleil, 

And in the mornynge tyde, 
They founde the gates Ihut them untyll 

About on every fyde. 
Alas ! then fayd good Adam Bell, 

That ever we were made men ! 
Thefe gates he Ihut fo wonderous wel, 

We may not come here in. 1 
Then befpake him Clym of theClough, 

Wyth a wyle we wyl us in bryng: 
Let us laye we be melfengers, j 

Streyght come nowe from our king. 

Adam fayd, I have a letter written, 

Now let us wyfely werke, 
We wyl faye we have the kynges feals 5 

I holde the porter no cleike. 
Then Adam Bell bete on the gate, 

With ltrokes great and Itrong; 
The porter herde fuch noyfe the'rat, 

And to the gate he throng. 

Who is there nowe, fayde the porter, 

That maketh alf thys dinne ? 
We be tow melfengers, fayde Climof theClough, 

Be ccnie ryght from our kyng. 
We have a letter, layde Adam Bel, 

To the jultice we mult it bryng ; 
Let us in our mefiage to do 

That we were agayne to the kyng. 
Here cometh none in, fayd the porter, 

Be hym that dyed on a tre, 
Tyll a falfe thefe be hanged up 

Called Wyllyam of Cloudefie. 

Then 
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Then fp?kc the good yeman Clym of the Clough 

And fwore by Mary fre, 
And if that we ftande long without, 

Lyk a tjiefe honge thou (halt be. 
Lo ! here we have the kynges feale : 

What, Lurden, art thou wode ? 
The porter went it had been fo, 

And lyghtly dyd off hys hode. 

Welcome be my Jordes feale, he fjyde; 

For thnt ye lhail come in. 
He opened the gpteTili Ihortlyej 

An euyl open} ing for him. 

Now are we in, fayde Adam Bell, 

Therof we are full fame ; 
But Chrill he knowes, that harowed hell, • 

How we Iball com out agayne. 

Had we the keys, fayd Clim of the Clough, 

ftyght wel then mould we fpede, 
'Then might we come out wel ynough 

When we le tyme and nede. 
They called the porter to counfell, 

And w range hys necke in two, 
And call him in a depe dongeon, 

And toke hys keys hym fro. 

Now am I porter, fayd Adam Bell, 
Se, brother, the keys are here, . 

The worft porter to merry CarleiJe 
They have had thys hund/ed yere. 

And now wyll we bur bowes bend, 

Into the towne wyil we go, 
For to delyuer our dere brother, 

That lyeth in care and wo. 

Then they bent theyr good yewe bowes, 
And loked theyr ftringes we~e fcund, 

The markett pl ace in mery Carleile 
They befet that ltound. 

And, as they loked them befyde, 

A pair of new edowes thei fee, 
And the juitice, with a quelr. of fquyers, 

Had judged theyr fere to de. 

And Cloudefle bymlelfe lay in a carte, 

Fait bound both fote and hand ; 
And a llronge rop about hys necke, 

All readye for to"hange. t 

The niftce called to hym a ladde, 
Cloudefl^s clothes mould he have, 

To take the meaftre of that yeman, 
Therafter to make hys grave. 

I have fene as great rnervaile, fryde Cloudefle, 

As betweyne thys and pryme, 
He that maketh thy 3 grave for me 

Hymfeife may lye therin. 

Thou fpeakeft proudli, fayd the juftice, 

I lhall the hange with my hande. 
Full well herd this his bretheren two, 

There ftyll as they did ftande. 

Then Cloudefle cid his eyen afyde, 
Aaid faw hys brethren twain* 



9'5 



At a corner of the market-place, 
Redy the juitice for to flaine. 

I fe comfort, fayd Cloudefle, 

Yet hope I well to fare, 
If I might have my hands at wyll 

Ryght lytic wolde 1 care. 
Then befpake ?.M)od Adam Bell 

To Clym of the dough fo free, 
Brother, fe ye mark* uie juftice wel ; 

Lo ! yonder ye may him fee : 

And at the (herife mote I wyll 

Strongly wyth arrowe kene ; 
A better thcte in. mery Carleile 

Thys feven yere was not fene. 

They loofed their arrowes both at once, 

Of no man had thei dread ; 
The one hyt the juitice, the orher the fheryfe, 

That both theyr lides gnn blede. 

All men voyded, that them (lode nye, , , 
When the juftice fell to the grounde, 

And the (herife fell hym by ; 
Eyther had his deathes wcunde. 

All the citezens fall gan five, . 

They durii no lender abyde : 
There lyghtly they loofed Ch udefle, 
Where he with ropes lay tyde. 

Wyllyam fterte to an officer of the tewne, 

Hys axe fro hys hand he wronge, 
On eche lyde he fmote them downe, 
Hym thought he taiyed to long. 

.Wyllyam faie'e to his brethren two, 

Thys daye let us lyve and de, 
If ever you h ive nede, as I have now, 
The fame mail you findc by me. 

They mot fo well in that tyde, 

Theyr ftringes were of Hike ful fure, 
That they kept the ftretes on every fide \ 
That batayle did long endure. 

The fought together as brethren tru, 

Lyke hardy men and horde, . 
Many a man to the ground'they thrue, 
And many a herte made colde. 

But when their arrowes were all gon, 

Meu pfeced to them full fail, 
They drew their fwordes then anone, . • 
And theyr bowes from them call. 

They wenten lyghtlye on theyr way, - 

With fwordes and bucklers round ; . 
By that it was myd of the day, 
They made mani a wound. 

Therewasminyanout-horne in Carleile blowen, 

And the belies backward did ryng, 
Many a woman fayde, Alas ! 
And many theyr handes did wryng. 

The may re of Carleile forth was com, 

WVth hym a full great route : 
Tb/fe yemen dred him full lore, 

Of their jyves they Itode in doute. 
3 N 2 The 
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The mayre c-mc armed a full great pace, 

With a pollaxe in hys hande ; 
Many a hrong man wyth him was, . 

There in that Itowre to llande. 

The mayre fmot at Cloudef e with his bil, 

Hys bucler he brail in two, 
Full many a yeihan with great evyll, 

Alas ! they cryed for wo. 
Kepe we the gates fall, they bad, 

That thefe traytours thereout not go. 

. But al for nought was that the wrought, 
For fo fafte they downe were layde, 
Tyll they all thre, that lb manfulli fought, 
Were gotten without, abraide. 

Have here your keys, fayd Adam Bel, 

Myne oftice I here forfake, 
And yf you do by my counfell 

A new porter do ye make. 
He threw theyr keys at theyre heads, 

And bad them well to thryve, 
And all that letteth any good yeman 

To com and comfort his wyfe. 
Thus be thefe good yemen gon to the wod, 

And lygbtly, as lefe on lynde ; 
The lough and be mery in theyre mode, 

Theyr foes wer ferr behind. 

, And when they came to the old Englilhe wode, 

Under the trufty tie, 
There they found bowes full good, 

And arrowes full great plentye. 
So God me help, fayd Adam Bell, 

And Clym of the Clough fo fre, 
I would we were in mery Carleile, 

Before that fayre meyne. 

They fet them downe, and made good chere, 

And eate and di*anke full well. 
A fecond fyt of the wighty yeomen, 

Another I wyll you till. 

Tart the Third. 

A S they fat in Englyflie wood, 

Under the green-wode tre, 
They thought they heard a woman wepe, 

But her "they mouglit not fe. 

Sore then fyghed the fayre Alyce : 

That ever I fawe thys daye ! 
For nowe is my dere hulband flayne : 

Alas 1 and well-a-way I 

Might I have fpoke with his dere brethren, 

Or with eyther of them twayne, 
To lhew them what him befell, 

My heart were out of payne. 

Cloudeflc walk'd a little befide, 

Lx>kt under the green-wood linde, 

He was ware of his wife, and children thre, 
Fall wo in harte and mynde. 
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Welcome, wyfe, then fayd Wyllyam, 

Under this trulli tre: 
I wende yelterday, by fweete faynt John, 

Thou lhoulde me never have lee. 
" Now well is me that ye be here, 

My harte is out of wo." 
Dame, he fayde, be mery and glad, 

And thanke my brethren two. 
Herof to fpeake, laid Adam Bell, 

I-wis it is no bote : 
The meate, that we mull fupp withall, 

It runneth yet fall on fote. 
Then went they downe into a launde, 

Thefe noble archares thre; 
Eche of them flew a hart of greece, 

The bell that they cold fe. 

Have here the bed, Alyce, my wyfe, 

Sayde Wyllyam of Clcudellye ; 
By caufe ye lo bouldly ftode*by me, 

When I was flayne full nye. 

Then went they to theyr fuppere 

Wyth luche meate as they had s ; 
And thanked God of their fortune: 

They were both mery and glad. 

And when thei had flipped well, 
Certain wythouten leafe, » 

Cloudefle fayd, We wyll to our kyng, 
To get us a charter of peace. 

Alyce lhal be at our fojournying 

In a nunnery here belyde \ 
My tow fons lhall wyth her go, 

And there they (hall abyde. 

Myne eldelt fon lhall go wyth me j 

For hym have you no care ; 
And he lhall breng you worde agayn, 

How that we all do fare. 

Thus be thefe yemen to London gone, 

As fall as they might he *, 
Tyll they came to the kyng's pallace, 

Where they woulde nedes be. 

And whan they came to the kynges courte, 

Unto the pallace-gate, 
Of no man wold they alke no leave, 

But boldly went in therat. , , 

They preced prellly into the hall, 

Of no man had they dreade : 
The porter ccme after, and dyd them call, 

And with them gan to chyde. 

The ulher fayde, Yemen, what would ye have ? 

I pray you teli to me : 
You myght thus make offycers Ihent : 

Good lyrs, of whence be ye ? 

Syr, we be out-lawes of the forell 

Certayne withouten ieale : 
And hether we be come to our kyng, 

To get us a charter of peace. 

And 
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And whan they came before the kyng, 

As it w is the lawe of the lande, 
The kneied downe without lettyng, 

And eche held up his hand. ' 

The fayed, Lord, we befeciie the here, 

That ye will graunt us grace : 
For we have fbyne your tat falow-dere 

In many a lbndry place. 

What be your nams, then faid our kyng, 

Anone that you tell me ? 
They faid, Adam Bell, Clim of the Clough, 

And Wyllyam of Cloudefle. 
Be ye thole theves, then fayd our kyng, 

That men have tolde of to me ? 
Here to God I make an avowe, 

Ye (hall be hinged all thre. 

Ye fhal be dead without mercy, 

As I am kynge of this lande. 
He commandeth his olficers eveiy one, 

Faft on them to lay hande. 

There they toke thefe good yemen, 

And arrefted them all thre : 
So miy -I thryve, faid Adam Bell, 

Thys game lyketh not me. 

But, good ldde, we beleche you now, 

That yee graunt us grace, 
Infomuche as frele to you we comen, 

As frde fro you to pafle, 

With fuch weapons, as we have here, 

Tyll we be out of your place j 
And yf we lyve this hundreth yere, 

We wyll aike you no grace. 

Ye fpeake proudly, fayd the kynge j 

Ye ftiali be hanged all thre. 
That were great pity, then fayd the quene, 

If any grace myght be. 
My lorde, whan I came fyrft into this lande 

To be your wedded wyfe, 
The fyrft boone that I wold afke, 

Ye wold graunt it me belyfe : 
And I never afked none tyll now ; 

Then, good lorde, graunt it me. 
Now atk it, madam, faid the kynge, s 

And graunted it mail be. 
Then, good my lord, I you befeche, 

Thele yemen graunt ye me. 
Madame, ye myght have afked a boone 

That fhuld have been worth them all three. 

Ye myght have afked towres and townes, 

Parkes and foreits plente. 
But none foe pleafant to my pay, fliee fayd ; 

Nor none fo lefe to me. 
Madame, fith it is your defyre, 

Your aiking graunted dial bej 
But I had lever have geven you 

Good market townes thre. 
The quene was a glad woman, 

And iayde, Lord, gramarcye : 
I dare undertake for them 

That true men they lhal be. 



But, good my lord, fpeke fome mery word, 

That comfort they may fe. 
I graun'.: you grace, then fayd our kyng, 

Waflie, felos, and to meate go ye. 

They had not fctten but a whyle 

Certayne without lefynge, 
There came meifengers out of the north 

With letters to our kyng. 

And whan they came before the kynge, 

They knelt downe on theyr kne ; 
Sayd, Lord, your officers grete you well, 

Of Carleile in the north cuntre. 

How fareth my juftice ? fayd the kyng, 

And my fhcrife alio > 
Syr, they be flayne without leafynge, 

And many an officer mo. 

Who hath them flayne, fayd the kyng, 

Anone thou tell to me ? 
" Adam Bell, and Clim of the Clough, 

And Wyllyam of Cloudefle." 

Alas for rewth I then fayd our kynge, 

My hart is wonderous fore;* 
I had lever than a thoufande poundc, 

I had known of thys before j 

For I have graunted them grace, 

And that forthynketh me : 
But had I knowen all thys before, 

They had been hanged all thre. 

The kyng he opened the letter anone, 

Himfelfe he red it thro', 
And founde how thele outlawes had flaine 

Thre hundred men and mo : 

Fyrft the juftice, and the fheryfe, 
And the mayre of Carleile towne ; 

Of all the conitables and catchipolles 
Alyve were leant left one. 

The baylyes, and the bedyls both, 

And the fergeaunte of the law, 
And forty fofters of the fe, 

Thefe outlawes had yflaw : 

And broke his parks, and flayne his dere; 

Of all they chofe the beft ; 
So perek>us out-lawes, as they were, 

Walked not by eafte or weft. 

■When the kyng this letter had red, 

In harte he fyghed fore : 
Take up the tables anone he bad, 

For I may eat no more, 

The kyng called hys beft archars 

To the buttes wyth hym to go : 
I wyl lee thele felowes mote, he layd, 

In the north have wrought this wo. 

The kynges bowmen buiket them blyve, 

And the quenes archers alfo ; 
So dyd thefe thre'wyghtye yemen j 

With them they thought to go. 
I 3 N 3 There 
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There twife or thryfe they (hote about, 

For (jq alfay theyr hande ; 
There was rro Ihotetl.oie yemen (hot 

That any pry eke * myght ftand. 

Then fpake Wyllyam of Cloudefle j 

By him that tor me dyed, 
I hold him never no gocdarchar, 

That fhoteth at buttes lo wyde. 

" At what a butte now wold ye ihote, 

I pray thee tell to me ? M 
At fuch a but, fyr, he fnyd, 

As men uie in my count re. 

Wyllyam wente into a fy< Id, 

With hi.- two bretherene: 
There they fct up two haiell roddes 

Full twenty Icore betwene. 

I hold him an archar, faid Cloudefle, 
That yonder wand clcveth in two. 

Here is none fuche, fayd the kyng, 
Nor nr>ae that can fo do. 

I fhail aflayr. Sir. fayd Cloudefle, 

Or that I farther go.. 
Cloudefly with a bearyng arowe 

Clave the wand in two. 

Thou art the beft archer, then fayd the king, 

For fothe that ever I Tee. 
And yet for your love, fayd Wyllyam, 

I wyll do more mattery. 

I have a fonne is feven ycre olde, 

He is to mc full deare } 
I wyll hym tyc to a ftake ; 

All mall fe, that be here ; 

And lay an apple upon hys head. 

And go fyxe fcore hym fro, 
And I my lelfe with a broad arow 

Shall, cleve the apple in two. 

Now hade the, then fayd the king, 

By hym that dyed on a tre, 
But yf thou do not, as thou hall fayde f 

Hanged malt thou be. 

And thou toucbe his head or gowne, 

In fyglit that men may fe, 
5y all the layntes that be in heaven, 

I mall hange you all thre. 

T'.at I have promifed, faid Wyllyam, 

That wyll I never forfake. 
And there even before the kynge 

In the earth he drove a Hake : 

And b-nind thereto his eldeft fonnfe, 
And bad hym ftand ftyll thereat ;' 

And turned the chilttes face him fro. 
Became \\e fyoUid not ftertei 

An apple upon his head he fet, 
Ana then his bowe he bent j 
Syxe fcorce paces they were out mete. 
' Aiid thether Cloudefle went. 
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There he drew out a fayr brode arrowe, 

Hys bowe was great and longej 
He Jet that arrowe in his bowe, 

That was both flyrfe and flronge. 
He prayed the people that wer there 

That they all ftill wold Hand, 
For he that fhoteth for fuch a wager 

Behoveth a flsdlbit hand. 
Much people prayed for Cloudefle, 

That his lyte faved myght be ; 
And whan he made him redy to mote, 

There was many a weeping ee. 
But Cloudefle cleft the apple in twaine. 

His fonne he did not nee. 
Over Gods forbod'j, faytfe the kinge, 

That thou fhold (hote at me. 
I geve thee eight ene pence a day, 

And my bowe malt thou bere, 
And overall the north couiitie 

I make the chyfe rydere. 
And I thyrtene pence a day, faid the quene, 

By God and by my fay ; 
Come fechs tny payment when thou wylt, 

No man lhall fay the nay. 
Wyllyam, I make the a gentleman 

Of clot Ivy ng, and of fc : 
And thy twobrcathren, yemen of my dfambre. 

For they are fo fernery to fe. 

Your fonne, for he is tendre of age, 

Of my wyne-fellerhe mall be i 
And w-Jien he cometh to manseflatey 

Shall better avaunced be. 
And, Wyllyam, brin?to me your wife^ 

Me longeth her fore to fe j 
She mall he' my chefe gentlewoman, 

Togoverne my nurleryc. 

The yemen thanketh them courteoufly j 

To fome bifnop wyl we wend, 
Of all the fynnes, that we hr.ve done, 

To be auoyTd at his hand. 

So forth be gone thefe good yemen, 

As raft as they might be ; 
And after came and dwelled with the kynge^ 

And dyed gcod men all three. 

Thus endeth the lives of thefe good yemen, 

God fendlhem eternal hlyfle, 
And all that with a hand-bovve fhoteth, 

That of heaven they never my he Amen. 

§ 1 06. Song, fnilo-iv, H'illow, V/illow. 

It is from the following ftanzas that Shakfpeare 
has taken his long of thcWillow, in his Othello, 
A. 4. f. 3. though fomewhat varied, and ap- 
plied by him to a female cba racier. He makes 
Dejfdemona introduce it in this pathetic and 
attesting manner: 



« Maijc. 
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u My mother had a ma' J calPd Barbarie: 
rt She was in love; and he fhe lov'd forfoolc her, 
" And fhe prov'd mad. She h id a long of Wi llow, 
" An old thing 'twas, bat it expre*flcd her fortune ; 
" And me dyed lingirg it." 
jk FOORE foule fat fighing under a ficamore 
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Thewillowwreath weare I,fincemy love did fleet; 

O willow, &c. 
A garland for lovers forfaken mod meete. 

O willow, Sec 
Sin* 



O the greene willow fliall be my garland! 
Part the Second. 



O willow, willow, willow! [tree; 
With his hand on his bofom, his head on his; 

O willow, willow, willow ! [knee : LOWE lay'd by my forrow, begot by difdaine, 



O willow, willow, willow ! 
Againft her too cruel 1 ftill ftill I complaine, 
O willow, willow, wiilow ! 
O willow, willow, willow ! 
Sing, O the greene willow (hall be my garlaud ! 

O love too injurious, to wound my poor heart ! 

O willow, &c. 
To filffer the triumph, and joy in my fmart: 

O willow, Sec. 
Sing, O the greene willow, Sec. 

O willow, willow, willow ! the willow garland, 

O willow, Sec, - 
A iigne of her falfensfle before me doth fraud : 

O willow, Sec. 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 
As here it doth bid to defpaire and to dye, 
O willow, Sec. 



O willow, wiilow, willow 
Sing, O the greene willow (hall be my garland ! 
He fighed in his finging, and after each grone, 

O willow, Sec. 
I am dead to all pleafure, my true love h gone ; 

O willow, Sec. 
Sing, O the greene willow Sec. 

My love is turned ; untrue Hie doth prove : 

O willow, &c. 
She renders me nothing but hate for my love. 

O willow, &c. 
Sing, O the greene willow, Sec. 

O pitty me (cried he) ye lovers, each one; 

O willow, Sec. * - 

Her heart'siiardas marble, me rues not my mone, 

O willow, &c. 
Sjng, O the greene willow, Sec. 

The cold ftreams ran by him, his eyes weptj So ban? it, friends, ore me in grave where I lye. 



O willow, Sec. 



O willow, &c. [apac^ 
The lalt tears fell from him, which drowned his sj ncrj o the greene willow, Sec, 

O willow, Sec. [face: 1 
Sing, Othe greene willow,' Sec 



In grave where I reft mee, hang this to the view; 
O willow, Sec. 



The mute birds fit by him, made tame by his b] 

O willow, &o [mones: n •„ w ' 

The (alt i tears fell from him, which foftened the « ™ l >™ > &c 

O willow, Sec. rftones. &» 



[itone 

Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 
Let nobody blame me, her icornes I do prove: 

O willow, Sec. 
She was borne to be faire ; I to die for her love. 

O willow, Sec. 
Sing, O the greene willow, Sec. 

0 that beauty mould harbour a heart that's fo 
O wiilow, Sec. [hard ! 

My tme love rejecting without all regard. 

b willow, Sec. 
Sing, O the greene willow, Sec. 
Let love no more boaft him, in palace or bower ; 

O willow, Sec. 
For women are trothles, and flote in an houre. 

O willow, Sec. 
Sing, O the greene willow, Sec. 
But what helps complaining? In vain I complain : 

O willow, Sec. 

1 muft patiently lulFer her fcorne and difdaine. 
O willow, Sec. 

Sing, O the greene willow, Sec, 

Come, all you forfaken, and lit down by me ; 

O willow, Sec. 
He thaVplainesof his falfe love, mine's falferthan 

O wiilow, Sec. [fiie. 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 



I With thefe words engraven, as epitaph meet, 

O willow, &c. 
! u Here lyes one, drank poyfon for potion mod 
| O willow, &c. [fweet." 
I Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

j Though (he thus unkindly hath fcorrtedmy love, 

O. willow, fee. 
And carelefsly fmiles at the forrowes I prove ; 
I O wiilow, Sec. 
Sing, 0 the greene willow, Sec. 

I cannot againft her unkindly exclaim, 
: O willow, Sec. 

Caufe once well I lov'd her, and honour'd her 
O willow, Sec. [name: 
Sing, O the greene willow, &c. 

The name of her founded fo fweet in mine care, 

O willow, Sec. 
It rays'd my heart lightly, the name of my deare, 

O willow, Sec. 
Sing, O the greene willow, Sec. 

As then 'twas my comfort, it now is my griefe > 

O willow, 'Sec. 
It now brings me anguifh, then brought me re- 
O willow, &c. [Hefe, 
Sing, O the greene willcw, &c. 

3 N4 Farewell, 
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Farewell, faire falfe-hearted : plaints end with 
O willow, willow, willow ! [my breath ! 

Thou doft loath me, I love thee, though caufe 
O willow, willow, willow ! [of my death. 
O willow, willow, willow ! 

Sing, O the greene willow mall be my garland! 



§ 107. Barbara Allen s Cruelty. 
TN Scarlet towne, where I was borne, 
■* There was a fair maid dwellin, 
Made every youth crye, Wel-awaye ! 

Her name was Barbara Allen. 
AH in the merrye month of May, 

When greene buds they were fwellin, 
Young Jemmye Grove on his death -bed lay, 

For love of Barbara Allen. 
He fent his man unto her then, 

To the town where fliee was dwellin , 
You muft come to my matter deare, 

GirF your name be Barbara Allen. . 
For death is printed on his face, 

And ore his harte is ftealin : 
Then hafte away to comfort him, 

O lovely Barbara Allen. 

Though death be printed on his face, 

And ore his heart is ftealin: 
Yet little better fhall he bee 

For bonny Barbara Allen. 
So flowly, fiowly, fhe came up, 

And flowly fhe came nye him ; 
And all (he fay VI, when there fhe came, 

Young man, I think y* are dying. 
He turn'd his face unto her ftrait, 

With dead lye forrow fighing j 

0 lovely maid, come pity mee, » 
Ime on my death-bed lying. 

If on your death-bed you doe lye, 
What needs the tale you are tellin j 

1 cannot keep you from your death : 
Farewell, fayd Barbara Allen. 

He turned his face unto the wall, 

As deadly pangs he fell in : 
Adieu ! adieu ! adieu to you all ! 

Adieu to Barbara Allen ! 
As flic was walking ore the fields, , 

She heard the bells a knellin ; 
And every flroke did leem to faye, 

Unworthye Barbara Allen. 
She turned her bodye round about, 

And (pied the corpfe a coming: 
Laye down, laye down the corps, fhe fayd, 

That I may loo!; upon him. 
With fcomful eye fhe looked downe, 

Her cheek with laughter fwellin ; 
Whilt all her friends cryed out amaine, 

Ur.wcxthy Barb ira *A!len. 
When he was dead, and laid in grave, 

Her harte was (truck with Inrrowc'j 
O mother, mother) -make my bed, 

For I lhall dye to-morrowe. 
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Hard-harted creature, him to flight, 

Who loved me fo dearlye : ' 
O that I had been more kind to him, 

When he was alive and neare me ! 
She, on her death -bed as fhe laye, 

BegVl to be buried by him ; 
And fore repented of the daye 

That fhe did ere denye him. 
Farewell, fhe faid, ye virgins all, 

And fhun the fault I feil in : 
Henceforth take warring by the fall 

Of cruel Barbara Allen. 



§ 108. The Frcliefome Duke, or the linkers 
good Fortune, 
The following ballad is upon the fame fubjecl 
as the Induction to Shakfpeare's Taming of 
the Shrew : whether it may be thought to have 
fuggefted the hint to the dramatic poet, or is 
not ratherof later date, the reader muil deter- 
mine. 

The (lory is told of Philip the Good, Duke of 
Burgundy j and is thus related of an old Eng- 
lifh writer: " The faid Duke, at the marriage 
of Elconora, filter to the King of Portugall, 
at Bruges in Flanders, which was folemnized 
in the deepe of winter when as by reafon of 
unfeaibnable weather he could neitheir hawke 
nor hunt, and was now tired with cards, dice, 
&c. and luch other domdlick Iports, or to fee 
ladies dance ; with lbme of his courtiers, he 
would in the evening walke difguilcdall about 
the towne. It fo fortuned, as he was walking 
late one night, he found a country feilow dead 
drunke, lhorting on a bulke ; he caufed his 
followers to bring him to his palace, and there 
ftripping him of his old clothes, and attyring 
him afterthe court faflnon, when he wakened, 
he and they were all ready to attend upon his 
excellency, and periuade him that he was lbme 
great Duke. The poor fellow, admiring how 
he came there, was ferved in ftateall day long : 
after i'upper hefawthem dance, heard muflcke, 
and all the reil of thole court-like plealuTcs : 
but late at nighr, when he was well-tipled, 
and again fail afleepe, they put on his old robes, 
and lb conveyed him to the place where they 
firfl found him. Now the fellow had not 
made them fo good fport the day before, as he 
djd now, when he returned to him (elf : all the 
jeft was to fee how he looked upon it. In con- 
cluflon, after fome little admiration, the poor 
man told his friends he had feen a vifion; 
conftantly believed it j would not otherwile 
be perfuaded, and fo the jeft ended." Bur- 
ton s Anatomy of Melancholy, pt. 2. feci:. 2. 
memb. 4. 2d. ed. 1624. fol. 
vjow as fame does report, a young duke keeps 
a court, 

One that plenleshis fancy with frobekfome fport 1 
But among dll the reit, here is one, I proteft, 
Which will make you to linilc when you hear 
the true jtft : 

A poor 
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Apoortinkerhefoundlyingdrunkon theground, 
As Tecure in a fleep as if laid in a i wound. 

The duke laid to his men /William, Richard, and 
Ben, 

Take him home to my palace, we 11 fport with 
him then. 

O'er a horfe he was laid, and with care foon con- 
veyed 

To the palace, altho* he was poorly array 'd : 
Then they ltript oft" his clothes, both his ihirt, 

(hoes, and hofe, 
And they put him to bed for to take his repofe. 

Having puii\i off his fhirt, which wasall overdirt, 
They did give him clean holland, which was no 

great hurt: t 
On a bed of foft down, like a lord of renown, 
Theydid layhim tnfleepthedrinkout of his crown. 
In the morning when day, then admiring he lay, 
For to fee the rich chamber both gaudy and gay. 

Kowhelayibmething late, in his rich bed of (late, 
Till at lait knights and Yquires they on him did 
wait; 

And the chamberlain bare then did likewife de- 
clare, 

He denied to know what apparel he M wear : 
The poortinke^amaz'd, on the gentleman gaz'd, 
And admired how he to his honour was raVd. 

Tho' he feeraM fomething mute, yet he chofe a 
rich fuit, 

AVhichheltraitwayrputonwithoutlongerdil'pute; 
Withaftaronef ch iide, which the tinker oft eyed, 
And it JeenVd for to fwell him no little with pride ; 
For he faidtohimiel f, Where is Joan my fweet wife ? 
Sure (he never did iee me fo fine in her life. 

From a convenient place the right duke Jus good 
grace 

Did oblerve his behaviour in every cafe. 
To a garden of Hate on the tinker they wait, 
Trumpets founding before him j thought he, this 
is great : 

Where aa liourortwo pleafant walks he did view, 
Withcommandersandfquiresin leaflet and blue. 

Afinedinnerwasdrcft,bothforhimandhisguefts, 
He was plac'd at the table above all the reit, 
In a rich chair orbed, Lin'd with fine crimfon red, 
With a rich golden canopy over his head : 
As he fat at his meat, the rmific phy'd fweet, 
With the choicelt of finginghis joys to complete. 

While the tinkerdid dine, he had plenty of wine, 
Rich canary and (berry, and tenr fuperfine. 
Like a nr r bt honeft foul, faith, he took olF his 
bowl, 

Till at lait tie began for to tumble and roll 
From his chair to the floor, where he deeping did 
fnore, . , 

Being feven times drunker than ever before. 

Then the duke did ordain, they Ihould (trip him 
amai n, 

And reitore him his old leather garments again : 



'Twas a point next the worff, yet perform it they 
mult, 

And they carried him flraight where they found , 
him at firll $ 

Thenhefleptall the night,as indee iwellhemight ; 
But when he d.d waken his joys took their night. 

For his glory to him fo pleafant did feem, 
That he thought it to He but a mere goidendream : 
Till at length he was brought to the duke, where 
he fought 

For a pardon, as fearing he *d let him at nought,; 
But hishighnefshefaid/Thou'rt a jolly bold blade. 
Such a frolic before I think never was play'd. 

Then his highnefs befpoke him a new fuit and 
cloak, 

Which he gave for the fake of this frolic fome 
Joke* 

Nay, and five hundred pound, with ten acres of 
ground: 

Thou malt never, (aid he, range the counteries 
round, 

Crying old brafs to mend/Tor I '11 be thy good 
friend, 

Nay, and Joan thy fweet wife fliall my duchefs 
attend. 

Then the tinker replied, What ! mud Joan, my 
fweet bride, 

Be a lady, in chariots of pleafure to ride ? 

Mult we have gold and land evYy day at com- 
mand ? 

Then I (hall be a fquire I well underftand: 
Well, I thank your good grace, and your love I 

embrace ; 

I was never before in fo happy a cafe. 

§ 109. Song, Death's Final Conqueft, 
Thefe fine moral ftanzas were originally intended 
" for a folemn funeral fong in a play of James 
Shirley's, intitled n The Contention of Ajax 
" and Ulyfles." Shirley flouriflied as a dra- 
matic writer early in the reign of Charles I, 
but he outlived the Melioration. His death hap- 
pened Oct. 23, 1666, aet. 72. It is laid to have 
been a favourite long with K. Charles IL 

yHE glories of our birth and ftate 
* Are lhadows, not iubilantial things ; 
There is no armour again ft fate : 

Death lays his icy hands on kings 1 ' 
Sceptre and crown 
Mu(t tumble down, 
And in the duit be equal made 
With the poor crooked fey the and fpade. 

Some men with fwo'ds may reap the field, 
And plant fr< Ih laurels where they kill; 
But their ltrong nerves at lait mult yield, 
They tame but one another ltill. 
Early or late 
They ltoop to fate, 
And mult give up their murmuring breath* ' 
When they, pale captives, creep to death. 

The 
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The garlands wither on your brow, 

Then boaft no more your mighty deeds, 
Upon death's purple altar now 

See where the vi<5tor victim bleeds ; 
All heads mull come 
To the cold tomb : 
Only the aclions of the juft 
Smell fweer, and bloffom in the duft. 



§ no. Song, Smollet. 
'To fix her — 'twere a talk as vain 

* To count the April drops of rain, 
To fow in Afric's barren foil, 
Or tcmpefts hold within a toil. 
I know it, friend, me 's light as air, 
Falfe as the fowler's artful lhare; 
Jnconftant'as the paiTing wind, 
As winter's dreary frolt unkind. 

She 's fuch a mifer too in love,, 
Its joys fhe '11 neither ftiare nor prove \ 
Tho' hundred of gallants await 
From her victorious eyes their fate. 

Biufhing at fuch inglorious reign, 
I fometimes ftrive to break her chain ; 
My reafon fummon to my aid, 
Refolve no more to be betray 'd. 

Ah, friend \ 'tis but a fhort-liv'd trance, 
Pifpell'd by one enchanting glance ; 
She need but look, and I confefs 
Thofe looks completely curfe or blefs. 

So foft, fo elegant, fo fair, 
Sure fomethi ng more than human 's there: 
I mutt fubmit, for ftrife is vain; 
'Twas deftiny that forg'd the chain. 



§ in. Song. Gilder oy 

—was a famous' robber, who lived about the 
middle cf the laft century; if we may credit 
the hiftories and ftory-books or highwaymen, 
which relate many improbable feats of him, as 
his robbing Cardinal Richlieu, Oliver Crom- 
well, &c. But thele ftories have probably no 
other authority than the records of Grub- 
ftreet. 

Gilderoy was a bonnie boy, 
Had rofes tull his fhoone, 
J I is ftockings were of filken foy, 

Wi' garters hanging doune : 
it was, I weene, a comelie light, 

To fee fae trim a boy ; 
He was my joy and heart's delight, 
My handlbme Gilderoy. 

Oh ! fike twe charming een he had, 

A breath as fweet as rofe ; 
He never ware a Highland plaid, 

But coftly filken clothes. 
He gain'd the luve of ladies gay, 

Nane eir tull him was coy, 
Ah ! wae is mce ! I mourn th: day, 

£or my dear Gilderoy. 



My Gilderoy and I were born 

Baith in one toun together; 
We fcant were feven years beforn 

We gan to luve each other ; 
Our daddies and our mammies thay 

Were fiU'd wi' mickle joy, 
To think upon the bridal day 

'Twixt me and Gilderoy. 

For Gilderoy, that luve of mine, 

Gude faith, I freely bought 
A wedding lark of Holland fine 

Wi' iilken flowers wrought : 
And he gied me a wedding ring, ; 

Which I received wi' joy, 
Nae lad nor la hie eir could ling . 

Like me and Gilderoy/ > 

Wi' mickle joy we fnent our prime, 

Till we were baith lixteen, - 
And aft we paft the langfdme time 

Among the leaves fae green : 
Aft on the banks we'd fit us thair, 1 

And fweetly kil's and toy ; 
Wi' garlands gay wad deck my hair 

My handfome Gilderoy. 

Oh 1 that he ftill had been content 

Wi' me to lead his life;' 
But, ah ! his manfu' heart was bent 

To ltir in feats of ftrife ! 
And he in many a venturous deed 

His courage bauld wad tiy ; 
And now this gars mine heart Jo bleed 

For my dear Gilderoy. 

And when of me his leave he tuik, 

The tears they wet mine ee; 
I gave tull him a parting luik, 

" My benifon gang wi' thee ! 
God fpeed thee weil, mine ain dear heart, 

For gane is all my joy ; 
My heart is rent, fith we maun part, 
My handlbme Gilderoy 1" ' 

My Gilderoy, baith far and near, 

Was fear'd in ev'ry toun, 
And bauldly bare away the gear 

Of many a lawland loun ; 
Nane eir durft meet him man to man, 

He was fae brave a boy ; 
At length wi' numbers he was tane, 

My winfome Gilderoy. 

Wae worth the loun that made the laws, 

To hang a man for gear, 
To Veave of life for ox 'or afs, 
' For Iheep, or horfe, or mare : 
Had not their laws been made fae ftrick, 

I neir hac| loft my joy ; 
Wi' forrow neir had wat my cheek, 

For my dear Gilderoy. 

Giff Cilderoy had done amirfe, 
He mought hae baniflit been, 

Ah, what fair cruelty is this 
To hang like handlbme men ! 
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To hang the flower o v Scotlifh land, 

Sae fweet and fair a boy ; 
Nae lady had fo white a hand, 

As thee, my Gilderoy. 
Of Gilderoy ike fraid they were, 

They bound him mickle flroag, 
Tull Edenburrow they led him thair, 

£nd on a gallows kung : 
They hung him high aboon the reft, 

He was lae trim a boy : 
Thair dyed the youth whom I lued bed, 
, My handfome Gilderoy. 
1 Thus having yielded up his breath, 

I bare his corpfe away, 
Wi' tears, that trickled lor his death, 

I wadiL his comelye clay ; 
And liker in a grave lae deep 

I laid the dear-lued boy, 
And now for evir maun I weep, 

My winfome Gilderoy. • ' 



§ 1 1 2. Song. Bryan and Pereene, a Wcf Indian 
Ballad^ founded on a reai Faft that happened In 
the JJland of St . Cbrijlopber's. Grainger. 

rp h E north -eult wind did brifkly blow, 
r The fhip was fafely moor'd ; 

Young Bryan thought the boat's crew flow, 
And ib leap'd over- board. 

Pereene, the pride of Indian dames, 

Kis heart long held in thrall ; 
And whofo his impatience blames, 

I wot ne'er lov'dat all. 
A long long year, one month and day, 

He dwelt on Enpfiifh land ; 
Nor once in thought or deed would ftray, 

Tho* ladies fought his hand. 
For Bryan he was tall and ftxong,- 

Right biythefome roird his een ; 
Sweet was his voice whene'er he fung : 

He fcant had twenty leen.* 
But who the countlefs charms can draw, 

That gracM his miftrefs true ? 
Such charms the old world feldom faw, 

Nor oft I ween the new. t « 
Her raven hair plays round her neck, 

Like tendrils of the vine ; , 
Her checks red dewy rofe-buds deck, 

Her eyes like diamonds mine. 
Soon as his well-known fhip (he fpiedj 

She call her weeds away.; 
And to the palmy more lhe hied^ 

All in her beft array. 

Jn fea-grecn filk fo neatly clad 

She there impatient ftood ; 
The crew with wonder law the lad 

Repel the foaming flood. 
]Her hands a handkerchief difplay'd ? * 

Which he at- parting gave; 
^Vell plcas'd the token he furvey'd, 

And maulier beat the wave. 



Her fair companions one and all 

Rejoicing crowd the ftrand ; 
For now her lover fwam in call, 

And almoft touch"d the land. 

Then thro' the white furf did fhe hafte, 

To clafp her lovely fwain ; 
When, ah ! a (hark bit through his waift: 

His heart's blood died the main ! 

Me ftmek'd ! his half forcing from the wave, 

Streaming with purple gore ; 
And foon it found a living grave, 

And, ah 1 was icen no more. 

( Now hafle, now hafte, ye maids, I pray, 

Fetch water from the fpring : 
She falls, fhe fwwns, fhe dies away, 

And fbon her knell they ring. 

Now each May-morning round her tomb, 

Ye fair, frefh flowrets ltrevv ; 
So may your lovers /cap? his doom, 

Her haplefs fate fcape you ! 



§ 113. Song. Gentle River, gentle River. Trans- 
lated from the Sfanijb. Percy. 

Although the Englifh are remarkable for the 
number and variety of their ancient ballads, 
and retain perhaps a greater fondnefs for thefe 
old limple rhapfodies of their anceftors than 
rnofl other nations, they are not the only people 
who have diftinguilhed themfelves by com- 
portions of this kind. The Spaniards have great 
multitudes of them, many of which are of the 
higl.eft merit, They call them in their lan- 
guage Romances. Moft of them relate to their 
contiicls with the Moors, and difplay a fpirit 
of gallantry peculiar to that romantic people. 
The two iol lowing are fpecimens. 

hntle river, gentle river, 
* hjr Lo, thy ftrcarhs are'fliin'd with gore ; 
Many a brave and noble captain 
Floats along thy willow'd fhore. 

All befide thy limpid waters, 

All belide thy lands fo bright, 
Moorifh Chiefs and Chriiiian Warriors 

Join'd in fierce and mortal fight. 

Lords, and dukes, and noble princes, 

On thy fatal banks were flain : 
Fatal banks, that gave to daughter 

All the pride and flow'r of Spain. 

There the hero, brave Alonzo. 

Full of wounds and glory died ; 
There the fearlefs Urdiales 

Fell a victim by his fide. 

Lo ! where yonder Don Saavedra 
Thro' their fquadrons flow retires ; 

Proud Seville, his native city, 
Proud Seville liis worth admires. 

Clofe 
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Clofe behind a rcnegado 

Loudly fhouts, with taunting cry : 
Yield thee, yield thee, Don Saavedra! 

Doft thou from the battle fly ? 
Well I know thee, haughty Chriftian, 

Long I liv'd beneath thy roof j 
Oft I've in the lifts of glory 

Seen thee win the prize of proof. 

Well I know thy aged parents, 

Well thy blooming bride I know; 
Seven years I was thy captive, 

Seven years of pain ana woe. 
May our prophet grant my wiflies, 

Haughty chief, thou (halt be mine : 
Thou malt drink that cup of forrow 

Which I drank when I was thine. 
Like a lion turns the warrior, 

Back he fends an angry glare : 
Whizzing came the Moorifh javelin, 

Vainly whizzing thro' the air. 
Back the hero fujl of fury 

Sent a deep and mortal wound : 
Inftant funk the renegado 

Mate and lifelefs on the ground. 
With a thoufand Moors furrounded, 

Brave Saavedra (lands at bay : 
Wearied out, but never daunted, 

Cold at length the warrior lay. 

Near him fighting, great Alonzo 

Stout refifts the Paynim bands ; 
From his flaughter'd ftced difmounted 

Firm intrench'd behind him Hands. 
Furious prefs the hoftile fquadron, 

Furious he repels their rage : 
Lofs of blood at length enfeebles : 

Who can war with thoulands wage ! 

Where yon rock the plain o'erfhadows, . 

Clofe beneath its foot retired, 
Fainting funk the bleeding hero, 

And without a groan expir'd. 



§ x 14. Alcanxcr an J Zaicla, a Nhorljh Tale, 
imitated from the Spani/b, Percy. 

Softly blow the evening breezes, 
Softly fall the dews of night; 
Yonder walks the Moor Alcanzor, 
Shunning ev^ry glare of light. 

In yon palace lives fair Zaida, 

Whom he loves with flame fo pure : 

Lovclieft (he of Moorifli ladies,. 
He a young and noble Moor. 

Waiting for th* appointed minute, 

Oft he paces to and fro : 
Stopping now, now moving forwards, 

Sometime^ quick, and fometimes flow* 

Hope and fear alternate teafe him, 
x Oft he fighs with heart -felt care. 
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See, fond youth, to yonder window 

Softly fteps the tim'rous fair. 
Lovely feems the moon's fairluftre 

To the loft benighted fwain. 
When, all fllvery bright flic rifes, 

Gilding mountain, grove, and plain. 

Lovely feems the fun's full glory 

To the fainting teaman's eyes, 
When, fome horrid ftorm difperfmg, 

O'er the wave his radiance flies : 
But a thoufand times more lovely 

To her longing lover's fight, 
Steals half-feen the beauteous maiden 

Thro' the glimmerings of the night. 
Tip-toe ftands the anxious lover, 

Whifpering forth a gentle figh : 
Alia * keep thee, lovely lady I 

Tell me,- am I doom'd to die ? 
Is it true the dreadful ftory, 

Which thy damfel tells my pnge, 
That, iedue'd by fordid richer, 

Thou wilt fell thy bloom to age ? 
An old lord from Antiquera 

Thy ftern father brings along ; 
But canft thou, inconftant Zaida, 

Thus confent my love to wrong ? 
If 'tis true, now plainly tell me, 

Nor thus trifle with my woes ; 
Hide not then from me the fecret, 

Which the -world ib clearly knows. 
Deeply Tigh'd the confeious maiden, 

While the pearly tears defcend : 
Ah ! my lord, too true the ftory ; 

Here our tender loves nmft end. 

Our fond friendfhip is difcover'd, 
Well are known our mutual vows ; 

All my friends are full of fury ; 
Storms of paflion (hake the houfe. 

Threats, reproaches, /ears lurround mej 
My lrcrn father breaks my heart ; 

Alia knows how dear it cofts me, 
Gen'rous youth, from thee to part. 

Ancient wounds of hoftile fury 

Long have rent our houle and thine ; 
Why then did thy Ihining merit 

Win this tender heart of mine > 
Well thou know'ft how dear I lov'd thee, 

Spite of all their hateful pride, 
Tho* I fear'd my haughty father 

Ne'er would let me be thy bride. 
Well thou know'ft what cruel chiuings 

Oft I've from my mother' borne, 
What I've fuiter'd here to meet thee 

Still at eve and early morn. 
I no longer may refift them j 

All to force my hand combine j 
And to-morrow to thy rival 

This weak frame I muft refijm. 

Yet 



* Alia is the Mahometan name of God. 
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Yet think not; thy faithful Zaida 

Can lurviveib great a wrong 5 
Well my breaking heart affures me 

That my woes vvill not be long. 
Farewtl then, my dear Alcanzor! 

Farevvel too my life with tnee! 
l ake this fcarf, a parting token ; 

When thou wear'ft it, think on me. 
Soon, lov\i youth, iome worthier maiden 

Shall reward thy gen'rous truth} 
Sometimes tell her how thy Z uda 

Died for thee in prime of youth. 
To him, all arnaz'd, confounded, 

Tnus me did her woes impart: 
Deep he figh'd j then cried, O Zaida, 

Do not, do not break my heart ! 

Canft thou think I thus will lofe thee? 

Call thou hold my love lb fmall ? 
No 1 a thouland times 1*11 perifh! 

My curlt rival too lhall fall. 
Canit thou, wilt thou, yield thus to them ? 

O breaK forth, and fly to me ! 
This fond heart (hall bleed to fave thee, 

Theft fond aims majl Ihelter thee, 

*Tis in vain, in vain, Alcanzor, 

Spies furround me, bars fecure: 
Scarce I Ileal this laft dear moment, 

While my damfel keeps the door. 
Hark, I hear my father ftorming ! 

Hark, I hear my mother chide ! 
I mult go ; farewtl for ever ! 

Gracious Alia be thy guide ! 



§ 115. King Ld<ward IV. and the fanner of 
tfamucortb. 

IN fummer time when leaves grow greene, 
And bloflbms bedecke the tree, 
King Edward wolde a hunting ryde, 

Somme paftime for to fee. 
With hawke aed hounde he made him bowne ; 

With hjrne, and eke withbowe; 
To Drayton BafTet he took his waye, 

With all his lordes,a rowe. 
And he had ridden ore dale and downe 

By eight of clocke in the day, 
When he was ware of a bold tanner. 
Come ryding along the waye. 

A'fayre rufTet coat the tanner had on 

Fail buttoned under his chin ; 
And under him a good cow-hide, 

And a mart of four milling, 
Nowe ltand you ftill, my good lordes all, 

Under the greene wood lprave \ 
,And I will wende to yonder fellowe, • 

To weet what he will laye. 
God fpeede, God fpeede thee, faid our king. 

Thou art welcome, fir, fayde hee : 
«' The rtadyeft waye to Drayton BafTet 

I praye thee rt> fliewc to mee." 
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" To Drayton BafTet wouldfl: thou goe, 

Fro the place where thou doft ftand, 
The next payer of gallowes thou comeft unto, 

Turn in upon thy right hand.'" 
That is an unready waye, fayd the king, 

Thou doeft but jeft, I fee : 
Now fhewe me out the neareft waye, 

And I pray thee wend with mee. 
Awaye with a vengeance ! cjuoth the tanner \ 

I hold thee out of thy witt : 
All daye have I ridden on Brocke my mare, 

And I am falling yett. 
" Go with me downe to Drayton BalTet 

No daynties we will fpare : 
All daye ihalt thou eate and drink of the beft, 

And I will paye thy fare."" 
Gramercye for nothing, the tanner replyde, 

Thou payeft no fare of mine : 
I trowe Tve more nobles in my purfe, 

Than thou halt pence in thine. 
God give thee joy of them, fayd the king, 

And fend them well to priefe. 
The tanner wolde faine have been away, 

For he weende he had beene a thiefe; 
What art thou, he fayde, thou fine fellowe? 

Of thee I am in greate feare ; 
For the cloathes* thou weareft upon thy backe 

Might befeeme a lord to weare. 
I never Hole them, quoth our king, 

I tell you, fir, by the roode. 
" Then thou played as many an unthrift doth, 

And ftandeft in midds of thy goode. 
What tydings heare you, fayd the kynge, 

As you ryde far and neare ? 
" I hear no tydings, fir,- by the mafTe, 

But that cowe-hides are deare." 
" Cowe-hides ! cowe-hides ! what things are 

I marvell what they bee ? M f thofe ? 

What, art thou a foole ? the tanner reply'd j 

I carry one under mee. 
What craftfman art thou ? faid the king ; 

I pray thee tell me trowe. 
"lama barker*, fir, by trade ; 

Now tell me what art thou ? M 

I am a poore courtier, fir, quoth he, 

That am forth of fervice worne j 
And faine I wolde thy prentife bee, 

Thy cunninge for to learne. 
Marrye, heaven forfend. the tanner replyde, 

That thou my prentife were t 
Thou woldft fpend more good than I mold winn, 

By forty e .milling a yere. 
Yet one thinge wold I, fayd our king, 

If thou wilt not feeme ftrange ; 
Thoughe my horfe be better than thy mare, 

Yet with thee I faine wold change, 
i* Why if with me thou faine wilt ohange, 

As change full well maye wee, 
By the faith of my bodye, thou proude fellowe, 

I will have feme boot of thee." 

That 



# Deal er in bark. 



92(5 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 



Book IV. 



That were agalnft rcafon, fayd the king, 
I fweare, fo mote I thee : • • 

My horfe is better thnn thy mare, 
And that- thou well may it fee, 

w Yea, fir, but Brocke is gentle and mild, 

And foftly fhe will Tare : " 
Thy horfe is unrulye and Wild, I wifs ; . 

Aye Skipping here and tfteare.*' 

What boote wilt thou have ? our king replied 

Now tell me in this ftounde. ' 
" Noe pence, nor half-pence, by my faye, 

But a neble in gold fo rounde." 

" Here 's twenty grpates of white rnoneye, 

Sith thou wiit have it of mee. 1 * 
I would have Ivvorne now, quoth the tannLr, 

Thou hadft not had one pennie. 

!But tince we two have made a change, 

A change we mud abide ; 
Although thou haft gotten Brocke my marc, 

Thou gctteft not my cowe-hide. 

I will not have it, fayde the kynge, 

I fweare, fo mote I thee •, 
Thy foule cow-hi^le I would not beare, 

If thou Woldft give it to mee. 
The tanner he took his good cowe-hide, 

That of the cowe was hilt ; 
And threvve it upon the king's faddelle, 

That was foe fay rely giltc. 

u Now help me up, thou fine fellcftve, 

""Tis time that I were rone; 
When I ccme homo to Gyllrm my wife. 

Shcel lay I'm agentiltnoji." 

The kinge he took bin by the legge ; 

The tanner a f*»* let fiJL 
Now.manye, good folic- we, faid the kinge, 

Thy courtelye is but fmall. 1 

When the tanner he was in the king's faddelle, 
And his foote in the flirrup was : 

He marvelled prentlye in his minde, 
Whether it were golde or brafs. . 

But when his fteede faw the cows-taile wagge, 

And eke the black cowe-hovne. 
He damped, and lb. red, and avvaye he ranne. 

As the devill had him borne. 
The tanner he pulid, the tanner he fweat, 

And held by the punimil fait ; 
At length the tanner came tumbling downe: 

His necke he had well-nye braft. 
Take thy horfe again with a vengeance, he fayd. 
• With mee he (hall not byde. 
u My horie would have borne thee well enoughe, 

But he knewe not of thy cowe-hide. 

Yet if againe thou faine woldft change, 

As change full well may wee, 
By the faith of my'bodye, thou jolly tanner, 

I will have lbme boote of thee." " 
What boote wilt thou trve, the tanner replyd, 

Nowe tell me in tW* ftounde ? 
«« Noe pence, nor 1 -alf- pence, fir, by my fayc, 

But I will have twentyc pounde." 
J 3 



" Here's twenty groates out of my purfe ; 

And twentye I have of thine : 
And I have one more, which we will fpend 

Together at the* wine." 
The kinge feta bugle horne to his mouthe, 

And blewe bothe loude and fhrille ; 
And foone came, lords, and foone came knights; 

Fait ryding over'the hille. 
Nowe, out alas ! .the tanner he cryde, 

Th"at ever I fawe this daye ! 
ThoTi art a ftrong thefe, yon come thy feilowes 

Will beare my cowe-hide away. 
They are no thieves, tlie king reply de, 

I fweare, fo mote I thee : . 
But they are the lords of the north countrcy, 

Here come to hunt with mee. 
And foone before our king they came, 
. And knelt downe on the grounde: 
Then might the tanner have beene awaye, 

He had iever than twentye pounde. 
A cdler, a coller, here, fayd the kinge, 

A caller, he loud did crye: 
Then woulde he lever than twentye pounde 

He had not been i'o nighe. 
A coller, a cdllcr, the tanner he fayd, 

I trowe i. will breede fcrrcwe : 
After a roller comes a halter, 

And I -mall be hanged to-morrowe. 
" Away with thy feare, thou jolly tanner, 
For the fport thou haft (hewn to mee, 
I wote noe halter thou (halt weare, 

But thou ihalt have a knight's fee. 
For Plumpton parke I wiil give thee, 

With tenements faire' beffde : 
"Tis worth three hundred markes by the ycare*,' 

To maintain thy good cowe-hide." 
Grcmcrcye,'my liege, the tanner replyde, 

For the favour thou haft me fhowne; 
If ever thou comeft to merry Tamworth, 
Ncatcs leather ihall clout thy fhoen. 
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ii 6. Lady / t nn BoihivelV i Lavxnt. A Scot. 

lijh Song, s 

The fubjefr of this pathetic ballad is, A lady of 
quality of the nameof Both well, or rather 
BosweLL, having been, together with her 
child, clclerted by herhufband or lover, com- 

' " pofed thefe aftec"! ing lines herfelf. 

Dalow, my babe, ly ftil ahd fleipe ! 

* It gtieves me fair to lee thee weip 

If thoull be fdent, Ife be glad, 

Thy maining maks my heart ful fad. 

Balow, my boy, thy mithers joy, 

Thy father breides me great annoy. 
F-«low, my babe, ly ftil and ileipe ! 
It grieves ine fair to fee thee weipe. 

When be began to court my luve, 

And with his fugred wordes co muve, 

Hi t ynings ftls, ?nd Bettering chcine, 

To mc that time did net apnen e : 

But now I fee, moil cruell hee" 

s^aic* neither tor my babe nor mee. 

Balow, &c. 
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Ly ftil, my darlinge, fleipe a while, 
And when thou w:ikeft fweitly lmile : 
But fmile not, as thy father did, 
To cozen maids : nay, God forbid ! 
But yette I feire, thou wilt gae neire 
Thy fatheris hart and face to beire. 

Balow, &c. 

I cannae chufe, hut eyt?r will 
Be luving to thy father ftil: 
Whair-eir he gae, whair-eir he ryde, 
My love with him maun ftil abyde : 
In weil or wae, whair-eir he.gac, 
Mine hait can neir depart himfrae. 

Balow, Sec. 

But doe not, doe not, prettie mine, 

To faynings fals thine hart jnciine ; 

*Bt loyal to thy luver trew, 

And nevir change hir for a new : 

If gude or faire, of hir Iiave care, 

For womens banning's wondercus fair. 

Balow, &c. 

Eairne, fin thy cruel father is gane, 
Thy winfome fmiles maun eile my paine ; 
My buhe and I'll together live, 
He Ml comfort me whan cares doe grieve : 
My babe and I right fait wiil ly, 
•And quite forget man's cruelty. 

Balow, ilc. 

Fare weil, fareweil, thou falfeft youth, 
That ever kill a woman's mouth ! 
I wiih all maides be warnd by mee 
Nevir to truit man's curtefy ; / 
For if we doe bot chance to bow, 
They'le ufe us than they care not how. 

Balow, my babe, ly ftil and fleipe ! 

It grieves me fair to fee thee weipe. 



§ 1 1 7. Cory don s doleful Knell. 

The burthen of the fong, Ding, Dong, &c. 
at pre fent appropriated toburlefque fubjecrs, 
and therefore may excite only ludicrous ideas 
in a modern reader* but in the time of our 
poet it uiually accompanied the moft lulemn 
and mournful ftrains. 



[Y Phillidn, adieu love ! 
For evermore farewel ! • 
Ay me ! I've loft my true love, 
And thus I ring her knell, 

Ding dong, ding done, ding dong, 
My Phillida is dead! 
I'll ftick a branch of willow 
At my fair PhilhY head. 

For my fair Phillida 

Our bridal bed was made : 
But 'ftead of liikes fo gay, 

She in her ihroud is laid. 



Ding, &c. 



Till tlr obfrquies are ended, 
And (lie is wrapt in clay. 

Her herfe it (hall be carried 
By youths that do excel 5 
And when that (he is buried, 

I thus will ring her knell. 
A garland (hall be framed 

By art and nature's (kill, 
Of limdry-colour'd Mowers, 
In token of good-will * : 

And fundry-colour'd ribbands 

On it I will beftow ; 
But chiefly blacke and yellowe 

With her to grave (hall go. 

I '11 deck her tomb with flowers, 

The rareft ever fcen, 
And with my tears, as mowers, 

I '11 keepe them frefli and green. 
In ftead of faireft colours, 

Set forth with curious artf, 
Her image (hall he painted 
On my di flirt (Ted heart. 

\nd thereon (hall be graven 

Her epitaph (b (aire, 
" Here lies the lovelieft maiden 
a That e J er gave lhtphcrd care.' 

In fable will I moume ; 

Blacke (hall be all my weede, 
Ay me ! I am forlorne, 

Now Phillida is dead. 
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Ding, Sic. 



Ding, Sec. 



Dins 



Dino 



Ding, ; 



Ding, Sec. 



Ding, Sec. 



Ding, &c. 



§ 118. The Old andTeun>r Courtier, 
The fubjecl of this excellent old fong is a com- 
panion between the manners of the old gen- 
try's ltill fubfifting in the times of Elizabeth, 
and the modern refinements affected by their 
Tons, in the reigns of her fucoeffors. 
A N old fong made by an aged old pate 

Of an old worshipful gentleman who had a 
great eftate, 

That kept a brave old houfe at a bountiful rate, 
And an old porter to relieve the poorat his gate; 
Like an old courtier of tire queen's, 
And the queen's old courtier. 

With an old lady,whofe anger one word ail wages; 
They every qnarter paid their old fervants their 
wages, [footmen, nor pages, 

And never knew what belonged to coachmen, 
But kept twenty old fellows with blue coats and 
badges ; 

Like an old courtier, &c. 
With an old ftudyfill'd full of learned old books, 
With an old reverend chaplain, you might know . 

him by his looks, [hooks, 
With an old buttery-hatch worn quite oft' the 
And an old kitchen that maintain'dhalfa dozen 
old co.oks ; 
Like an old courtier, Sec. With 
• It is a cuflornin many parts of England, to ciriy a fine garland before the corpfc of a woman who di-s 
unmarried, f . This al udes co.the painted trtigies of aUbafter anciently crcftcd upon tombs and monuments. 



Her corpfe (hall be attended 
By maides in faire array, 
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With an old hall, hung about with pikes, puns. 

and bows, [many fhrewde blows, 

With old fwords, and bucklers, that had borne 
And an old frize coat,to cover his wormip's trunk 
hole, 

And acup of old fherry to comfort hiscoppernofe, 
Like an old courtier, &c. 

With a good old fafhion, when Chriftmaffe was 
come, 

To call in all his old neighbours with bagpipe 
and drum, 

With good cheer enough to fumifli every old 
room, [man dumb ; 

And old liquor able to make a cat fpeak, and 
Like an old courtier, &c. 

With an old falconer, huntfman, and a kennel of 
hounds, [grounds, 

That never hawked nor hunted but in his own 

Who, like a wile man, kept himlelf within his- 
own bounds, [good pounds : 

And when he dyed gave every child a thoufond 
Like an old courtier, Sec, 

But to his elded fon his houfe and land he nf- 
fign'd, ^ [full mind, 

Charging him in his will to keep the old bounti- 
To be good to his old tenants, and to hb neigh- 
bours be kind : [was inclined: 
But in the enluing ditty you {hall hear how he 
Like a young courtier of the king's, 
And the king's young courtier. 

Like a flourifhing young gallant, newly come to 
his land, ! [command, 

Who keeps a brace of painted madams at his 
And takes up a thou/and pound upon his father's 
* land, [go nor Hand ! 

And gets drunk in a tavern, till he can neither 
Like a young courtier, &c. 

With a new-fangled lady, that is dainty, nice, 
and (pare, 

Who never knew what belonged to good houfe - 
keeping, or care j 

Who buys gaudy-colour' d fans to play with wan- 
ton air, [women's hair; 

And icven or eight different drelTings of other 
Like a young courtier, &c. 

With a new-fafhion'd hall, built where the old 
one flood, [no good, 

Hung round with new pi<5hires,that do the poor 

With a fine marble chimney, wherein burn 
neither coal nor wood, • 

And a new fmooth ihovelboard, whereon no 
victuals e'er flood ; 
Like a young courtier, &c. 

With a new ftudy, ftuft full o'f pamphlets and 
plays, [prays, 

And a new chaplain, that fwears fafter than he 

With a hew buttery-hatch, that opens once in 
four or five days, [(haws and toys ; 

And a new French cook to deviic fine kick 
Like a young courtier, fcc. 



Withanewfafhion,whenChri(lmasisdrawingon, 
On a new journey to London ffraight we all muifc 

be gone, 

And leave none to keep houfe, but our new por- 
ter John, [with a ltone : 

Who relieves the poor with a thump on the back 
Like a young courtier, &c. 

With a new gentieman-ufher whole carriage is 
complete, [carry up the meat, 

With a new coachman, footmen, and pages to 

With a waiting gentlewoman, whc*.'e drelhng is 
very neat, [not eat i 

Who, when her lady has din'd, lets thelervants 
Like a young courtier, Sec. 

With new titles of honour bought with his fa- 
ther's old gold, [fold ; 
For which fundiy of hisanceftors old manors are 
And this is the courle mod of our new gallants 
hold, 

Which makes that good houfe-keeping is now 
grown fo cold 

Among the young courtiers of the king, 
Or the king's young courtiers. 



§ 1 19. Loyalty confined. 

This excellent old fong is preferved in David 
Lloyd's " Memoires of thole that fullered in 
" the caule of Charles I." He fpeaks of it 
asthecompolition of a worthy perionage, who' 
lu.ftered deeply in thofe times, and was ft ill 
living, with no other reward than the con- 
lcience of having fuffered. The author's 
name he has not mentioned $ but, if tradition 
may be credited, this fong was written by Sir 
R. L'Estrange. 

"nE AT on, proud billows \ Boreas, blow: 
Swell, curled waves, high as Jove's roof j 
Your incivility doth mow, 

That innocence is tempeit proof j 
Though furly Neieus frown, my thoughts are 

, calm } . 
Then ftrike, ArHiftion, for thy wounds are balm. 

That which the world mifcalls a jail, 

A private cloJet is to me : 
Whillt a good confeience is my bail, , 
And innocence my liberty; 
Locks, bars, and l'olitude, together met, 
Make me no prilbner, but an anchoret. 

I, whilft I wifli'd to be retir'd, 

'Into this private room was turn'd ; 
As if their wifdoms had confpir'd 
The falamandar mould be burn'd j 
Or like thofe fophifts that-would drown a fth, 
I am conftrain'd to f utter what I wilh. 

The cynic loves his poverty t 
The pelican her wilderness ; 
And 'tis the Indian's pride to be 
Naked on froaen Caucafus : 
Contentment cannot fmart ; Stoics, we fee. 
Make torments calie to their abatby, 

Thcfc 
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Thclc manacles upon my arm 

I as my mistrel*s' favours wear; 
And, for to keep my ancles warm, 
I have fome iron (hackles there: 
Thefe walls are but my garrifoni this cell, 
Which men call jail, doth prove my citadel. 

I *m in the cabinet lock'd up, 

Like fome high prized margarite, 
Or, like the great mogul or pope, 
Am cloysterM up from public fight: 
Retiredneis is a piece of majesty, 
And thus, proud Sultan, V m as great as thee. 

Here fin for want of food must starve, 

Where tempting objecls arc not feen; 
And thefe strong walls do only ferve 
To keep vice out, and keep me in : 
Malice of late 's grown charitable, fure, 
I 'in not committed, but am kept fecure. 

So he that struck at Jafon's life, 

Thinking t' have made his purpofe fure, 
By a malicious friendly knife 
Did only wound him to a cure i 
Malice, I lee, wants wit ; for what is meant 
Miichief, oftimes proves favour by th 1 ev«nt. 

When once my prince affliction hath, 

Profperity doth trtafon feepij 
And to make fmooth ib rough a path, 
I can learn patience from him: 
Now not to fufter (hews no loyal heart; 
When kings want eafe, ful>jecls must bear a part 

What though I cannot fee my king 

Neither in perfon or in coin y 
Yet contemplation is a thing 

That renders what I have not mine : 
Mr king from me what adamant can part, 
Whom I do wear engraven on my heart ? 

Have you not feen the nightingale, 
A pri loner like, coopt in a cage ? 
How doth (he chant her wanted tale 
In that her narrow hermitage ! 
Even then her charming melody doth prove 
That all her bars are trees, her C3gC a grove. 
Iam that bird, whom the) combine 

Thus to deprive of liberty ; 
But though they do my corps confine, 
Yet, maugre hate, my foul is free: 
And though immur'd, yet can 1 chirp, and fing 
Difgrace to rebels, glory to my king ! 

My foul is free as ambient air, 

Although my bafer purr 'j immew'd, 
WhiUt loyal thoughts do still repair 
T' accompany my Jblitiidc : 
Although rebellion do my body binde, 
My king alone can captivate my minde. 
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by the 



ster; to which he was committed 
Houl'e of Commons, in April 1642, tor pre - 
fenting a petition from the county of Kent, 
requesting them to restore the king to his 
rights, and to fettle the government. See 
Wood's Athena?, vol. ii. p. 228 ; where may 
be feen at hu ge the atfec~ting story of this ele- 
gant writer i who, after having been distin- 
guilhed for every gallant and polite accom- 
plilhment, the pattern of his own lex, ami 
the darling of the ktdies, died in the lowe.lt 
wretchtdnels, oblcurity, and want, in 1658. 
tjzhen love with unconfined wings 
* * Hovers within my gates, 
And my divine Althea brings 

To whilper at my grates j 
When I lye tangled in her liaire, 

And fetter'd with her eye, 
The birds that wanton in the aire 
Know no filch libertie. 

When flowing cups run fwiftly round 

With no allaying Thames, 
Ourcarelelfe heads with roles crownM, 

Our hearts with loyal flames j 
When thirsty griefe in wine we steepe, 
When healths and draughts goe free, 
Filhes that tipple in the deepe, 
Know no fuch libertie. 

When, linnet-like, confined J 
With fhrillei' note Ihall ling 
The mercye, fweetnefs, majestye, 

And glories of my king; 
When I ihall voyce aloud how good 

He is, how great mould be, 
TrT enlarged windes that curie the flood 
Know no fuch libertie. v 

Stone walls <lo not a prifon make, 

Nor iron banes a cage; 
Mindes, innocent and quiet, take 

That for an Hermitage : 
If I have freedom in my love, 

And in my foul am free, 
Angels alone, that loare above, 

Enjoy Inch libertie. 



§ 120. To Althea from Prifon. 
This excellent Sonnet, which poflTeiled a high 
degree of fame among the old Caviliers, was 
written by Colonel Richard Lovelace during 
lus confinement in the Gatc-houfe Wcstmin- 



§121. The Buaes of Yarrow , in Imitation tf tht 

ancient Scots Manner, 

Has written by William Hamilton oj Bangour Efq. 
iv bo died Mart b 25, 1 7 54, aged 5 o . 

A. TyvsK ye, bulk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 

Bulk ye, bulk ye, my winlbme marrow*- 
* Bufk ye, bulk ye, my bonny bonny bride, 1 
And think no maire on the Braes of Yarrow. 

B. Where gat ye that bonny bonny bride ? 
Where gat yc that winlbme marrow I 

I gat her where I dare na weil be feen, 
• Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow. * 
Weep not, weep not, my bonny bonny bride ! 

Weep not, weep not, my winlbme marrow, 
Nor let thy heart lament to leive 

Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 
3 Q A Why 
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B. Why does me weep, thy bonny bonny bride? 
Why does Hie weep, thy winfomc marrow ? 
And why dare ye nae mair weil be feen 
Puing the bit ks on the Braes of Yarrow ? 

A. Laiij maun (he weep, lang maun (he, maun 
Ihe weep, 

Lang maun (lie weep with dule and forrow } 
And lang maun I nae mair weil be feen 
Puing the birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 

For (he has tint her luver, luver dear, 
Her luver dear, the caufe of ibrrow ; 

And I hae (lain the comlieft fwain 
That eir pu'd bilks on the Braes of Yarrow 

Why rins thy ft ream, O Yarrow, Yarrow reid ? 

Why on thy braes heard the voice of ibrrow? 
And why yon melancholious weids 

Hung on the bonny birks of Yarrow ? 

What 's yonder floats on the rueful, rueful 
flude? 

What 's yonder floats ? O dule and forrow ! 
O 'tis he, the comely fwain I flew 
Upon the duleful Braes of Yarrow ! 

W.dh, O wafli his wounds, his wounds in 
tears, 

His wounds in tears, with dule and forrow; 
And wrap his limbs in mourning weids, 
And lay him cu the Braes of Yarrow ! 

Then build, then bui'd, ye filters, fillers lad, 
Ye lifters fad, his tomb with, forrow j 

And weep around in waeful wife 

His haplefs fate on the Braes of Yarrow. ■ 

Curfe ye, curfe ye, his ufelefs, ufelefs fliield, 
My arm that wrought the deed of forrow, 

The fatal fpear that piercM his brenlt, 

His comely breaft on the Braes of Yarrow. 

Did I not warn thee, not to, riot to hive I 
And warn from light? but, to my furrow, 

Too ralhly bauld, ajtrongerarm 
Thou metfc'ft, and feirit on the Braes of 
Yarrow. 

Sweet fmells the birk, green grows, green 
grows the grafs, 

Yellow on Yarrow's banks the go wan, 
Fair hangs the apple frae.the rock, 

Sweet the wave of Yarrow flowan. 

Flows Yarrow fwect ? as fweet, as fweet flows 
Tweed, 

As green its grafs, its gownu as yellow, 
i^s fweet fmells on its braes the birk, 
The apple frae its rock as mellow. 

Fair was thy luve, fair, feir indeed thy hive, 

In flow'ry bands thou did it him fetter j 
Tho 1 he was fair, and well belli vM again, 
, Than me he never luv'd t x liee better. 

Bulk ye, then bulk, my bonny bonny bride, 
Bulk ye, bulk ye, my-winfome marrow, 

Bulk ye, ajuHuvemeOn. the banks of Tweed, 
And think nae mair on the Braes of Yarrow. 



Z>. How can l-hwik a bonny bonny bride f 
How can I bulk a wmlbme marrow ? 
How luve him upon the banks of Tweed, 
That flew my luve on the Braes of Yarrow > 

i O Yarrow Fields, ma>\iiever, never rain, 
Nor due thy tender bloflbms cover ! 
T For there was bafely (lain my luve, 

My luve, as he had not been a luver ! 

The boy put on his robes, his robes of green, 
His purple veft, 'twas my awn lewing: 

Ah wretched me! I little, little kenn'd 
He was in theie to meet his ruin. 

The boy took out his milk-white, milk-white 

fteed j 

Unheedful of m) r dule and forrow j 
But, ere the dewfuil of the night, 

He lay a corple on the Braes of Yarrow. 

Much I rejoie'd that waeful, waeful day; 

I fang, my voice the woods returning : 
But lang ere night the fpear was. flown, 

That flew" my luve, and left me mourning. 1 

What can my barbarous, barbarous father do, 
But with his cruel rage purfue nie? 

My luver's blood is on thy fpear ! 
How canft thou, barbarous man ! then wooe 
me? 

My happy lifters may be, may be proud ; 

With cruel and ungentle fcoftin', 
May bid me feek on Yarrow's Braes 
• My luver nailed in his coffin : 

My brother Douglas may upbraid, upbraid, 

And ftrive with threatnhig words to miive 
My 1 liver's blood is on thy fpear ! [me : 

How canil thou ever bid me luve thee ? * 
Yes, yes, prepare the bed, the bed of luve,; 

With bridal fheets my body cuver; 
Unbar, ye bridal maids, the doer, 

Let in the expected hulbande luver. 

But who the expected hufband, hufband is? 

His hSnds,methinks,are bafVd in daughters 
Ah me I what ghaltly fpectre 's yon 

Comes in his pale Ihroud, bleeding after ? . 
Pale as he is, here lay. him, lay him down, 

O lay his coU head on iviy pillow j 
Take aif, takeafF thele bridal weids, 
. A.nd crown my careful head with willow. 

Pale tho' thou art, yet belt, yet belt beluv'd, 
O could iny warmth to life reltore thee I, 

Yet lye all night between my breifts, 
No youth lay ever there before thee. 

Pale, pnle indeed! O luvely luvely youth,. 

Forgive, forgive fo foul a daughter, 
And lye all night between my breiits, 

No youth (hall ever lye there after. 

^.Return, return, O mournful, ' mournful 
bride, ■ ■ . 
Return, and dry thy ufelefs forrowe j 
Thy luver heeds nought of thy fighs, 
He lies a ccrpfe on the Brae* ot Yarrow. 
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§ 122. Childe It 'ateri. 

Child is frequently ufed by our old writers as 
a title. It is repeatedly given to Prince 
Arthur in the Faint Queen \ and the fon of a 
king is in the lame poem calTd M Child 
Triilram/v And it ought to be obferved 
that the word child or chield*k Hill ufed in 
North -Britain to denominate a man, com- 
monly with fome contemptuous character 
affixed to him, but fometimes to denote Man 
in general. 
hilde Waters in his liable floode, 
And lb oak t his mi Ike- white iteede: 

To him a fay re yonge ladye came 
As ever ware woman s weede. 



Sayes, Chriilyou lave ! good Childe Waters 

Sayes, Ch nil you lave! and fee: 
My girdle of gold, that was too longe, 

Is now too lhort for mee. 
And all is with one childe of yours, 

I fecle lturre at my fide : 
My gowne of greene it is too ftraight j 

Before it was too wide. 
If the childe be mine, faire Ellen, he fayd, 

Be mine, as you tell mee ; 
Then take you Cbelhire and Lancafhire both, 

Take them your owne to bee. 

If the childe be mine,Jaire Ellen, he fayd, 

Be mine, as you doe fweare : 
Then take you Ch'efhire and Lancafhire both, 

And make that childe your heyre. 
Shee faves, I had rather have one kine, 

Childe Waters, of thy mouth ; 
Than I wolde have Cheshire and Lancafhire both, 

That lye by north and fourne. 

And I had rather have one twinkling, 

Childe Waters, of thine ee ; 
Then I wolde have Chefliire and Lancalh ire both, 

To take them mine ownc to bee. 
To-morrow, Ellen, I mull forth ryde 

Farr into the north countree; 
The fayrelt ladye that I can rinde, 

Ellen, mult go with mee. 
Thoughe I am not tbat ladye fayre, 

Yet let me goe with thee : 
And ever, I pray you, Childe Waters, 

Your foot-page let me bee. 
If you will my foot-page bee Ellen, 

As you doe tell to mee ; 
-Then yon mull cut your gowne of greene, 
' An inch above your knee. 
Soe mult you doe your yellowe lockes, 

An inch above your ee : 
You mufl tell no man what is my name j 

My foot-page then you (hall bee. 
Shee, all the long daye Childe Waters rode, 

Ran barefoote by his fyde ; 
Yet was he never fo courteous a knighte, 

T© fay, Ellen, will you ryde ? 

* Permit, fuffer. 

3 0 
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Shee, all the long daye 7 Childe Waters rode, 

Kan barefoote thorow the broome 5 
Yet was he never foe courteous a knighte, 

To lay, Put on your fhoone. 
Ride foftlye, fhee fayd, O Childe Waters, 

Why doe you ride fo fall ? 
The childe, which is no man's but thine, 

My body itt will brail. 
Hee fayth, Seell thou yond water, Ellen, 

That flows from banke to brimme ? 
I trull in God, O Childe Waters, 

You never will lee # me fwimme ! 
But when fhee came to the water fyde, 

She fayled to the chinne : 
Nowe the Lord of heaven be my fpeede, 

For I mull learne to fwimme ! 
The (alt waters bare up her clothes ; 

Our Ladye bare up her chinne: 
Childe Waters was a woe man, good Lord, 

To fee faire Ellen fwimme ! 
And when fhee over the water was, 

Shee then came to his knee : 
Hee fayd, Come hither, thou fayre Ellen, 

Loe yonder what I fee ! 
Seell thou not yonder hall, Ellen ? 

Of red gold mines the yate : 
Of twenty-font faire ladyes there, 

The fairell is my mate. 
Seell thou not yonder hall, Ellen ? 

Of red gold ihines the towre: 
There are twenty-four ray re ladyes there, 

The fayrelt is my paramoure. 
I fee the hall now, Childe Waters, 

Of red gold Ihines the yate : 
God give you good now of yourfelfe, 

And of your worthy mate. 
I fee the hall now, Childe Waters, 

Of red gold mines the towre : 
God give you good now of yourfelfe, 

And of your paramoure. 
There twenty-four fayre ladyes were, 

A playing at the bail 9 
And Ellen, the fayrell ladye there, 
Mufl bring his Heed to the Hall. 
There twenty-four fayre ladyes were 

A playinge at the chefTe;. .... 
And Ellen, the fay reft ladye there, 
Mull bring his horfe to grefle. . 
And then befpake Childe Waters filler,, 

Thefe were the wordes iayd lhee : 
You have the prettyell page, brother 

That ever I did fee. 
But that his bellye it is foe bigge, 

His girdle Hands foe hye : 
And ever, I pray you Childe Waters, 

Let him in my chamber lye. ' 
It is not fit for a little foot-page, 

That has run thro mofle and myre, ' 
To lye in the chamber of any^ ladye 
That wears fo rich attyre. 
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It is more meete for a little foot-page, 

That has run throughe mofle and myre, 
To take his fupper upon his knee, 

And lye hy the kitchen fyre. 
Now when they had fupped every one, 

To bedd they tooke they re waye i 
He fuyd, Come hither, my little foot-page, 

And hearken what I iaye \ 

Coe thee downe unto yonder towne, 

And lowe into the ilreete; 
The fay reft ladye that thou can ft finde 

Hyre, in mine armes to fleepe, 
And take her up in thine anus twaine, 
- For filing * of her feete. 
Ellen is gone into the towne, 

And lowe into the ftrecte : 
The fay re ft ladyc that /he colde rrndc, 

She by red in his amies to fteepe ; 
And tooke her up in her amies twayne; 

For filing of her feete. 
1 pray you nowc, good Childe Waters, 

Let me lycat your feete 
For there is noe place about this houle 

Where I may 'iaye f a lleepe. 

He gave her leave, and faire Ellen 

t>o\vn at his beds feet laye ; 
This done, the night drove on apace, 

And, when it was neare the daye, 
tfee fayd, Rife up, my little foot -page ! 

Give my fteede corne and ha) c ; 
And give him nowe the good black oates, 

To cany mee better awaye. 
Vp then rofe the fay re Ellen, 

And gave his lUede corne and haye ; 
And foe thee did the good black oates, 

To carry him better awaye. 

She leaned her back to the manger fide, 

And grieyouflye did groane i 
Shee leaned her back to the manger fide, 

And there ihe made her moane. 
And* that beheard his mother deare, 

Shee heard her woeful woe, 
Shee lavd, Rife up, thou Childe Waters, 

And into thy liable goe ; 

For in thy ftable is a ghoft, 

That jrievoullye doth grone : 
Or elle lome woman laboures with childe, 

She is fo woe-begone. 

Up then rofe Childe Waters foone, 
And di(( on his Ihirte of lilke ; 

And then he put on his other clothes, 
On his bodye as white as milke. 

And when he came to the ftable dorc, 

Full 11 ill there bee did ftand, 
That he might heare his fayre Ellen, 

Howe ihee made her monand {. 

She fayd, Lullabye, mine own deare childe, 
Lullabye, deare childe, dear; 

• Defiling, \ Effay, 



I wolde thy father were a kinge, 

Thy mother eldyd on a biere ! 
Peace nowe, hee fevd, good faire Ellen, 

Bee of good cheere, I praye ; 
And the brjdale and the churchinge bothe 

Shall be upon one daye. 

$123. J he Kinfr ami Miller of Mansfield. 
It has been a favourite fubject with our Englitfi 
ballad-makers to reprelent our kings convening 
either by accident or ctelign with the meanelt 
of their fubjects. Of the former kind, befide* 
this long of the King and the Miller, we have 
K. Henry and the Soldier; K. James I. and 
the Tinker; K. William III. and the Fo- 
relter, cvc. Of the latter fort are K. Alfred 
and the Shepherd; K. Edward IV. and the 
Tanner ; K. Henry VIII. and the Cobler, &c. 

This is a piece of great antiquity, being 

written before the time of Edward IV.; and for 
its genuine humour, diverting incidents, and 
faithful picture of ruftic manners, is infinitely 
fuperiortoall that have been fmce written hi 
imitation of it. 

Fart the Firfi. 
LTENRY, our royall king, would ride a hunting 
" To the greene forelt fo plealant and faire; 
To fee thehartslkipping,and dainty does tripping: 

Unto merry Sherwood his nobles repaire : 
Hawkeand hound were unbound, all things pre- 
paid 

For the game, *m the fame, with good regard. 
Alia long fummers day rode the king pleafantly, 

With all his princes and nobles eche one ; 
Chafing the hart and hind, and the bucke gal- 
lantlye, 

Till thedarkc evening fore'd all to turne home. 
Then, at laft, riding faft, he had loft quite 
All his lords in the wood, late in the night. 

Wanderingthus wearilye^llalonCjUp and downe, 

With a rude miller he mett at the la ft : 
Alking the ready way unto faire Nottingham} 

Sir, quoth the miller, I mean not to jeft^ 
Vet I thinke, what 1 thinke footh for to lay, 
You doe not lightlye ride out of your way. 
Why, what doft thou think of me, quoth our* 
king, merrily, 
Palling thy judgment on me fo briefe ? [thee; 
Good faith, laid, the miller, I mean not to flatter 
I guefs thee to be but fome gentleman thicfe : 
Stand theebacke, in tJiedarke • light not adowne, 
Left I preientlye crackethy knaves crowne. 
Thou doft abufe me much, quoth the king, lay- 
ing thus ; 

I am a gentleman ; lodging I kicke. [purfe ; 
Thou halt not quoth the mifier, one groat in thy 

All thy inheritance hanges on thy backe ± 
I have gold to dilcharge aU tint I call, 
If it be forty pence, 1 will pay all. 

I If thou beeft a true man, then quoth the miller, 
I fweare by my toll-dilh Til lodge thee all night. 



atatmpt. 
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Here \s my hand, quoth the king, that was I ever. 

Nay,lof't,quoth themiller.thou may ft be a fprite. 
Better I '11 know thee, ere hand? we will (hake ; 

With none but honell men hands will I take. 

Thu; they went all along unto the miller's houle j 
Wh cat th ey wereleet h i n g of | > udd in gs a ml fo u te: 

The miller nrft en ter'd matter him went the king, 
Never came hee in (be lmoakye a houle. 

Now, quoth he, let me lee here wh it you are. 

Qti oth our king, Look your rill, ami do notiparc. 

I likewell thy countenance, thouhaftanhoneftface; 

With my Ion Richard this night thou (halt lye. 
Quoth his wife,Bymy troth,it is a handfomeyouth, 

Vet it "s belt, hulband, to deal warilye. 
Art thou no runaway, prythee, youth, tell ? 
Shew me thy pallport, ami all ilial be well. 

Then our king prefentlye,making lowecourtefye 
With nis hatt in his hand, thus he did lay: 

J have no p;uTport, nor never was fervitor, 
But a poor courtyer, rode out of my way : 

And for your kindnels here offered to mee, 

I will requite you in everye degree. 

Then to the miller his wife whifperM fecretlye, 
S:iying, It leemeth, this youth 's of good kin> 

Both by his apparel, and eke by his manners ; 
To turne him out, certainlye, werca great fin ! 

Yea, quoth hee, you may fee,he hath iome grace, 

When he doth Ipeake to his betters in place. 

Well, quo' the millers wife, young man, ye 're 
welcome here , 
And, though I lay it, well lodged fliall be: 
Frelh itraw will I have laid on thy bed fo brave, 
And good brown hempen Iheets likewife, 
quoth (hee. 

Aye, quoth the good man, and when that is done, 
Tliou lhalt lye with no worfe than ourownionne. 

(lay, nrit, quoth Richard, good-ftllowe, tell me 
true, 

Haft thou noe creepers within thy gay hofe ? 
Or art thou not troubled with the icabbado ? 

I pray,quoth the king,wlutcreatures are thofe; 
Art thou not lowly, nor fcabby ? quoth he : 
If thou beeit, furely thou lycit not with mee. 
This caused the king fuddenlye to laugh moil 
heartilye, 

Till the tears trickled fall downe from his eyes. 
Th.n to their fupper, were they let orderlye, 

Wit hot bag-puddings, and good apple-pyes 
Natyy ale, good and ftale, in a b.own bowle, 
Which did about the board merrily trowle. 
JJere, quoth the miller, good fellow, I drink to 
thee, 

And to al| cuckolds, wherever thev bee. 
J pledge thee, quoth our king, and thanke thet 
heartilye 

For my good welcome in every degree : 
And here, in like manner, I drinke to thy ibnne. 
po then, quoth Richard, and quicke let it come . 
Vfafe, q^oth the miller, fetch me forth lightfoote. 
ot* his iwectnclle a little we 'U talte. 
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| Afaire ven'fon paftye brought (lie out prcfentlye. 

Eate, quoth the miller, but, lir, make no walte : 
Here 's dainty lightfoote ! In faith, laid the king, 
I never before eate fo dainty a thing. 

I wis, quoth Richard, no dainty at all it is, 

For we doe eat of it everye day, 
In what place, f'ayd our king, may be bought 
like to this ? 
Wc never pay pennyc for itt, by my fay : 
From merry Sherwood we fetch it home here ; 
Now and then we make bold with our kings deer. 

Then I thinke, lay d our king, that it is veniibn, 
Eehe foole, quoth Richard, full well may know 
that : 

Never are wc without two or three in the roof, 

Very well flefhed, and excellent fat : 
But pr'ythee, fay nothing wherever thou goe $ 
We would not for two pence the king ihould it 
knowe. 

Doubt not, then fayd the king, my promifed fe- 
ere (ye ; 

The king fliall never know more on ""t for me, 
A cup of lambs-wool they dranke unto him then, 

And to their beds they pall prefentlie. 
The nobles, next morning, went all up and down, 
For to feeke out the king in everye towne. 

At laft, at the millers cott, (bone they efpy'dhiin 
out, 

As he was mounting upon his (aire fteede; 
To w hom theywame prefently, tailing down on 
their knee ; 

Which made the millers heart wofully bleecje : 
Shaking and quaking, before him he Hood, 
Thinking he fliQuldhave been hang'd by the rood. 

The king perceiving him fearfully trembling, 
Drew forth his fword, but nothing he fed j 
The miller downe did fall, crying before them all, 
Doubting the king would nave cut off his head; 
Bui he his kind courtefy for to requite, 
Gave him great living, anddubb'd him a knight. 

Part the Second. 
When as our royal) king was come home from 
Nottingham, 
And with his nobles at Weftminfter lay t 
Recounting thelports and paltimesthey had taken, 

In this Jateprogrefs along on the wayj 
Of them all, great and I'mall, he did proteft, 
The Miller of Mansfield's (port liked him btft r 

And now, my lords, quoth the king, I *m do* 
termined, 

Againll St. Georges next fumptuous feaft, 
That this old miller our new confirmed knight, 
With his fon Richard, mail here be my gueft; 
For, in this merriment, 'tis my delire [(quire. 
To talke with the jolly knight, and the young 

When as the noble lords law the (tinges pleafant- 

nefs, 

They were rightjoyfullandgladin their hearts; 
A purluivante there was lent Straight on the bu- 
fmefs, 

The which had often times been in thofe parts. 
3 O 3 When 
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When he came to the place where they did dwell 
HismellUge orderlye then "gan he tell. 

God faveyour worfhippe, then laid the meflenger, 

And grant your ladyeher owne hearts del'ire^ 
And to your ionne Richard ^ood fortune and 
happinefs ; 

That fweet, gentle, and gallant young fquire ! 
Our-king greets you well,and thus he doth lav, 
You mull come to the court on St. Georges clay : 



Therefore, in any cafe, faile not to be in place. 

I wis, quoth the miller, this is an odd jelt : 
AVhat Ihould we doe there? fj&th, I amhalfej 
> afraid. 

I doubt,quothRichard,tobe hang'd at theleafr 
Nay, quoth the mellenger, you doe mtftake •, 
Our king he provides a great ftalt for your lake. 

Then fayd the miller, By my troth, meflenger, 
Thou haft contented my worlhippe full well. 
Hold, here are three farthings, to quite thy gen- j 
* tlenefs 

For thefe happy tydings, which thou doft tell. I 
Let me lee, heare thou mee; tell to our king, 
We 'H wait on his mafterfhipp in everye thing. 

The puriuiyant fmiled at their f mplicitye, ' 
And, making many leggs,tooke their reward ; 

And his leave taking with great humilitye, 
To the kings court againe- he repaired 5 

Shewing unto his grace, merry and free, 

The knightes molt liberall gift and bountie. 

When he was gone away, thus gan the miller fayi 

Here come expences and charges indeed ! 
Now mult we needs be brave, tho' we ipend all 
we have ; 

For of new garments we have great need : 
Of horfes and ferying-men we muft have ftore, 
With bridles and iaddlei>,and twenty things more. 

Tuflie! Sir John, quoth his wife, why Ihould you 

frett or frown ? 
' You (hall ne'er be att no charges for mee } 
For I will turn and trim up my old rullet gowne, 

With every thing elfe as fine as may bee : 
And onour mill-horfes fwifjl we will ride, 
Witjt pillowcs and pannc)ls as we (hall provide, 

Jn this molt ftatelyefort rode they unto the court, 
Their jolly ionne Richard rode foremoft of all; 
Whoiet up, for good hap, a cocks feather in his 
• > cap, 

. And fo thty jetted clownc to the king's hall ; ■> 
The merry old miller with hands on his fide ; 
His wife, like maid Marian,did mince at that tide. 

The fcinjj and his nobles, that heard of thcir 

_ coming, . » 
' Meetu- this gallant knight With his brave 

traine; 

Welcome, lir knighte, quoth he, with your gay 
lady > 

Good Sir John Cockle, once welcome againe: 
And (be is the fquire of courage fo free. 
Quoth Dk&j A bots on you | do you know me ? 



Quothourkinggentlye,HowfhouldI torgetthee? 

That wait my own bcd-fellowe, well it I wot. 
Yea, tir, quoth Richard, and by the lame token, 

Thou with thy farting didft make the bed hot. 
Thou whore-fon unluppy knave, then quoth the 

knight, • 
Speak cleanly to our king, or elle go m*t*. 

The king and his courtiers laugh at this heartily, 
• While the king taketh them both by the hand h 
With the court dames and maids, like to the 
queen of fpades, - 
The miller's wife did foe orderly ftand, 
A milk-maids courtel'ye at every word j 
And downe all the folkes were, let to the board. 



There the king royally, in princelye majePye, 

Sate at his dinner with joy and delight j 
When they had eaten well, then he to jeltmgfell, 
And in a bowl of wine dranke to the knight: 
Here 's to you both, iirwine, ale, and beer ; 
Thanking you heartily e for my good cheer. 

Quoth Sir John Cockle, I Ml pledge you a pottle, 

Where it the belt ale in Nottinghamfliire: 
But then, faidour king, now I think of a thing, 

Some of your lighttoot I would we had here. 
Hoi ho! quoth Richard, full well I may fay it, 
Tis knavery to eate it, and then to betray it. 

Why art thou angry ? quoth our king,meiTilye ; 

In faith, I takeTit now very unkind: 
I thought thouwouldft pledge me in ale and wine 
heartily. 

Quoth Dicke, You are like to ftay till I have 

din'd: 

You feed us with twatling diihes fo final); 
Zounds, a black pudding is better than all. 

Aye, marry, quoth pur king, that were a daintye 
tiling, 

Could a man get but one here for to eat. 
With that Dick itraight arole, and pluck'd one 
from his hole, 
Which with heat ot his breech gan for to fweate. 
The king made a proffer to fnatch it away ; — 
'Tis meat for your matter, good lir, you mull ftay. 

Thus in great merriment was the time wholly 
fpent; . . 

And then the ladyes prepared to dance: 
Old Sir John LYckle,and Richard incontinent; 

Unto their pi ices the king did advance : 
Here with the ladyes fuch l'port they did make, 
I he nobles with laughing did make their lidet akc. 

Many thankes for theirpains, did the king give 
them, 

A iking young Richard then, if he would wed : 
Among thefe ladyes free, tell me which liketh 
thee ? , 

Quoth he, Jugg Grumball, Sir, with the red 

head: 

She *s my love, (lie 'is my life, her will I wed j 
She hath fwoin I thatf have her maidenhead. 

Then 



Book >IY 



SONGS, B 



Then Sir John Cockle the king called unto him, 
And of merry Sherwood made him o'er-ieer; 
Andgave him out of hand three hundred pound 
yearlye ; 

Tiikc heed now you (lea] no more of my deer: 
And once a quarter let *$ here have your view; 
And now, Sir John Cockle, I bid you adieu. 



§ 124.. Tbe Witches* Siii^ 
—From Ben Jonforfs Mukjiieof Queens, pre- 

fentej at Whitehall, Feb. 2, 1609. 
It is true, this fongof the Witches, falling from 
the learned pen of Ben Jonfon, is rather an 
extract from the various incantations of claflic 
antiquity, than a difplay of the opinions of 
our own vulgar. But |tt it he obferved, that 
a parcel of learned wileacres had juft before 
bulled themlclves on this fubjeel, with our 
Britilh Solomon, J;unes I. at their head ; and 
thcie had lb rani-icked all writers, ancient and 
modern, and lb blended and kneaded together 
the feveral i'uperltitions of different times and 
nations, that thoie of genuine Enadiih growth 
could nolongerbetractd'outanddiilinguilhed. 
Ey good luck the whimi;c::l belief of fairies and 
goblins could furnim no pretences for tortur- 
ing our fellow-creatures, and therefore we have 
this handed down to us pure and unfophiiti- 
cated. 

1 Witch. 

T havf becne all day looking after 

** A raven feeding upon a quarter ; 

And, foone as me turn'd her back to the fouth, 

I IhatchM this morlell out of her mouth. 

2 Witch. 

I have beene gathering wolves haires, 
The mad dogges foame, and adders tares ; 
The fpurging of a deadman "s eyes : 
And all iince^the evening ltarre did rife. 

3 Witch. 
I lad night lay all alone 

( I the ground, to heare the mandrake grone j 
And pluckt him up, though he grew full low: 
And, as I had done, the cocke did crow. 

4. Witch. 
And I h' -beene chufing out this fcull ; 
From charnell-houles that were full : 
From private grots and publike pits : 
And frighted a iexton out of his wits. 

5 Witch. 
Under a cradle T did creepe 

By day, and, when the childe was a-fleepe 
At night, I fuck d the breath ; and rofe, 
And pluckM the nodding nurie by the nofe. 

6 Witch. 

I had a dagger: what did I with tlpt ? 
Killed an Infant to have his fat : 
A piper it got, at a church-ale : 
I &iae himaguhi blc*w wind \ thetailc. 
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I 7 Witch. v 

A murderer, yonder, was hung in chaines; 
The iiinne and the wind had fhrunke his yeines : 
I bit olf a linew ; I clipped his haire ; « 
j I brought off his.ragges, that dane'd i* (he ayre. 

8 Witch. 

The fcricji-owles egges, and the feathers blacke, 
The bloud of (he frogge, and the bone 111 his backe, 
1 have been getting j and made of his lkiu 
j A pUrletj to kcepe lir Cranion in,. 

9 Witch. 

And 1 ha' been plucking (plants among) 
Hemlock, henbane, adder*'- tongue, 
Night-ihade, modne-wort, libbards-bane ; 
And twile by the dogges was like to be tane. 

jo Witch. 

I from the jaws of a gardiner's bitch 

Did match, thefe bones, and then leap'd the ditch / 

Yet went I back to the houle againe, 

KilFd the blacke cat, and here is the braine. 

11 Witch, 

I went to the toarie, breeds under the wall, 
I charmed him out, and he came at my call ^ 
( icratch'd out the eyes of the owle before \ 
I tore the batts wings :\ what wouidyou have more? 

Pame. 

Yes : I have brought, to helpe your vows, 
Horned poppie, cyp'relle boughes, 
The rig-tree wild, that grows on tombes, 
And juice that from the larch-tree comes, 
The balililkes bloud, and the vipers fkiii} 
And now our orgies let 's begin. 



§ 1*5, The Fairies FarewcU 

This lrimorous old fong fell from the hand of 
the witty J)r, Corlet, afterwards bifhop of 
Norwich, Sec. In his Pcetica Stromata it, is 
called, " A proper new Ballad, intituled, The 
" Fairies Farewell, or God-a-mercy Will, to be 
" iimg or whittled to the tune of The Mea- 
41 dow Brow, by the learned i by the unlearned, 
" to the tune of Fortune/' 

Parewell, rewards and Fairies f 

Good houlewives now may lay j 
For now foule Huts in dairies 

Doe fare as well as they j 
And though they fweepe their hearths no lefs 

Than mayds were wont to doe, 
Yet who of late for cleanelinefs 

Finds' fis-pence in her ihoe ? 

Lament, lament, old Abbies, 

The fairies loit command I 
They did but change prielb babies, 

But iome have changed your land; 
3 0 i And 
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And all your children ftoln from thence 

Are now growne Puritanes, 
Who live as changelings ever fince, 

For love of your demaines. 

At morning. and at evening both 

You merry were and gjad, 
So little care of fleepe and (loth 

Thefe prettje ladies had. 
When Tom came home from labour, 

Or Cjfs to milking role, 
Then merrily went their rabour, 

And nimbly went their toes. 

Witnefs thofe rings and roundelayes 

Of theirs, which yet remaine ; 
Were footed in queen Maries dayes 

On many a graify playne. 
But lince of late Elizabeth 

And later James came in ; 
They never danc'd on any heath, 

As w hen the time had been. 

By which wee note the fairies 

Were of the old profeflion : 
Their forrgs- were Ave Maries, 

Their dances were procedion. 
But now, alas ! they all are dead, 

Or gone beyond the feas, 
Or farther for religion fled, 

Or elfe they take their eafe. 

A tell-tale in their company 

They never could endure ; 
And whofo kept not fecretly 

Their mirth, was punilh'd Aire : 
It was a juft and ehriltian deed 

To pinch fuch blacke and blue : 
O how the common-welth doth need 

Such juftices as you ! 

Now they have left our quarters j 

A Regiller they have, 
Who can preferve their charters \ 

A man both wife and graw . 
An hundred of their merry pranks 

By one that I could name 
Are kept in itore ; con twenty thanks 

To William for the fame. 

To William Churne of Stntfordlhire 

Ghe l.uid and praifes due, 
Who every mcare can mend your cheare 

With tales both old and true j 
' To William all give audience, 

And pray yet for his noddle j 
For all the fairies evidence 

Were loll, if it were addle. 



^ i a 6. Unfading Btauty. 
This little beautiful Sonnet is reprinted from a 
fmall volume of" Poems byTuoMAs Carew, 
• 4 Eiq. one of the gentlemen of the pri vie-cham- 
" ber, and fewer in ordinary to. his majelry 
u Charier, I. Loncl. 164c." This elegant, and 
almolt forgotten writer; v» liofe Poems have been 
clefervedly revived, died in the prime of his 
;v£e, in 1639. 



EXTRACTS, Book IV. 

In theorigin*! follows i third ftanza, which, *C 
bein§ of gener.il application, nor ot equal mt 
rit, I have ventured to omit. 

Hfe that loves a rolie cheeke, 
Or corall lip admires, 
Or from ftar-lHke eyes doth feeke 

Fuell to maintaine his fires : 
As old time makes thefe decay, 
So his flames mult walte away. 

But a fmooth and ftedfafte mind,^ 
Gentle thoughts, and calm delires, 

Hearts with equal love combin'd, 
Kindle never-dying tires ; 

Where thefe are not, I deipiie 

Lovely cheekes, or lips, or eyes. 

* # » # • 



§127. Song. The Sly- Lark. Shenstone. 

Go, tuneful bird, that rladd'ft the fkie?, 
To Daphne's window fpeed thy way j 
! And there on quivVing pinions rife, 
j And there thy vocal art difplay. 

: And if (he deign thy notes to hear, 
And if flic praife thy matin long, 
Tell her, the found* that iboth her ear, 
To Damon's native plains belong. 

Tell her, in livelier plumes array 'd, 

The bird from Indian groves may flnne $ 

But alk the lovely, partial maid, 

What arc his notes compar d with thine ? 

Then bid her treat yon witlefs beau 
And all his flaunting race with lcorn; 

And lend nn ear to Damon's woe, 
Who lings her praife, and lingu forlorn. 



§ 128. The Hermit. Beattie. 

j\ t the clofcof the day, when the hamlet is frill, 
1 Andmortalsthe fweets ot* torgetfulnefs prove, 
When nought but the torrent isheard on the hill, 
And nought but the nightingale's long in the 
grove— 

'Twas then, by the cave of the mountain reclin'd. 

A Hermit bis nightly complaint thus began : 
Tho" mournful his numbers,his foul was relign'd j 

He thought as a fage, tho' he felt as a man. 

1 Ah ! why, thus abandon'dto darknefs and woe, 
1 Why "thus, lonely Philomel, flows thy lad 
? ftrain ? 

1 For fpring fhall return, and a lover beftow ; 

1 And thy bolom no trace of misfortune retain, 
1 Vet, if Pity infpirethee, O ceale not thy lay ! 
4 Mourn, iweetelt companion! man calls thee 

* to mourn : 

i O footh him whole pleafures, like thine, pafs 

* away ! 

« Fuil quickly they pafs— but they never re- 

* turn I 

* Now, 



She gaz'd, as I (lowly withdrew; 

My path I could hardly dil'cernj 
So i'weetly Ihe bade me adieu, 

I thought that ihe bade me return. 
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' Now, gliding remote on the verge of the iky, 
4 The moon, halt' extinct, a dim crefcent dil 
'plays; 

* But lately I mark\l, when majeftic on high 

'Shelh^^ n . that journiesajl d 

on then fair orb and w,th gladne s purine To y fc t di(bm ^ J 

Thepajh thatconducHs thec to Iplendor again: I If he bear buf a . 
But man s laded glory no change (liafl renew j Is h nor ^ tQ J. 
1 Ah, fool ! to exult ID a glory lo vain ! Thlls> wj £, y yemov ^ fa^fa ^ 

4 'Tis night, andthe landfcane is lovely no more : Where my vows, rriy devotion, I owe 
4 I mourn ; but, ye woodlands, I mourn not c 
1 for you ; 

4 For morn is approaching.your charms to reftore, 

1 Perfumed with frefh fragrance, and glittering 
* with dew, 
Nor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn-, 

1 Kind Nature the embrio-blollbm lhall fave: 
4 But when (hallfpring vilit the mould'ring urn » 

1 0 when lhall it dawn on the night of the grave? ' 
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-§ 229. A Pajloral Ballad. In Four Parts. 

Shenstone. 

I. ABSENCE. 

YE fhepherds fo cheerful and gay, 
Whole flocks never careleisly roamj 
Should Corydon's happen to Itray, 

0 call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to muff and to figh, 

Nor talk of the change that ye find \ 
None, once, was fo watchful as I : 
— I have left my dear Phyllis behind. 

Now I know what it is to have drove 

With the torture of doubt and defire ; 
What it is, to aximire ayd to love, 

And to leave her we love and admire. 
Ah, lead forth my flock in the morn, 

And the damps of each evening repel; 
Alas ! I am faint and forlorn: 

— I have bade my dear Phyllis farewel. 

Since Phyllis vouchfaf *d me a look, 

1 never once dream'd of my vine ; 
May I lofe both my pipe and my crook, 

If I knew of a kid that was mine! 
I prizM every hour that went by, 

Beyond all that had pleas'd me before \ 
But now they are pafs'd, and I ligh, 

And I grieve that I prized them no more. 

But why do T languirti in vain ? 

Why wander thus penfively here ? 
O, why did I come from the plain, 

Where I fed on the fmiles of my dear ? 
They tell me, my favourite maid, 

The pride of that valley, is flown ! 
Alas 1 where with her I liave itray 'd, 

I could wander with pleafure, alone. 

When forced the fair nymph to forego, 

What anguifh I felt at my heart ! 
Vet I thought— but it might not be fc— 

Twas with pain that Ihe law me depart. 



Soft Hope is the rclique I bear, 
And my folace wherever I go. 

II. HOP E. 

My banks they are furniuYd with bees, 
Whole murmur invites one to deep j 
My grottos are (haded with trees, 

And my hills are white over with flieep, 
I feldom have met with a Jofs, 

Such health do my fountains beftow; 
My fountains, all border 'd with mofs, 

Where the hare-bells and violets grow. 
Not a pine in my grove is there feen, 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bound j 
Not a beech's more beautiful green, 

But a fweeNbrier twines it around. 
Not my fields in the prime of the year 
L More charms than my cattle unfold : 
Not a brook that js limpid and clear, 
But it glitters with hlhes of gold. 
( One would think flie might like to retire 
I To the bow' r I have laboured to rear 1 
Not a fhmb that I heard her admire, 9 
But I halted and planted it there. 

0 how fudden the jeflamine ftrove 
With the lilac to render it gay ! 

Already it calls for my Jove, 

To prune the wild branches away. 
From the plains, from the wood lands,and grove?. 

What ftrains of wild melody flow ! 
How the nightingales warble their loves 

From thickets of rofes that blow ! 
And when her bright form lhall appear, 

Each bird lhall barmonioufly joau 
In a concert fo loft and fo clear, 

As (lie may not be fond to reHgn. 

1 have found out a gift for my fur, 

I have found where the wood-pigeons breed ; 
But let me that plunder forbear, 

She will lay 't was a barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er conld be true, flie averred, 

Who could rob a poor bird of its young j 
And I lov'd her the more when I heard 

Such tendemefs fall from her tongue. 

I have heard her with fweetnefs unfold 

How that pity was due to a dove : 
That it ever attended the bold, 

And (he callM it the lifter of Jove. 
But her words luch a pleafure convey, 

So much I her accents adore, 
Let her fpeak, and, whatever me fay, 

Me thinks I ihould love her the more. 

Cam 
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Can a bofom fa gentle remain 

Unmov'd, when her Corydon fighs ? 

Will a nymph that is fond of the plain 
Theie plains and this valley delpiie r 

Dear regions of filence and iliade ! 
Soft fcenes of contentment and eafe ! 

Where I could have pleafingly ftray'd, 

i If aught, in her abience, could pleale. 

But where does my Phyllidaftray ? 

And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 
Are the groves and the vallies as gay; 

And the lhepherds as gentle as ours I 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, * 

And the face of the vallies as fine ; 
The 1 wains may in manners compare, 

But their love is not equal to mine. 

III. SOLICITUDE. 

Why will you my paflion reprove ? 

Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
Ere I lhew you the charms Xn my love, . 

She.is fairer than you can believe.. 
With her mien (he enamours the brave j 

With her wit Ihe engages the free j , 
With her modefty pleales the grave j 

She's every way pleafmg to me, 

0 you that have been of her train, 
Come and join in my amorous lays ! 

1 could lay down my life for the iwaiu 
That will ling but a fong in her praife. 

Whence fmgs, may {he nymphs of the town 
Come trooping, and lilten the while j 

Nay, oil him let not Pliyllida frown ; 
— But I cannot allow her to 1'mile. 

For when Paridel tries in the dance 

Any favour with Phyllis, to find, 
O how, with one trivial glance, 

Might ihe ruin the, peace of my mind ! 
Jn ringlets lie drefies hjs hair, ' 

y Ari& his crook is btltuddcd around ; 
And his pipe O may Phyllis beware 

Of a magic there is in the found ! 

'Tis bis* with mock paflion to glow j 
'Tis his in fmooth tales to untold, 

* How her face is as bright as the fnow, 
P And her bofom, be aire, is as cold ; 

" How the nightingales labour the urain, 
14 With the notes of his charmer to vie; , 

,e How they vaiy their accents in vain, 

- " Repine at her triumphs, and die." 

To the grove or the garden lie (trays, 

.And pillages every fweet ; 
Then, fuiting the wreath to his lays, 
\ He tlvrowb it at Phyllis'* fee*, 
" O Phyllis/' he whilpers, u more fair, 

" More fweet than the jeflamine's flowY \ 
'* What are pinks, in a morn, to compare ? 

<{ What is eglantine after a Ihow'r ?. 

" Then jhe lily no longer is white ; 

" Then the rofe is depriv'd of" its bloom, j 
M Then the violets die with dcl'pite, 

" Ami the woodbines give up their perfume. 
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Thus glide the foFt numbers along, 
And he fancies no Ihepherd his peer; 

Yet I never fhould envy the fongy 
Were not Phyliis to lend it an ear. 

Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 

So Phyllis the trophy defpife ; 
Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd, 

So they lhine not in Phyllis'; eyes. 
The language that flows from t he heart 

Is a It ranger to Pari del' s tongue j 
Yet may ihe beware of his art, 

Or lure I mull envy the long;! * 

IV. DISAPPOINT M EN T. 

Ye rhepherds, give ear to my lay, 

And take no more heed ot my lheep: 
They have nothing to do but to (tray; 

I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Yet do not my folly reprove - y 

She was fair — and my pallion begun 5 
She fmiPd — and I could not but love •> 

Si>e is faithlcfs — and I am undone. 

Perhaps I was void of all thought 5 

Perhaps it was plain to fore fee; 
That a nymph lb complete would be fought 

By a 1 wain more engaging than me. 
Ah ! love evVy hope can inlpire : 

It banilhes wildom the while ; 
And the lip of the nymph we admire 

Seems for ever adorn'd with a fmile ! 

She is faithlefs, and I am undone ; 

Ye that witnels the woes I endure. 
Let Realbn inltruct you to Ihun 

What it cannot inlhucl you to cure. 
Beware how you loiter in vain 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree :. . 
It is -not for me to explain 

How fair and how tickle they be. 

Alas ! from the day that we met, 

What hope of an end to my woes, 
When I cannot endure to forget 

The glance that undid my nepofe r 
Yet time may diminilh the pain t 

,The flow'r, and the Ihruh, and the tree, 
Which I reai \\ for her pleafure v in vain, 

In time may have comfort for me. 

The fweets of a dew-fprinkled rofe, 

The found of a murmuring It ream, 
The peace which from lolitude hows, 

Henceforth lhall be Corydon's theme. 
High tranfporfs are lhewn to the light, 

But we are not to rind them our own : 
Fate never beltowM luch delight, 

As I with my Phyllis had known. 

0 ye woods, fpread your branches apace 5 
To your deepelt receffes I fly $ 

1 would hide with the bealis of the chace ; 
I would vaniui from ev'ry eye. 

Yet my reed lhall relound thro 1 the grove 
With tiie fame lad complaint it begun j 

How Ihe. lmiPd, and I could not but love 
Was fakhJels, and I am undone I 

I § . 
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y time, O ye Mufes ! was happily fpent, 
When Phoebe went with me wherever I went: 
Ten thoufand loft pleafures I felt in my bread: 
Sure never fond fliepherd like Colin was bleit. 
But now me is gone, and has left me behind, 
What a marvellous change on a fudden I find ! 



She talkM, and I biefs'd her dear tongue ; 

When Ihe lmiPd, it was pleaiure too great ; 
I liften'd, and cried, when (he lung, * 

Was nightingale ever fo fweet ! 
How foolilh was I to believe 

She could dote on lb lowly a clown, 
Or that her fond heart would not grieve 
When thing* were as fin?' as could poff.bly be,Lj° forlake the fine folk of the town ! 

I thought it was Spring; bat alas, it was Ihe. | T i'r ^ 1 i 

a t b» > I So kind and lo con iiant would prove j 

The fountain that wont to run fweetly along* Or go clad, like our maidens, iii grey, 

And dance to foft murmurs the pebbles among, I Or live in a cottage on love! 

Thou fcnow'ft little Cupid, if Phoebe was there, what though I have (kill to complain, 

It was pleafant to look at, 'twas muiic to hear! | Tho* the Mufes my temples have crown'd j 

But, now ihe isabient, 1 walk by its fide, - what tho\ when they hear my foft ftrain, 



And, it ill as it murmurs, do nothing but chide: 
Millt you be fo cheerful, whillt I go in pain ? 
Peace there with your bubbling, and hear me 
compiaift. 

My dog, I was ever well pleafed to fee 
Come wagging his tail to my fair one and me ; 
And Phoebe waspleas'd too, and to my dogfaid, 
11 Come hither, poor fellow ! M and parted his head: 
But now, when he's fawning, I, with a lour look, ! 
Cry, • Sirrah IV and give him a blow with my 
% crook : 

And PJi give him another j for why mould not 

Tray 

Be dull as his mafterj when Phoebe's away ? 

Sweet muiic went with us both all the wood 
thro' 

The lark, Imnet, throttle, and nightingale too-, 
Winds over us whifper'd, Hocks by us did bleat, 
And chirp went'thegrafshopper under our feet, 
But now Ihe is abfent,thn' Itill they ling on, 
The woods are but lonely, the melody's gone ! 
Her voice in the concert, as now I have found, 
Gives every thing elfe its agreeable iound. 

Will no pitying power that hears me complain, U 
Or cure my difquiet,or foften my pain ? f move - ' 



The virgins lit weeping around j 
Ah, Colin I thy hopes are in vain, 
Thy pipe and thy'laurel relignj 
Thy fair one inclines to a fwain 

Whole muiic is fweeter than thine. 
All you, my companions fo dear, 

Who lorrow to lee me betray 'd, 
Whatever il fuft'er, forbear, 

Forbear to accufe the falfe maid. 
Tho' thro 1 the wide world I mould range, 

'Tis in vain from my fortune to fly j 
'Twas hers to be falfe, and to change | 
"fSs mine to be conftant — and die. 
If, while my hard fate I fuftain, 

In her breait any pity is found ; 
Let her come, with the nymphs of the plain^ 

And fee me laid low in the ground : » 
The lalt humble boon that I crave 
' Is, to lhatle me with cyprefs and yew ; 
And, when ihe looks down on my grave, 
Let her own that her lhepherd was tr»e # 

Then to her new love let her go, 

And deck her in golden array j 
k Be finely at ev'ry line mow, 
And frolic it all the long day : 



To be curVi, thou mufti Colin, thy paflion re- 1 While Colin, forgotten and gone, 



But what fwain is fo iilly to live without love? 
No, Deity, bid the dear nymph to return 
For ne'er was poor lhepherd fo ladly forlorn. 
Ah ! what lhall I do ? I mall die with defpair: 
Take heed, all ye 1 wains, how ye love one Co fair, 



D 



§ 131. A Pajloral Ballad. Rowe. 

espairing befide a clear ftream, 
A lhepherd forfaken was laid; 
And, while a falfe nymph was his theme, 

A willow fupported his head. 
The wind that blew over the pl;jin 

To his iighs with a figh did reply; 
And thei)rook, in return to his pain 
Ran mournfully murmuring by. 

Alas ! fdly fwain that I was | 

(Thus fadly complaining he cried j) 

When fifft I beheld that fair face, 
'Twere better by far I had died. 



No mor£ lhall be talk'd of or feen, 
Unlefs when, beneath the pale moon, 
His ghotl mall glide over the green. 



§ 132. A Fairy Tale. Par n ell.- 

Tn Britain's ifle, and Arthur's days, 
When midnight Fairies daune'd the maze, 
Liv'd Edwin of the Green j 
Edwin, I wis, a gentle youth, 
Endow'd with courage, fenfe, and truth, 

Tho' badly ihap'd he been. 
His mountain back mote well be faid 
To meafure height againft his head, 

And lift itlelf above ; 
Vet, fpite of all that Nature did 
To make his uncouth form forbid 

This creature dar'd to love. 
He felt the charms of Edith's eyes, 
Nor wanted hope to gain the prize, 
Could ladies look within i 



But 
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But one Sir Topaz drefs'd with art, 
And, it a ihape could win a heart, 

He had a (hape, to win. 
Edwin, if l ight I re.td my long, 
With flighted patfion pac'd along 

All in the moony light ; 
Twas near an old enchanted court, 
Where fportive fairies made retort, 

To revel out the night. 
His-heart was drear, his hope was crofVd, 
'Twas late, 'twas far, the path was loit 

That reach'd the neighbour town : 
With weary ileps he quits the (hades, 
Reiolvd, the darkling dome he treads, 

And drops his limbs adown. 
But fcant he lays him on the floor, 
When hollow winds remove the door, 

A trembling rocks the ground : 
And, well I ween to count aright, 
At once an hundred tapers lignt 

On all the walls around. 
Now founding tongue:, ufluil his ear, 
Now foundinf feerapproachen near, 

And now the founds increufe: 
And, from the corner where he lay, 
He fees a train, profufely gay, 

Come prankling o'er the place. 
But (trull me, gentles ! ) never yet 
Was dight a maiquing half fo neat, 

Or half fo rich, before-, 
The country lent the fweet perfumes, 
The fea the pearl, the iky the plumes, 

The town its filken ftore. 
Now, whihthegazM, a gallant, dreft 
In flaunting robes above the reft, 

With awful accent cried : 
«< What mortal, of a wretched mind, 
Whofe fighs infeft the balmy wind, 

Has here prcfumM to hide?" 
At this the Swain, whofe vcntYous foul 
No fears of magic art controul, 

Advanc'dTinopen fight ; 
¥■ Nor have I cauie of dread,'' he faid, 
H Who view, by no prcfumption led, 

Your revels of the night. 
'Twas grief, for fcorn of faithful love, 
Which made my-^ie-ps unweeting rove 

Amid the nightly dew." 
" 'Tis well," the gallant cries again, 
" We fairies never injure men 

Who dare to tell us true. 
Exalt thy love-deje&ed heart ; 
Be mine the taOc, or ere we part, 

To make thee grief refign ; 
Now take the pleaiure of thy thaunce ; 
Whilft I with Man, my partner, daunce, 

Be little Mable thine." 
He fpoke, and, all a hidden, there 
Light muiic floats in wanton air ; 

The Monarch leads the Queen ; 
The reft their faWt partners found : 
And Mable trimly trip* the ground 

With Edwin of the green. 
The dauncing pall, the board was laid, 
And fiker fuch a fcaft was made 
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As heart and lip defire : 
Withouten hands the dimes fly, 
The glalies with a wi(h come nigh, 

And with a wilh retire. 
But now, to pleafe the fairie king, 
Full evYy deal they laugh and ling, 

And antic feats devife ; 
Some wind and tumble like an ape, 
And other iome tranfmute their lhapc 

In Edwin's wor.d'ring eyes. 
Till one, at laft,that Robin hight, 
Kenown'd for pinching maids by night, 

Has bent him up aloof ; 
And full again ft the beam he flung, 
Where by the back the youth he hung, ' 

To fpruwl unheath the roof. 
From thence, "Keverlemy charm," he cries, 
" And let it fairly now fuflice 

The gambol has been mown." 
But Obtron aniwers,vvith a imile, 
" Content thee, Edwin, for a while, 

The vantage is thine own. " 

Here ended all the phantom play ; 
They fmeltthe frefh approach of day, 

And heard a cock to crow j 
The whirling wind, that bore the crowd, 
HasclappM the door, and whittled loud, 

To warn them all'togo. 
Then, (creaming, all at once they fly, 
And all at once the tapers' die j 
Poor Edwrn tails to floor ; 
Forlorn his ftate, and dark the place, 
Was never wight in fuch a cafe 
Thro' all the land before ! 
But, foon as dan Apollo rofe, 
Full jolly creature home he goes ! 

He feels his back the lefs ; 
His 'honeft tongue and fteadymind** 
Had rid him ot the lump behind, 

Which made him want fuccels : 
With lufty livelyhed he talks, 
He items a-dauncing as he walks j 

His ftory foon took wind ; 
And beauteous Edith fees the youth 
KndowM with courage, fenfe, and truth, 

Without a bunch behind ! 
The ftory told, Sir Topaz mov'd, 
(The youth of Edith erft approvM) 

To fee tin? revel fcene: 
At clofe of eve he leaves his home, 
And wends to find the ruinMdome 

All on the gloomy plain. 
As there he bides, it io befel, 
The wind came milling down a deil^ 

A making iliy/d the wall: 
Up fprung the tapers, as before, 
The fairies bragly foot the floor, 

And muiic tills the hall. 
But, certes, forely funk with woe 
Sir Topaz let s the El phi n (how, 

His lp.ii its in him die; 
When Oheron cries, " A man is near} 
A mortal paftion, deeped fear, 
Hangs Magging m the iky.'* 

With 
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J All other blcftirigs I refign, 
Make but the dear Amanda mine. 



With that Sir Topaz, haplck youth'. 
In accents faltering, ay tor ruth, 
Intreats them pitygraunt; 
For als lie been a mihV wiglu 
Be tray \i by wand' ring in the night 
To tread the circled haunt. 1 
" Ah, loiel vile! 1 * at once they roar, 
m And little fkili'd of fairie Lore, 

Thy caufe to come we know : 
Now has thy keurell courage fell ; 
And fairies, iincc a lye you tell, 

Are free to work thee woe," 
Then Will, who bears the wifpy fire 
To trail the (wains among the mire, 

The captive upward flung: 
There, like a turtoiie in a (hop, 
He dangled from the chamber top, 
\Vhere whilom Edwin hung. 
The revel now proceeds apace, 
Deftly they friik it o'er the place, 

They fit, they drink, and eat j 
The time with frolic mirth beguile, 
And poor Sir Topaz hangs the while, 

Till all the rout retreat. 
By this the liars began to wink, 
They ihriek, they fly, the tapers fink, 

And down ydrops the knight: 
For never fpell by fairie laid 
With If rong enchantment bound a glade 

Beyond the length of night. 
Chill, dark, alone, adreed he lay, 
Till up the welkin role the day, 

Then deenfd the dole was o'er : 
But wot ye well his harder lot j 
His feely back the bunch had got 

Which Edwin loll afore. 
This tale a Sybil nurfe areAj 
She lbftly itroakM my youngling head ; 

A nd, when the tale was done : 
P Thus fome are born, my fon," fhe cries, 
" With bafe impediments, to rife, 

And fome are born with none. 
But virtue can itfelf advance 
To what the fav'rite fools of chance 

By fortune feem'd defigrfd ; 
Virtue can gain the odds oj fate, 
And from itfelf (hake off the weight 
Upon th' unworthy mind." 



§ 133. Song. Thomson. 

Fop ever, Fortune! wilt thou prove 
An unrelenting foe to love, 
And when we meet a mutual heart, 
Come in between, and bid us part ? 
Bid us iigh on from day to day, 
And wim, and wilh the foul away, 
Till youth and genial years are flown, 
And all the life of love is gone ? 
But bufy, bufy (till art thou, 
To bind the loveiefs, joylefs vow, 
The heart from pleafure to delude, 
To join the gentle to the rude. 
For once, O Fortune ! hear my prayV, 
And 1 abfolve thy future cart; i 



§ 1 34. The Climax. 

Before I came to London, , 
1 us\l to Tip tea with my mother j 
And I thought it a treat 
If fmall beer I could get 
To drink with my elder brother. 

Tol de rol, Sec. 
But my father condemnM this practice, 
He hector'd and ivvore like mad — Sir ; 
Says he, " Give him ale, 
" For that will never fail 
" To make him as flout as his dad— Sir." 
Soon after, our Ned the butler 
Took me down to tafte fome October j-^ 
Cried he, " Never fear 
" To drink flrong-beer, 
" But iwallow it, drunk or ibber." 

But when I arrived in London, 
Of porter I drank my pot — Sir: 
A pipe did I funk, 
And fb oft got drunk, 
That my filler calPd me a fot— Sir* 

From beer to wine I afcended, 
By a feries of juil gradation ; 

Till my friends would me jog 
With—" There's a jolly dog 
" Soon fhall tope with the bed of the nation! n . 
With a blood then I got acquainted, 
Who ft might prov'd wondrous handy ; 
For he taught me to fwear 
Like a grenadier, 
And always drink rum or brandy. 

Thus I to drams betook mc, 
And wine I drank no longer : 

Sometimes I threw in 

Gunpowder to my gin, 
To make the potion itronger. 

But confidering all things earthly, 
That the (pan of life lb fliort is :— 
Whatever you may think, 
Iftillfhalldrinfc 
Till I come to aquaMbrtis. 

^ Tol de rol, See. 

I 

§ 13 5. The Barber's Nuptials. 
t N Liq uoi pond-ft reet, as is well known to many* 
1 An artilt reiided, who fhav'd for a penny, 
Cut hair for three halfpence, for three-pence he 

bled, 

And would draw for a groat evYy tooth in your 
head. 

Whatannoy'dot^rfolksneverfpoil^ihisrepofe 
'Twas the lime thug to him whether itaek* 

fell or rofe : 
For a blaft and tor mildew he car'd not a pin ; 
His cr >ps never fail'd, for they grew on the chin. 

Uuvcx'd 
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UnvexM by the cartk that ambition and ftate! But the Barber perfiitcd (ah, could I'relate 'em!) 
Contented he din'd on his daily potatoes ; [has, To ply her with compliments loft as pomatum; 
And the pence that he earn'd by exciiion of | And tookev'ry occaiipn to flatter and praife her, 



brittle 



Till fhe fancied his wit was as keen as his razor. 



Were nightly devoted to whetting his whittle. He p rotc ft e d belides, if fhe'<Lgrant his petition, 
When copperran low he made light of the matter. She mould live like a lady of rank and condition ; 
Drank his pUrl upon tickat the old pewter platter, | And to B, mgfgate anute no longer repair 
Head thenews,andas deep in the lccret appeared , But hirnielf all her bufinels would do to a ha 



; deep 

As if he had lather'd the miniiter's beard 

But Cupid, who trims men of ev^ry ttation, 
Artd 'twixt barbers and beaux makes no dif- 

crimination, 
Would not let this fuperlative (haver alone, 
Till he tried if his heart was as hard as his hone. 

The fairone whole charms didtheBarberenthral, 
At the end of Fleet-market of flfh kept a flail : 
* As recLas her cheek was no lobfter e'er Jeen, 
Not an eel that (he fold was fo foft as her (kin. 
By love ftrange effefrs have been wrought, we ! 



Her fmiles, he aflerted, would melt even rocks, 
Nay, the fire of her eyes would con fume bar- 
bers 1 blocks, 
On infenlible objects beftow animation, 
And give to old perriwigs regeneration. 

With fair fpeeches cajol'd, as you'd tickle a trout, 
'Gainft the Barber the Fiih-wife no more couU 
hold out j [caught her : 

He applied the right baft, and with flattery he 
Without flattery a female's a fiih out of water. 

The ftate of her heart when the Barber- once 
guefs'd, 



are told, ico »' Love's fiege with redoubled exertion he prefs'd : 

In all countries and jbntff,. hot, tempjate^or j And as b ^, y him> the charn ^ er em _ 



Thus the heart of our Barber love fcorch'd like 
coal, [po/e. 
Tho* tis very well known he liv'd under the 



bracing, [bafon. 
As the walh-ball that dances and froths in his 
! The flame to allay that their bofoms did foburn> 



Fii ft he courted his clurmerinforrowfulfafhion, iTh fet g> ^ ofSt Andrew Jn 

And lied like a lawyer to move her companion : i 



Heihouldpenfh^ t(mfor8 and trul , cmmtJ Dicks and 

And a barber to flay was a barbarous deed. f|| the ^ wc dloek are tied up by dozens. 
Then he alter'd his tone,'and was heard to de- , The nupt i a i s to gracej came from every quarter 
If valour deieiVd the regard of the fair, [clare, xhe wor thies at Rig-fair old caxons who barter, 
That his courage was tried, tho 1 he icorn'd to' whothecoveringsoVjudgesandcounielld^Y.obs 
difclofc . , | Cut down intomajors,queues,fcLatches,andbobs : 

How manv brave fel ows he'd took by the nofe. m j n. • j 

nyw 1 J 7 Mufcle-mongers and oylter-men, crimps and 

coalheavers, [cleavers; 
And butchers with marrow-bones fmiting their 



[their couiins, 



Forhispolitics,too,they were thoroughly-known, 
A patriot he was to the very back-bone ; 

Wilkes he gratis had fhav'd, for the good of the| shrimp-lcaldersandbug-kyiers,taylorsanJtylei^, 



nation, [ration. 
And he held the Whig Club in profound vene- 
Forhis tenets religious — he could well expound 
Emanuel- Swedenborg's myft'rtes profound, 
And new doctrines could broach with the bell 

of '.em all ; 
For a perriwig-makcr ne'er wanted a caul. 

Indignant (he anfwer'<L " No chin- fcrapi ng fot 
«■ Shall be faften'd to nif by the conjugal knot i 
« n 0 j — to Tyburn repair, if a noofe you mull 

" tie : # A 

" Other fifli I have got,^lr. Ton for, to fry 



Boys, botchers, bawds, bailiffs, and black-pud- 
ding boilers. 
From their voices united fuch melody flow'd, 
As the Abbey ne'er witnefs'd, nor Tott'nham 
Court road ; [lb clear ring, 

While St. Andrew's brave bells did fo loud ami 
You'd have jjiven ten pounds to 've been out 

of their hearing. 
For his fee — when the parfon this couple had 
join'd, 

As no calh was forthcoming, he took it in kind : 
Sot he b ri degroomd ifma nt 1 ed h i s rev ' re n ce ' s c h i n , 



and 



glflU 



William and Margaret. 



« Holborn -bridge and Black- friars my triumphs And thejride entertain'd him with pilchard 
14 can tell, [the bell;' 

From Billingfgate beauties I've long borne 
u Nay, tripemen and rifh mongers vie for my 
" favour — [penny (haver ? 

Then d'ye think I'll take up with a two- 
M Let dory, or turbot the fov' reign of fifh, 
« Cheek by jowl with rtd-herring be feiVd in 
" one dim ; 

« Let fturgcon and fprnts in one pickle unite, 
«< When I infclfi for hulbands, and barbers lhaJl 

" bite." 



TyHEN all was wrapt in dark midnight, 
* * And all were raft aileep, 
In glided Margaret's grimly ghoft, 

And itoo:i at William's feet. 
Her face was like the April morn, 

Clad in a wintry cloud ; 
And clay-cold was her lily hand, 

That held the fable flii owd. 
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So mall the faireit face appear, 
When youth and years are flown ; 

Such is the robe that king's mull wear, 
When death nas reft t*heir crown. 

Her bloom was like the fpririginjg flow'r, 

That lips the lllver dew 
The rofe was budded in her cheek, 

And opening to the view. 
But Love had, like the can'ker worm, , 

Confum'd her early prime y , 
The rofe grew pale, and left hercheek; 

She died before her time. 

Awake ! me cried, thy true love calls, 

Come from her midnight grave j 
Now let thy pity hear the maid 

Thy love refus'd to fave : 
This is the dark and fearful hour 

When injured gholts complain : 
Now dreary graves give up their dead, 

To haunt the faithlefs fwain. 

Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 

Thy pledge, and broken oath, 
And give me back my maiden vow, 

And give me back jny troth. 
How could you fay my. face was fair, 

And yet that race foriake ? 
How cowld you win my virgin heart, 

Yet leave that heart to break ? 
How could you promife love to me, 

And not that promife keep? 
Why did you fwear mine eyes were bright, , 

Ys* leave thole eyes to weep ? 
How could you fay my lip was fweet, 

And made the fcarlet pale ? 
And why did I, young, witlefs maid, 

Believe the flattering tale ? 
That race, alas ! no more is fair, 

That iip no lunger red j 
Dark ?re my eyes, now clos'd in death, 

And every charm is fled. 
The hungry worm my lifter is; 

This winding-lheet I wear ; 
And cold and weary lafts our night 

Till that bit morn appear. 
But -hark! the cock has wanTd me hence \ 

A long and laJl adieu ! 
Come lee, falfe man ! how low Ihe lies, 

That died for love of you. * 
Now birds did ling, and morning fmile, 

And lhew her glittering head ; 
Pale William (hook i.i every limb, 

Then, raving, left his bed. 
He hied him to the fatal place 

Where Marg'ret's body lay, 
And itietch'd him on the green grafs turf, 

'Jliat wrapt her bfeathlefs clay. 
And thrice he call'd on Marg'ret's name, 

And thrice he wept full fore ; 
Then laid his check to the cold earth, 

And wool fpake never more. 



BALLADS, &c. ( 94; 
§ 137. Lucy and Colin. 

r\Y Leinlfcer, fam d for maidens fair, 
^ Bright Ltlcy was the grace : 
Nor e'er did Liffy's limpid llrearrt 

Keflea fd fair a lace ; # 
Till lucklefs love, and pining carcj 
J Impair'd her roly hue, 
Her coral lips and damnfle cheeks, 

And eyes of glofly blue* 

0 have you feen a lily pale, 
When beating rains defcend ? 

So drooo'd the llow-confuming mai(J, 

Her life now near its end. 
By Lucy warn'd, of flattering fwains 

Take heed, ye eafy fair ; 
Of vengeance due to broken vows. 

Ye perjur'd 1 wains, beware. 

Three times, all in the dead of night, 

A bell was heard to ring, 
And, Ihrieking at her window thrice, 

A raven flapp'd his wing. 
Too well the love-lorn maiden knew 

The Iblemn -boding found, 
And thus in dying words befpoke, 

The virgins weeping round : 

1 hear a voice, you cannot hear, 
Which fays, I murfc not ltay $ 

I lee a hand, you cannot fee, 

Which beckons me away. 
By a falfe heart, and broken vows, ■ 

In early youth I die : 
Am 1 to blame becaule his bride 

Is thrice as rich as I ? 

Ah Colin 1 give not her thy vows, 

Vows due to me alone 5 
Nor thou, fond maid, receive his kifs, 

Nor think him all thy own. 
To-morrow in the church to wed, 

Impatient both prepare ; 
But know, fond maid, and know, falfe man, 

That Lucy will be there ! 

There bear my corfe, ye comrades bear, 

The bridegroom blithe to meet j 
He in his wedding trim fogay, 

I in my winding meet. 
She fpoke, the died 1 -^her corfe was borne, 

The bridegroom lint he to meet- 
He in his wedding trim fo gay, 

She in her windin^llffct. 

Then what were perjur'd Coliu's thoughts? 

How were thole nuptials kept ? 
The bridemen flock'd round Lucy, dead, 

And all the village wept- 
Compaiiipn, fhame, remorfe, defpair, 

At once his bofom fwell ; 
The damps of death bedew'd his brows, 

He Ihook, he groan'd, he fell ! 
From the vain bride (ah, bride no more ! ) 

The varying crbnfou fled ; 
When, Aretch'd before her rival's corfe, 

She law her hulb.md dead. 

He 
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He to his Lucy's new-made grave, 

Convey \1 by trembling twain s, 
One moiild with her, beneath one fod, 

For ever now remains. 
Oft at this grave the conftant hind 

And plighted maid are fcen ; 
With garlands gay, and true-love knots, 

They deck the facred green. 
But, fwain forlworn ! whoe'er thou art, 

This hallow'd fpot forbear ; 
Remember Colin's dreadful fate, 

And fear to meet him there. 



§ 138. Song. Dibdin. 

I saw what feem'd a harmlefs child, 
* With wings and bow, 
And afpeel mild, 

Who fobbM, and figh'd, and pin'd, 

And begLc'J I would fome boon beitow 
On a poor little boy, ttone blind. 

Not aware of the d inger, I inttant comply'd, 
When he drew from his quiver a dart, 

And cry'd," My power you ihall know I" 

Then he levelM his bow, 

And wounded me right in the heart. 



B 



$ 139. Rondeau. By the fame. 
low high, blow low, lettcmpefts tear 
The main-maft by the board ; 
My heart, with thoughts of thee, my dear, 

And love well-ttor'd, 
Shall brave all danger, (born all fear, 
The roaring winds, the raging fea, 
In hopes on Ihore 
To be once more 
Safe moor'd with thee. 

Aloft while mountains high we ^o, 

The whittling winds that lend along, 
And the furge roaring from below, 
Shall my (i gnal be 
To think on thee, 
And this mall be my fong : 

Blow high, blow low, &c. 

And on that night when all the crew 
The menVry of their fcrmer lives 

O'er flowing cans of flip renew, 

And toalt their lv^petluprts and their wives, 

I'll heave a ligh, and thi m on thee ; 

And, as the lhip rolls through the fea, 

The burthen of my fong lhall be 

Blow high, blow low, &c. 



§ 140. Tie Race Horfe. By the fame. 
O EE the courfe throng'd with gazers, the fports 
0 are begun, [done ! 

The confulion but hear! — I'll bet you, lir, 

Ten thouiand ttrange murmurs refound far and 

. near, 

Lords, hawkers, and jockies afiajlthe tir'd ear: 
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While, with neck like a rainbow, erefting his 

cre ft f [ing his breatt, 

Pamper d, prancing,and pleas'd, his head touch- 
Scarcely muffing the air, he'sfo proud and elate, 
The high mettled racer firit ttarts for the plate. 
Now reynard's turn'd out, and o'er hedge 

and ditch rufli 
Hounds, horfes, and huntfmen, all hard at-his 

bruih; [bay, 
They run him at length, and they have him at 
And by fcent, and by view, cheat a long tedious 

way : [courfe, 
While, alike born for fports of the field and the 
Always Aire to come through, a ftaunch and 

fleet horfe ; (breath, 
When fairly run down, the fox yields up his 
The high-mettled racer is in at the death. 

Grown aged, us'd up, and turn'd out of the 
ttud, [fome blood ; 

Lame, fpavin'd, and wind-gali'd, but yet with 
While knowing poftillions his pedigree trace, 
Tell his dam won this fwecpttakts,his lire gain'd 
that race ; [o'er, 
And what matches he won to the ottlers count 
As they loiter their time at fome hedge -alehouie 
door ; [fides goad, 

While the harnefs fore galls, and the fpurs his 
The high-mettled racer's a hack on the road. 

Till, at latt, having labour'd, drudged early 
and late, 

Bow'd down by degrees, he bends to his fatej - 
Blind, old, lean, and feeble, he tugs round a mill, 
Or draws land, till the land of his hour-Hals 

(lands ttill: 

And now, cold and lifelefs,expos'd to the view, 
In the very fame cart which be yctterday drew, 
While a pitying crowd his fad relics furrounds 
The high-mettled racer is i'old for the hounds ! 

§141. Nothing like Grog. By the fame. 

A PLAGUE of thole mutty old lubbers, 

Who tells us to fait and to think, 
And patient fall in with life's rubbers, 

With nothing but water to drink. 
A can of good ttuff! had they twigg'd it, 
'Twould have fetthemfor pleai'urc agog, 
And, Jpiteofthe rules 
Of the fchools, 
The old fools 
Would have all of *cm fwiggM it, 
And fwore there was nothing like Grog. 

My father, when latt I from Guinea 

Rtturnd, With abundance of wealth, 
Cry'd, Jack, never be fuch a ninny 

To drink :— laid I— Father, your health ! 
So I fhew'd h im the ttuff*, and he tv\igg*d \x % 
And it fct the old codger agog, 
And he iwigg'd/and mother, 
And litter, and brother, 
And I iwigg'd, and all of us fwi^g'd it, 
And (wore there was nothing Tike Grog. 

T'other 



Book IV. 

T'other day as the chaplain was preaching, 

Behind him I curiouily flunk, 
And while he our duty wes teaching, 

As how we mould never get drunk— 
I (hew'd him the itulf, and he twigg'd it, 

And it loon let his rev'rence agog, 
And he iwigg'd, and Nick iwigg'd, 
And I fwigg'd, and all of us fwigg'd it, 

Andiwore there was nothing like grog. 

Then, truft me,vthere's nothing like drinking 

So plealant on this Tide the grave; 
It keeps the unhappy from thinking, 

And makes e'en more valiant the brave. 
As for me, from the moment I twigg^ it, 
The good Huff* has fo fct me agog, 
Sick or well, late or early, 
Wind foully or fairly, 
Helm a-lee ora-weather, 
For hours together, 
I've conftantly iwigg'd it, 
And, dam 'me, there's nothing like grog. 
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§ 142. By the fame. 

that argufies pride and ambition ? 
Soon or late Death will take us in tow; 
Each bullet has got its commillion, 

And when our time's come we muft go. 

Then drink and fing — hang pain and forrow, 

The halter was made for the neck ; 
He that's now live and lulty — to-morrow 

Perhaps may be ftretch'd on the deck. 
There was little Tom Linftock of Dover 

Got kill'd, and left Polly in pain : 
Poll cried; but her grief was ibon over, 

And then {he got married again. 
Then drink, Set. 

Jack Junk was ill ufed by Bet Croker, 
And lb took to guzzling the fluff, 

Till he tumbled in old Davy's locker, 
And there he got liquor enough. 
Then drink, &c. 

For our prize-money then to the proftor, 
Take of joy while 'tis going our freak ; 

For what argufies calling the doctor 
When the anchor of hte is a-peak ? 
Then drink, &c. 



§ 143. Poor Jack. By the fame. 

Go patter to lubbers and fwabs, d ye fee, 
'Bout danger, and fear, and the like ; 
A tight- water- bont and good fea-room give me, 

And t'ent to a little rjl'ftrike: 
Though the tempeits top-gallant majls fmack 
fmooth (hould imite, 
And fhiver each iplinter of wood, 
Clear the wreck, ltow the yards, and boufe every 
thing tight, 
And under reef'd forefail we'll feud. 



Avail ! nor <fr n't think me a milk-fop fo foft 

To be taken for trifle's aback, 
For they fays thtre's a Providence fits up aloft, 

To keep watch for the life of Poor Jack. 

Why, I heard the good chaplain palaver one day 
About ibuls, heaven, mercy, and fuch, [lay, 

And, my timbers ! what lingo he'd coil and be- 
Why, 'twas juft h>11 as ©ne as high Dutch. 

But he faid how a fparrow can't founder, d'ye 
Without orders that comes down below, [fee, 

And many fine things that prov'd clearly to me, 
That Providence takes us in tow : 

For, fays he, do you mind me, let ftorms e'er fo 
Take the top Tails of failors aback, [oft 

There's a fweet little cherub that lits up aloft, 
To keep watch for the life of Poor Jack. 

I faid to our Poll, for you fee (he would cry, 
When l ift we weigh 'd ancjhor forfea, ■ 

What argufies fniv'iing, and piping your eye? 
Why, what a danin'd fool you muft be ! 

Can t you fee the world's wide, and there's 
room for us all, 

Both for feamen and lubbers afliore ? 
And if to old Davy I mould go, friend Poll, 

Why, you never will hear of me more. 

What then? all's a hazard : come, don't be 

Perhaps I may laughing come back; [fofti 
For, d'ye fee, there's a cherub that fits up aloft 
To keep watch for the life of Poor Jack. 

D'ye mind me, a failor mould be every inch 

All as one as a piece of the fhip, 
And with her brave the world without offering 
to flinch, 

From the moment the anchor's a-trip. 

As for me, in all weathers,all times, fides and ends, 

Nought's a' trouble from duty that fpring, 
For my heart is my Poll's, and my rhino ^> my 

friend's, 

And as for my life, 'tis the king's. 

Even when my time comes, ne'er believe me fo 
loft , 

As for grief to be taken aback: 
That liune liltle cherub that fits up aloft 
Will look out a good birth for Poor Jack, 



O 



§ ^4. By the fame. 

F all fen fat ion s pity brings, 
To proudly Iwell the ample heart, 
From which the willing forrow fprings, 
In others' grief that bears a part: 

Of all fad fympathy's delights, 
The manly dignity of grief ^ 
A joy in mourning that excites, 
And gives the anxious mind relief : 
Of thefe would you the feeling know* 
Moll gen'rons, noble, greatly brave, 
That ever taught a heart to glow, 
Tis the tear that bedews a ibJdier's ^rave. 
3 p For 
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For hard and painful h his lot ; 

Let dangers come, he braves them all : 

Valiant, perhaps to be Forgot, 

Or undiftingurhYd doom'd to fall. 

Yet wrapt in con fc ions worth fccure, 
The world, that now forgets his toil, 
He views from a retreat obfcure, 
And quits it with a willing imile. 

Then, traveler, one kind drop bellow. 
'Twere graceful pity, nobly brave ; 
Nought ever taught the heart to glow 
Like the tear that bedews a foldier's grave. 



§ 14.5. By the fame. 

What though from Venus Cupid fprung, 
No attribute divine 
(Whatever the bawlingbards have fung) 
Had he, his bow till Bacchus ftrung, 

And dipt his darts in wine : 
Till old Silenus plung'd the boy 

In neftar from the vine, 
Then love, that was before a toy, 
Became the iburce of mortal joy ; 
The urchin (hook his dewy wings, 
And carelefs^eveird cjowns and kings, 

Such power has mighty wine ! 
When Thcfeus on the nakM more 

Fair Ariadne left, 
D'ye think Hie did her fate deplore, 
Or her fine locks or boibm tore, 

Like one of hope bereft ? 
Not me, indeed. Her fleeting love 

From mortal turns divine \ 
And as gay Bacchus* tigers move, 
His car alcends amid ft a grove 
Of vines, furro'unded by a throng, 
Who lead the jolly pair along, 

Almoft half gone with wine. 
Ma'am Helen lov'd the Phrygian boy, 

'He thought her all his own : 
But hotted love will foonett cloy, 
He ne'er bad her brought lafe to Troy 
But for the wife of Thone. 

She, merry goffip, mix'd a cup 

Of tipple, right divine, 
To keep love's flagging lpirits up, 
And Helen drank^it every.fup , 
This liquor is 'mongft learned elves 
Nepenthe call'd j but, 'twixt ourielves, 

' Twns nothing more than wine. 

Of Lethe, and its flpw'ry brink, , 

Let mufty poets prate, 
Where thirity fouls are laid to drink, 
That never they again may think . 

Upon their former Rate. 
What is there in \\\\% foulleis lofs, 

I pray you, fo divine ! 
Grief finds, the .palace and *' cot, 
Which, for a time, were wellTbrgot ; 



Come here then, in our Lethe (hare, 
The true obli\ ion of your care 
Is only found in wine. 



§ 14.6. By the fame. 

Isaii/d from the Downs in the Nancy, 
My jib! how (he fmack'd through the breeze! 
She % s a veilel as tight to my fancy 

As ever lail'd on the fait feas. 
So adieu to .the white cliffs of Britain, 

Our girls, and our dear native (hore 5 
For, if iome hard rock we Ihould fplit on, 
We (hall never fee them any more. 

But failors were born for all weathers, 
Great guns let it blow high blow low, 

Our duty keeps us to our tethers, 
, And where the gale drives we muff. go. 

When weenter'd the gut of Gibraltar, 
I verily thought ihe'd have funk \ 

For the wind fo began for to alter, 
She yaw'd juft as tho' fhe was drunk. 

The fqual! tore the mairi-iail'to fhivers, 
Helm a-weathrr, the hoarfe boatfwain criei j 

Brace the fore-iail athwart, fee, fhe quivers, 
As through the rough temped (he flies. 
But iailors, &c. 

The ftorm came on thicker and fatter, 

As black juft as pitch was the fky \ 
When truly a doleful dilafter 

Befel three poor Iailors and I. 
Hen Buntline, Sam Shrowd, and Dick Handfail, 

By a blalt that came furious and hard, 
Julf while we were furling the main-fail, 

Were ev'ry foul fwept from the yard. 
But iailors, Sec. 
Poor Bv°n, Sam, and Dick cried peccavi : 

As for I, at the rifle of my neck, 
While they funk down to old Davy, 

Caught a rope, and lb landed on deck. 

Well, what would you have ? — we were ftrandad, 

And out of a fine jolly crew 
Of three hundred that fail'd, never landed 

But I and I think twenty-two. 
But Iailors, &c. 

After thus we at fea ltffd mifcarried, 

Another guefs way fet the wind ; 
For to England I came, and got married 

To a lafs that was comely and kind. 

But whether for joy or vexation, 
We know not for what we are bom : 

Perhaps I may find a kind ftation, 
Pe/haps I may touch at Cape Horn. 
For a failor, &c. 



$ T4.7. By the fame. 
Y"ANKO he tell, and he tell no lie, 
* We near one pretty brook, 
Him flowing hair, him lovely eye, 
Sweetly on Orra look : 

Km 
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Him fee big world, fine warrior men, 

Grand cruel king love blood ; 
Great king ! but Yanko lay what den 

If he no honeft good ? * 
Virtue in foe be virtue ftill, 

Fine itone he found in mine : 
The fun one dale, as well one hill, 

Mal>e warm where'er him fhine. 
You broder him, him brotler you, 

So all the world fhould call ; 
For Nature fay, and me fay true, 

That men be broder all. 
If cruel man, like tiger grim, 

Come bold in third of bipod, 
Poo- man : — be noble— pity him, 

That he no honeft good : 

Virtue in foe be virtue ftill, 
Fine flone be found in mine ; 

The fun one dale, as well one hill, 
Make warm whene'er him ihine. 



§ 148. Yanko. By the fame 

pvEAR Yanko fay, and true he fay, 

All mankind, one and t'other, 
Negro, mulatto, and mahy, 

Through all the world be broder. 
In black, Ml yellow, what difgrae'e, 

That (caudal fo lie uie 'em ? 
For dere no virtue in de face, 

De virtue in de bciom. 

What harmdere in a fliape or make ? 

What harm in ugly feature? 
Whatever colour, Form, he take, 

The heart make human creature. 

Then black and copper both be friend, 
No colour he bring beauty ; , 

For beauty, Yanko lay, attend 
On him who do him duty. 
Dear Yanko lay, &c. 



§ 149- famt. 

Sure *ent the world a mafquerade, 
Wid fhrugs and queer grimaces, 
Where all mankind a roaring trade 

Drive underneath bare faces ? 
Pray, don t the lover, let me afk, 

Hid by a fafcine battery, 
Steal hearts away? and what's his mafk? 

Tu be fure it is not flattery. 
Then join the general mafquerade, 

That men and manners traces ; 
To be in re, the belt mafks dat are made 

For cheating 'ent bare faces. 
Weigh yonder lawyer — I'll be bail, 

So able are his. talents, 
The devil himfelf, in t'other fcale, 
Would qukkly kick the balance* 



BALLADS, Sec. 947 

See that f riar to a novice preach, 
1 To holinefs to win her, 
Their maiks dropt pff, what are they caca ? 

He a taef, and (he a iinner. 
To be fure they 'ent, &c. 
For her hufband fee yon widow cry, ' 

She'll never have another ; 
By my foul <he weeps'wid but one eye, 

For ihzs leering wid the other. 
Yon courtier, fee, who in a crack 

Will promife fifty places $ 
By my foul, his friends fcarce turn their back 

But he laughs before their faces. 
To be fure he don't, &c. 



§ 1 50. By the fame, 
r n\u$ life's a day's journey: we rife in the 
morn, 

The fun, trees, and flowers our profpecl adorn ; 
When perhaps we have fcarcely been fet out an 
hour, 

But flap we're o'ertaken, andfous'd in a mower. 

To (belter then quickly : and fee, now 'tis o'er, 
And in pretty go^d fpirits we fet out once more; 
Now up hill, now down, now even, and now 
We are cover'd with duft, and now popp'd in a 
llough.- 

Thus we jog on till dinner, now wet, and now 
dry, 

And now we've a low'ring, and now a clear fky; 
With the fire, the good landlord, the wine, and 

the cheer, 

Now ref rehVd, we fet forward to end our career. 

But the roads are uneven, we trip, are bemir'd, 
And jolted and joftled, and tumbled, and tir'd ; 
Yet we keep a good h ea i t , and ou r fpi r i ts are 1 igh t, 
In hopes we ihall meet with a good inn at night. 



$151. By the fame. 

Celia's an angel ; by her face 
The rofe and lily's fharned ; 
The trelfes of love's queen, for grace, 

With hers can ne*er be named. 
The Gods, cried one, that face with care 

Form'd in their belt of humours 1 
What pity 'tis both face and hair <> , 

Were bought at the perfumer's ! 

Celia hath fworn to love till death: 

For words fo full of blifs, . 
I could have long'd, but 'for her breath, 

To Ileal an ardent kifs. 
Rapture itfclf is poor and cold, 

To joy that (he di (covers : 
What pity fhe the fame has told 

To fifty other lovers ! 
Celia is young, behold her mien, 

Alert from top to toe ; 
My aunt fays, fhe was juit fifteen 

Some thirty years ago. 

3 V 2 Thus 
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Thus youth and beauty's bed delights 

Sweet Celia are adorning ; 
For (he a Venus is at nights, 

A Sybil in the morning. 



Let us all be unhappy together. By the 
fame. 

tie. bipeds made up of frail clay, 
Ahs ! are the children of forrow ; 
And, though brilk and merry to-day, 
We may all be unhappy to-morrow: 
For funfhine's fucceededby rain ; 
Then, fearful of life's ftormy weather, 
Left pleafure (hould only bring pain, 
Let us all be unhappy together. 

I grant the bed blefling we know 
Is a friend, for true friendfliip's a treafure j 
And yet, left your friend prove a foe, 
Oh tafte not the dangerous pleafure. 
Thus friendfliip's a flimfy affair, 
Thus riches and health are a bubble ; 
Thus there's nothing delightful but care, 
Nor any thing pleating but trouble. 

If a mortal would point out that life, 
Which on earth could be neareft to heaven, 
Let him, thanking his ftars, choofe a wife 
To whom truth and honour are given. 
But honour and truth arc fo rare, 
And horns, when they're cutting, fo tingle, 
That, with all my refpedt to the fair, 
Ld advife him to tigh, and live tingle, 
ltapjtars from thefe premifes plain, 
That wiidom is nothing but folly; 
Taat pleafure's a term that means pain, 
And that joy is your true melancholy : 

That all thofe who laugh ought to cry, 
That 'tis fine fritk and fnn to be grieving ; 
And that, tince we muft all of us die, 
We ihould taite no enjoyment while living. 

$ 153. Patrick O l Row. By the fame. 

Patrick Q'Rowis my name, 
My calling's the trade of a boxer^ 
I'm a devil of a fellow for fame, 

Why I'm bottom like any game cock, fir. 
Oh I tips 'em fo tight 
Left and right, 
And to blind 'cm io well I knows how : 
To the fpine of the back. I am blood; 
Ah, honey, 'twould do your heart good 
To be lather'd by Patrick O'Row. 
I prefently knocks down my men, 

Your fervant, fays I, pray call again : 
Then I clofe up their peepers, and then 
I with vdu good* night, Mr.Ga|aghan. 
Were alive Mailer Slack, 
On bis back 
I'd lay him as flat as he's now ; 

'Tis my walhing, mv lodging, and food, , 
Ah, honey, 't would do \ our heart good 
To be lather'd by Patrick O'Row. 
6 



There's Johnfon, and George, and Big Ben, 
Tlircebruifers that well can rally you, 

Tho 1 they thump'd the three Birmingham men, 
Says I, My lads, little I value you. 
Mendoza and Ward 
Can ftrike hard, 

And to ftop, and put in, well know how ; 

■ 'Nay, they Ye every taef of 'em blood, 
Yet, honey, *t would do them all good 

To be lather'd by Patrick O'Row. 

Wid a handful of fellows like thefe, 
Britannia, what glory I'd bring her to ! 

Let the Spaniards come on when they pleafe, 
Devil burn me we'd teach 'em a ting or two: 
Wid aphalairx of fills 
In our lifts, 

So nately we'd bodder their glow; 
We'd prefently try if they 're blood, 
Ah, honey, 't would do their pride good 

To be lather'd by Patrick O'Row. 

Come, all ye tight lads who would earn 

True fame, in a pofle gather ye ; 
How your country you'd ferve, would ye learn, 

Juft only come here till I lather you : 
Oh, I'll make you fo tight 
Left and right, 
And each knock-mc-down-argument knew ; 

Come here then, and try if you 're blood ; 

Devil burn me, 't will do your hearts good 
To be lather'd by Patrick O'Row. 



§ 1 54. *fhe Soldier's Adieu. . By the fame. 

A di eu, adieu, my only life ! 

My honour calls me from thee ; 
Reniember thou ?rt a loldier's wife, 
Thole tears but ill become thee. 

What though by duty I amcall'd 

Whtre thund'ring cannons rattle, 
Where valour's felf might ftand appall'd, 
When on the wings of thy dear love 
To heaven above 
Thy fervent orifons are flown, 
The tender prayer 
Thou putt'ft up there 
Shall call a guardian angel down, 
To watch me in the battle 

My fafcty thy fair truth (hall be, 
As Iword and buckler fcrving ; 

My life mall be more dear to me, 
Betaule of thy preserving. 

Let peril come, let horror threat, 
Let thund'ring cannons rattle, 
I'll fearlefs leek the conflict's lie :.r, 

Aflured when on the wings of lore, 

To heavtn ;>bove, &c. 

Enoupb. With that benignant fmile 
Some kindred god infpir'd thee;. 

Who knew thy bofom \ oid of guile, 
Vyho wonjtr'd, and adnm'd thee: 



I go 
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I go allured, my life, adieu ; 

Though thund 1 ring cannons rattle, 

Though murdering carnage ftalk in view, 
When on the wings of thy true love 
To heaven ahove, fcc. « 



§ 155. By the fame. 

npHE fun's delcending in the wave, 

I go, I go, my fate to brave : 
Ghoftsofdead Yncas, now appear, 

Shriek as ye come 

Cold from the tomb, 
And fee if Moniaco knows to fear. 

Oh Sun, my fire, 

Lend me all thy noble lire: 

J Ilia. Moniaco to thy tomb, 

Oh Atabalipa foon (hall come; 

Cover me with Icars, 

Nought can controul 

The dauntlefs foul, 

That (hall live among its kindred ftars. 
What is 't to die? to leave this clay, 
And breathe in everlafting day, 
For robes celeftial lhake oif dull, 

Among the bleft 

From care to reft, 
And emulate the virtues of the juft : 

Then, Sun> my lire, 

Lend me all thy noble fire, 

Illia Moniaco, kc. 
Adieu, ye friends ! vain world, adieu ! 
Blil* is for me, but woe for youj 
While I, new born, lhall go tolind 

The upper heaven, 

You lhall be driven 
Like fcatter'd chaff before falfe fortune's wind. 

Now Sun, my fire, 

I feel, I feel thy noble fire ! 

f Ilia Moniaco, Sec. 



§ 156. By the fam,e, 

Hark the din of diftant war, 
How noble is the clangor ! 
Pale Death afcends his ebon car, > 

pad in terrific anger. 
A doubtful fate the foldier tries 
Who joins the gallant quarrel : 
Perhaps on the cold ground he lies, 
No wife, no friend, to clofe his eyes, 
Though nobly mourn'd, 
Perhaps, return 'd, 

He's crown'd with victory's laurel. 

How many, who, difdaining fear, 
Ru(h on the defperate duty, 

Shall claim the tribute of the teir 
That dims the eye of beauty ? 
A doubtf ul fate, Sec. 

^Vhat noble fate can fortune give ? 
Renown lhall tell our Itory 
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If we mould fall 5 but, if we live, 
We live our country's glory. 

'Tis true a doubtful fate, &c. 



§ 1 57. By the fame. 
OiNCB by cutting of trotes all our glories in- 
^ creafe, 

Ofwarletus fingjbecaufe why? it brings peace: 
Of hacking and hewing, in front and in rear, 
Of fome kilt by the 1 word, and fome dying thro' 
fear. 

Death alive! what fweet flaughtiing, and cut- 
ting, and Icars ! [wars ? 
Is it honour you'd leek, won't you go to the 
Where Death his long fycthe bathes in gore to 
the hilt, 

And whips head from Ihoulders fo clever, 
And where Ihould you have the good luck to 
be kilt, 

By my foul you'll be living forever! 
The army's drawn out, the confulion's begun, 
While our arm. fhine 16 bright that they dazzle 
the kin ; 

Oh the glorious light ! but the beft of the joke, 
The devil a foul are we feeing butlmoke. 
Death alive ! &c. 

Like a Will-o'-the-wifp, while our bo bms it 
fires, 

See glory lead on, over bulhes and briars ; [ball, 
Paft>, begone, hiccius doxius, juft like cup and 
Now 'tis here, and now there, and now no 

where at all. 
Death alive ! &c. 
That war is delightful then who can deny ? 
To be living for ever, ah ! who would not die? 
Your fame's up from the moment it puts you 

to bed, [head. 
And you grow a great man by the lofs of your 



§ 1 58. By the fame. 

I that once was a ploughman, a failoram now, 
No lark that aloft in the Iky; [plough, 
Pyer flutter'd his wings to give fpeed to the 
Was fo gay or fo carelefs as I : 

Rut my friend was a carfindo aboard aking'sfhipi 
And he ax'd me to go juft to lea for a trip j 

And he talk'd of fudl things, 

As if failors were kings, 
And fo tealing did keep, [the deep : 

That I left my poor plough, to go ploughing 

No longer the horn 

Caird me up in the morn, 
I trufttd to the carfindo and the inconftant wind, 
That made me for to go and leave my dear behind 

T did not much like to be aboard a-lhip ; 

When in danger there's no dc %c to creep out 5 
I like the jolly tars, I like bumbo and nip, 

But I did nut like rocking about; 
3 P 1 By 
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By and by comes a hnnicane, T did not like | Duetted by the fife and drum, i 
Next a battle, that many a Tailor laid flat ;[that 5 To where the work of death was doing ; 



Ah, cried I, who would roam 
That like me had a home, 
When Td low, and I\i reap, [deep: 
Ere T left my poor plough to go ploughing the 
Where fweetlv the horn 
CalPd mc up in the morn, [wind, 
Ere I trufted the carrlndo and the inconttant 
That made me for to go and leave my dear be- 
hind. 

At laft fafe I landed, and in a whole fkin, 

Nor did I make any loi>g ftay, [kin, 
Ere I found by a friend, whom I ax'd for my 

Father dead, and my wife run away : 
Oh who but thyfelf, laid I, haft thou "to blame ? 
Wives loling their hulbands, oft lofe their good 

Ah why did I roam, [name. 

When to happy at home, 
I could fow, and could reap, [deep 5 

Ere I left my poor plough, to go ploughing the 

When lb fweetlv the horn 

CalPd me up in the morn— [wind, 
Curfe light upon the carfindo and the inconttant 
That made me for to go and leave my dear be- 
hind. 

Why if that be thecafe,faid this very fame friend 
And you ben't no more minded to roam, 

Gis a make by the fill:, all your care's nt an end, 
Dad's alive, and your wife fafe ar home ! 

Stark (taring with joy, I leap'd out of my Ikin, 
JJuis'd my wif e, mother, filter, and all of my 

Now, cried I, let them roam [kin j 

Who want a good home , 
I am well, lb I'll keep, [deep s 

Kor again leave my plough, to go plouging the 

Once more mall the horn 

Call mc lip in the morn, [wind. 
Nor mall any damrf d corfindo,nor the inconflant 
E'er tempt me for to go and leave my dear be- 
hind. 



§ 159. By the fame. 
pooR Peggy lov'd a loldier lad 
w More, far more than tongue can tell ye j 

Yet was" her tender bofom lad 
Whene'er Ihc heard the loud reveillcr. 

The fifes were fcreech-owls to her ears, 
The drums like thunder ieem'd to rattle $ 

Ah, too prophetic were her fears, 
They calPd him from her arms to battle. 

There wonders he againtt-the foe 
Performed, and was with laurels crown 'd ; 

Vain pomp ! for foon death laid him low, 
On the cold ground. 

Her heart all love, her foul all truth, 
That none her fears or fiig'rt difcover, 

Poor Peg, .'• uife a comely youth, 
Followed to tne field her love. . 



Where of brave hearts the time was come, 
Who, feeking honour, grafp at ruin: 

Her very foul was chill M with woe, 
New horror came in every found, 

And whilper'd, death had laid him low 
On the cold ground. 

With mute affliction "as (he flood, 
While her woman's fears confound her, 

Willi terror all her foul fubdued, 
A mourning train came thronging round her. 

The plaintive fife, and muffled drum, 
The martial obfequies difcover j 

His name Ihe heard, and cried, I come, 
Faithful to meet my murder'd lover ! 

Then heart-rent by a figh of wee, 
Fell, to the grief of all around, 

Where death had laid her lover low, 
On the cold ground ! 



§ 1 6c. By ike fame. 

yn hen I comes to town with a load of hay, 
* v Mean and lowly though I feem, 
I knows pretty well how they figures away, 

While I whittles and drives my team : 
Your natty fparks, and rlalhy dames, 

How 1 do love to queer! 
I runs my rigs, 
And [»atteih,and gigs, 
And plays a hundred comical games 

To all that I comes near : 

Then in a pet 
To hear them fret, 
A-mobbing away they go-^- 
(" The icoundi el delerves to be horfe-whipt/') 
' Who, mc, ma'am ?— 
Wo, Bafl, wo!' 
So to mind em I ne'er fcem, 
But whittles and drives my team ! 

So as I fcems thinking of nothing at all, 

And driving as fait as I can, 
I pins a queeAhing againft the wall, 

Half a monkey, and half a man I 
The mob came round him to put up his blood, 

While he's trembling from top to toe j 
My whip it gees ipank, 

I tips Ball on the flank, 

Ball plunges, and paints him all over with mud, 
Queers his (lockings, and fpoils the beau 1 

Then the fweet pretty dear, 

Ah could you but hear, 
("Odds curfe you, 111 make you know, you 

II infernal villain L M 

' Lord blefs your baby face, I would not hurt 
1 your fpindle lhanks for the world ' ) 
Wo, Ball, wo ! 
So to mind 'em I ne'er feem; 
But whittles and drives my team. 

And 
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And Co I gets the fined fun 

And frifk that ever you faw ; 
Of all I meets I can queer ev.'ry one 

But your gem men of the law; 
Though they can icarcely put me down, 
Says I, to their courts when 1 m led,- 
Where their tails of a pig 
They hide with a wig, 
How many ways in London town 
They dreiles a calf's head ! 

Then every dunce 

To hear open at once, 
Like mill-clacks their clappers go, 
(" Oh that 's the fellow I law grinning -through 

■ the horle-collarin *he country." ( 
«I fancy you're the fellow I law grinning 

* through the pillory in London!') 

Wo, Ball, wo ! 
So to mind 'em I ne'er feem; 
But whittles and drives my team. 



$ x6i. Song. ; Stephens. 

Once the Gods of the Greeks, at ambrofial 
feall, 

Large howls of rich nectar were quailing, 
Merry Momus among them appear'das agueft, 
Homer lays the ceieitials love laughing. 

This happen'd 'fore Chaos was fix'd into form, 

While nature diibrderly lay; 
While elements adverie engender'd the ftorra, 

And uproar ernbroil'd the loud fray. 

Onev'ry Olympic the hu-nourift droll'd, 
So none could his jokes dilapprovej 

He lung, repartee'd, and lbme odd ltories told, 
And at lalt thus began upon Jove: 

Sire, — Mark how yon matter is heaving below, 
Were it fettled 'twould pleafeall yourcourt; 

'Tis not wifdoin to let it lie ufeleis you know ; 
Pray people it, juft for our fport. 

Jove nodded alfent, all Oiympus bow'd down, 

At his fiat creation took birth; 
The cloud-keeping deity fmil'd on his throne, 

Then announe'd the production was earth. 

To honour their fov'reign each god gave a boon, 
Apollo prefented it light; 



The goddefs of child-bed difpatchM uj a moon 
Tw iilver the ihadow or night. 

The queen of loft wifhcs,foul Vulcan's fair bride, 
Leer'd wanton on her man of war; [guide 

Saying, As tothele earth-folks, I'll give them* 
bo ihe iparkled the morn and eve ltar. 

From her cloud, all in fpirits, the goddefs up 
ljprung, 

^In ellipils each planet advanced 
The tune of the lpheres the Nine Sifters fung, 
As round .Terra Nova they dane'd. 

Even Joye himfelf cou'd not infenfible (land, 
Bid Saturn his girdle faft bind i [hmd. 

The expounder of fate grafp'd the globe in his 
And lauglfd at thole mites caU'd mankind. 

From the hand of great Jove into fpace it was 
hurl'd, v 

He was charm'd with the roll of the ball. 
Bid his daughter Attraction take charge of the 

And me hung it up high in his hall, [world, 

Mil's, pleas'd with the prelent reviewed the globe 
round, 

Saw with rapture hills, valiies, and plains; 
The felf-balanc'd orb in an atmofphere bound, 
Prolific by funs, dews, and rains. 

With filver, gold, jewels, (he India endow'd, 
France and Spain Ihe taught vineyards to rear, 

What was fit for each clime on each clime fhebc- 
And freedom (he found nourilh'dhere.[ltow'd 

The blue-ey'd celeftial, Minerva the wile, 

Ineffably fmil'd on the fpot; 
My dear, fays plunVd Pallas, your laft: gift I prize, 

But, excufe me, onething is forgot. 

Licentioufnefs freedom's deftruclion may brin^ 
Unleis prudence prepares its defence; 

The god dels of fapience bid Iris take wing, 
And on Britons beiL/w'd common-lenfe. 

Four cardinal virtues Qie left in this ifle, 
As guardians tocherilh the root ; 

The blolfoms of liberty gaily 'gan fmile, 
And Englishmen fed on the fruit. 

Thus fed, and thus bred, by a bounty fo rare, 
Oh preferve it as pure as 'twas giv'n ; 

We will while we've breath, nay we'll grafp it in 
And return it untainted to heaven, [death,, 
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§ i. Epilogue to A Woman killed with kindnefs. 
1617. 

AN honeft crew, difpofed to be merry, 
Came to a tavern by, and called for wine: 
The drawer brought it (fmiling like a cberry), 
And told them it was pleafant, neat, and fine. 
T.i He it, quoth one; he did : O, fie ! (quoth 
he) 

This wine was good ; now t runs too near 
the lee. 

Another fipp'd, to give the wine his due, 
And faid unto the reft it drank too flat; 
The third faid it was old-, the fourth, too new ; 
Nay, quoth the fifth,the marpnefs likes me not. 
Thus, gentlemen, you fee how in one hour 
The wine was new, old, flat, ftiarp, iweet, 
and four. 

Unto this wine do we allude our play; [grave 
Which fome will judge too trivial, fome too 

You, as our guefts, wc entertain this day, 
And bid you welcome to the beft we have. 
Excufe us then : good wine may be difgrae'd, 
When ev'ry fevVal mouth hath (undry tafte. 

4 a. . Prologue io the Unfortunate Lowers. Spoken 
at Black Fritirs, 164-3 • ' Daven a n t. 

WEre you but half fo humble to confefs, 
As you are wife to know your happinefs j 
Our author would not grieve to fee you lit 
Kuling with fuch unquellioird pow'r his wit : 
What would I give, that I could 'lUll preierve 
My loyalty to him, and yet deferv'e 
\our MiKt opinion by revealing now 
1 he caufc or that gaal ftoim which clouds his 
brow, 

And his clofe murmurs, which fince meant to 
J cannot tiling or mannerly or true ! [you, 
Wtll j l begin to be reiclv d, and let 
My melancholic tragic Monficw fret; 
Jxt him the kv'ral harmleis weapons ufe 
Of that alMaring trifle, calPd his Mule. 
Yet I Ml inform you, what this very day, 
Twice before witnels I have heard him fay, 
Which i«, that you are grown exceflive proud ; . 
For ten tijnes more of wit, than was allow'd 
Your filly anccflors in twenty year, [here: 
Y' expect ihould in two hours be given you 
For they, he fwcars, to tir theatre would come, 
J>e they had din'd to take up the heft room ; 
Theft lit on benches, not adorn'd with mats, 



Laugh'd at a clinch, the fhadow of a jest, 
And cry'd « A pafling good one I proteft !* 
Such dull and humble-witted people were 
Even your forefathers, whom we govern'd here; 
And (uc'i had you been too, he fwcars, had not 
The poets taught you how to unweave a plot, 
And trace the winding fcenes ; taught you t' ad- 
mit [wit. 
What was true fenfe, not what did found like 
Thus they have arm'd you 'gainft themfelves 
to fight. [write. 
Made ftrong and mifchicvous from what they 
You have been lately highly feafted here, 
With two great wits *, that grae'd our theatre. 
But, if to feed you often with delight, 
Will more corrupt, than mend, yourappetite j 
He vows to ufe you, which he much abhors, 
As others did your homely anceftors. 



§ 3. Epilogue to The Cutter cf Coleman-JIreef, 
fpoken by the Per fin ivho aeledCutHr. 1656. 

Cowley. 

A rethinks a vilion bids me filence break, 

iV A f Without kis peruke. 

And fome words to this congregation fpeak' j 

So great and gay a one I ne'er did meet 

At the fifth monarch's court in Coleman-ftreet, 

But yet I wonder much, not to efpy a 

Brother in all this court, caUM Zephaniah. 

Blefs me ! what are we ? What may this place be? 

For I begin my vifionnow to- fee 

That this is a mere theatre — Well then, 

If 't be e'en fo, I Ml Cutter be again. 

[Puts on his peruke. 
Not Cutter the pretended cavalier;' 
For, to confcf < ? ingenuoufly here 
To you, who always of that party were, 
I never was of any; up and down 
I roll'd, a very rake-hell of this town. 
But now my follies and my faults are ended, 
My fortune and niy> mind are both amended ; 
And if we may believe one who has fail'd before, 
Our author lays he '11 mend — that is, he'll write 
no more. 



§ 4. Prologue to Nero. 1675. Lee. 
/^ood plays, and perfect fenle, as fcarce are 

grown 

As civil women in this d d lewd town ; 

.:d gratioully did veil their bigh-crown\l hats I Plain fenfe is del'picable as plain clothes, 

As Knglifh hats, bone-lace, or woollen hofe. 
'Tis your brilk fool that is your man of note; 
Yonder he goes, in the embroidered coat : 
Such wenching eyes, and hands lo pi one to ruflle, 
The genteel fling, the trip, and modifh (huiRe ; 
Salt loul and flame, as gay as any prince; 
Thus tags and iilki make up ) our men of fenfe- 

* Beaumont and Fletcher. 
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To every hali-dreis\A player, as lie It ill 
Tnro' th' hangings peep d to fee how the houie 
did fill. 

Good cafy judging fouls ! with what delight 
I hey would expect a jig or target fight ; 
Aiurioustalcof Troy, which they ne'er thought 
\w> weakly vw.iten, lb 'twere Itrongly fought j 
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I 'm told that fome are prefent here to-day } 
Who, ere they fee, refolve to damn this play, > 
So much would intereft with ill-nature fway. J 
But, ladies, you, we hope, will prove more civil, 
And charm thefe wits that damn beyond the de- 
Then let each critic here all hell inherit, [vil ; 
You have attractions that can lay a fpirit. 
A blondy fatal play you Ml lee to-night, 
I vow to God, 't has put me in a fright. 
The meanelt waiter huffs, looks big, and ftruts, 
Gives breaft a blow, then hand on hilt he puts. 
Tis a fine age, a tearing thund ring age, 
Pray heaven this thundering does not crack the 
ftage: 

This play I like not now 

And yet, for aught I know, it maybe good, 

But Hill I hate this fighting, wounds, and blood. 

Why, what the devil have I to do with honour ? 

Let heroes court her; I cry, Pox upon her I 

All tragedies, i'gad, to me found oddly, 

I can no more be ferious, than you godly. 



H 



§ 5. Epilogue to Tyrannic): Love; fpoken by 
NellGwyn, when Jbe <was to be carried off dead 
by tke Bearers. 1672. . Dryden. 
T ? the Bearer. 
old ! are you mad, youdamn'd confounded 
tlog ? 

I am to rile, and fpeak the epilogue. 

T 9 the Audience. 
I come, kind gentlemen, ftrange news to tell ye ; 
I am the ghoft of poor departed Nelly. _ 
Sweet ladies, be not frighted, I Ml be civil : 
I m what I was,a little harmlefs devil ; 
For, after death, we fprites have juit fuch na- 
tures 

We bad, for all the world, when human crea- 
And therefore I, that was an adtrefshere, [tures: 
Kay all my tricks in hell, a goblin there. # 
Gallants, look to 't; you lay there are no ipntes;. 
But I Ml come dance about your beds at nights ; 
And 'faith you Ml be in a fweet kind ot taking, 
When I furprife you between feepand waking. 
To tell vou true, I walk, becaufe I die 
Out of my calling, in a tragedy. 

0 poet, damn d dull poet ! who could prove 
So (enleleU, to make Nelly die tor love ! > 
Nav what 's yet worfe, to kill me in my prime 
Of Rafter-term, in tart and cheelecake time ! 

1 Ml lit the fop ; for IM1 not one word fay, 
T' excule his godly out-of-fa(hion play 5 
A play which if you dare but ftvfce lit out, 
Yuu Ml all be fhuiderU and be thought devout. 
Buc farewel, gentlemen ; make hade to me ; 

I m tore erelong to have your company. 
As for my epitaph, when; I am gone, 
I Ml trult no poet, but w.lh-wnte my own. 
Here Nelly lies, who, tho' <he liv'd a pattern 1 
Vet died a princeis, acting in St. Cath nne t. 



§ 6. Prologue to Alcibiades\ 1675. Otwat- 
t^jever did rhymer greater hazards run, 

"Mongft us by your feverity undone : 
Tho"* we^jilas! to oblige ye have done molt, 'J 
And bought ye pleafures at our owniadcoft, > 
Yet all our bed endeavours have been loit. } 
So oft a flatefman laboring to be good, 
His honelty 's for treafon underftood ; 
Whillt lome falfe, flattering minion of the court 
Shall play the traitor, and be honoured for "t. 
To you, known judges of what's fenfe and wit, 
Our author iwears he gladly will fubmit: 
But there's a fort of things infeft the pit, 
That would be witty fpite of nature too, 
And to be thought fo, haunt and pelfer yon. 
Hither fometimes thole would-be-wits repair,^ 
In queft of you ; where if you don't appear, { 
Cries one — Pugh ! D — n me, what do we doi 
here? 5 
Straight up he ftarts, his garniture then puts 
fn order, lb he cccks, and out he ftruts 
To the cotfee-houfe, where he about him looks : 
Spies friend; cries, Jack — Ivebecn to-night at 

th' Duke's ; 
The filly rogues are all undone, my dear, 
Pgad ! not one of fenfe that I faw there. 
Thus to himfelf he 'd reputation gather 
Of wit, and good acquaintance, but has neither. 
Wit has indeed a If ranger b^en, of late j 
'Mongit its pretenders nought lb ftrange as that. 
Both houles too, fo long a fa ft have known, 
That coarieft nonfenfe goes moft glibly down. 
Thus though this trifler never wrote before, 
Yet faith he ventur'd on the common fcore: 
Since nonfenfe is fo generally allow'd, < 
He hopes that this may pals amongft the crow d. 



§ 7. Epilogue to Aurengzebe; 1676. Drypfv.-, 

A pretty talk! andfo I told the fool, [rule : 
Who needs would undertake to plcaie by 
He thought that if his characters were good, 
The fcenes entiie, and freed from noile and 
blood, 

The action great, yet circumfcrib'd by time, 
The words not fore % but Hiding into rhyme, 
The paeons rais'd and calm'd by juit degrees, 
As tides are fwell'd, and then retire tofeas; 
He thought in hinting thefe his bus'nefs done, 
Though he, perhaps, has fail'd in ev'ry one. 
Bur, alter all, a pcetmuft confefs, 
His art \ like pbyiic, but a happy guefs. 
Your pleafure on your fancy mult depend; 
The lady 's pleas'd, juft as ihe likes her friend. 
No long! no dance ! no lhow! he fears youMl iiy, 
You love all naked beauties, but a play. 
He much miftakes your methods to delight, ,-\ 
And, like the French, abhors our target fight; ( 
But thofe damn'd dogs can never be 1' thY 
rfcht J 
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True Englifh hate vour Monfieurs' paltry arts j 
For you are all filk-weavcrs * in your hearts. 
Bold Britons, at a brave bear-garden tray, 
Are rous'dj and, clausing itkks, ciy, Play, 

play, play! , 
Mean tune, your fribbling foreigner will ftare, 
And mutter to himielf, Ah, gens barbare ! 
And, 'gad, 'tis well he mutters, well for him; 
Our butchers elfe would tear him limb from 

limb. 

'Tis true, the time may come, your fons may be 
Infected with this French civility: 
But this in after-ages will be done; 
Our poet writes an hundred years too foon. 
This age comes on too flow, or he too faft; 
And early fprings are fubject to a- blaft ! 
Who would excel, when few can make a teft 
Betwixt indifferent writing and thebeft ? 
For favours cheap and common who would 
drive, 

Which, like abandon'd proftitutes, you give? 
Yet fcatter'd here and there I fome behold, 
Who can dilcern the tinfel from the gold ; 
To tliele he writes ; and, if by them allow'd, 
"Tis their perogative to rule the crowd ; 
For he more fears (like a prefuming man) 
Their votes who cannot judge, than theirs who 
can. 



§ 8. Epilogue to the firfl Part of The Rover, or 
ike Banijbid Cavaliers ; 1677, Mrs. Behn. 
he baniftYd cavaliers! a roving blade! 
7 . A popilh carnival ! a mafquerade ! 
The devil's in"t if" this will pleafe the nation, \ 
In thefe our blelled times of reformation, 
When conventicling is fo much in falhion. ) 
And yet 

That mutinous tribe lefs factions do beget, 
Than your continual differing in wit. 
Your judgment (as your palfion) *s a difeafe;") 
Nor Mufe, norMifs your appetite can pleafe; I 
You Ve grown as nice as queafy consciences. } 
Whole each convulfion, when the fpirit moves, 
Damns every thing that maggot di Approves. 
With canting rule you would the ftage refine, 
And to dull method all our fenfe confine. 
With th'infolence of commonwealths yon rule,) 
Where each gay fop, and politic brave fool, "> 
On monarch Wit invpofe without controul. } 
As for the laft who feldom kes a play, 
Unlefs it be the old Black-Friars way, 
Shaking his empty noddle o'er Bamboo, 
M- ( ries, Good faith, thefe plays will never do. 
Ah, Sir! in my young days, what lofty wit, 
\S h;it high (train'd fcenes of fighting there were 
writ ! 

Thefe are (light airy toys. But tell me, pray, " 
What 1ms theHoule of Commons done to-day? 
Then Ihews his politics, to let you fee ^ 
Of flate aifairs he 11 judge as notably 



A* lie can do of wit and poetry. 5 

• Alluding to the rivalry of the Spital-ficld* manufactures with thofe «f France 
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The younger fparks, who hither do refort, 
Cry 

Poxo' your gentle things! give us more fport 
Damme! 1 \mi lure 'twill never pleafe the court 
Such fops are never pleas'd, unlefs the play 
Be ftuff'd with fools, as briikand dull as they ; 
Such might the half-crown fpare, and in a glafs 
At home behold a more accomplifiyd afs ; 
Where they may fet their cravats, wigs, and faces, 
And praclife ail their buffoon' ry grimaces — 
See how this huff becomes— *th is damme ftare, \ 
Which they at home may acl,becaufe they dare j \ 
But muft with prudent caution do elltwhere. } 
O, that our Nokes, or Tony Lee, could fhew 
A fop but half ib much to th' life as you I 

§ 9. Epilogue to the Round- Heads, or The 
Good Old Caufe \ 1682. Spoken by Lady 
DeJbro\ Mrs. Behn. 

t^he vizor 's off, and now I dare appear 
. * High for the royal caufe, en ca valier -5 
Tho' once as true a Wig as molt of you, 
Could cant and lye, preach, and dillembletoo£ 
So far you drew me in; bat 'faith I'll be , 
Reveng'd on you, for thus debauching me : 
Some of your fftous cheats I 11 open lay, 
That lead your ignoramus flock aftray * % 
For, iince I cannot fight, I will not fail 
To exercile my talent — that 's to rail. 
Ye race of hypocrites, whofe cloak of zeal 
Covers the knave that cants for commonweal, 
AU laws, the church, and ltate to fc um brings* 
And impudently fets a rule on kings: 
Ruin, deftroy, all 's good that you decree, 
By your infallible prefbytery: 
Profperous at firft, in. ills you grew fovain, 
You thought to play the old game o'er again ; 
And thus the cheat was put up, 1 the nation, ^ 
Firft with long parliaments, next reformation, \ 
And now you hop'd to make a new invaiion : y 
And when you can't prevail by open force, 
To cunning tickling tricks you have recou 
And raife (edition forth, without remod 
" Confound thefe curled Tories," then they cry, 
-[In a prtadnng tone. 
" Thofe fools, thofe loyal pimps to monarchy, 
" Thofe that exclude the faints, yet ope the door 
" To introduce the Babylonian Whore 1 
" By (acred Oliver, the nation 's mad I » 
u Belov'd, 't was not fo when he was head: 
" But then, as I have faid it oft before ye, 
" A cavalier was but a type of Toiy. 
" The curs then durft not bark, but all the breed 
" Is much increased lince that good man is 
4 'dead: 

" Yet then they rail'd againft the Good Old 

" Caufe, 

w Rail'd foolifhly for loyalty and laws; 
M But when the laints hac) put them to a ftand, 
" Wc left them loyalty, and took their land; 
" Yea, and the pious work of reformation 
" Rewarded was with plunder, fequtilrajionV* 
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Thus cant the faithful ; nay, they're fo uncivil, 
To pray us harmlefs players to the devil. 
When this is all th' exception they can make, 
They damn us for our glorious maker's lake. 
But why " cr.i i n it us do you unjuilly arm ? 
Our fraall religion Aire can do no harm : 
Or if it do, fince that 's the only thing, 
We will reform, when you are true to th' king. 



Epilogue to the Lancajhirt Witches ; 1682. 
Sfcken by Mrs. Barry and Teague. 

Sh a Dwell. 

Mrs. Barry, \ Skilful miftrefs uies wondrous 
A art 

To keep a peevifh ci-a?.y lover's heart. 
H awkward limbs, forgetful of delights, 
Muft urg'd on by tricks and painful nights, 
Which the poor creature is content to bear, 
F ne m/ntuas and new petticoats to wear. 
And, Sirs, your lickly appetites to raife, 
The itarving players try a thoufand ways: 
Yon had a Spanilh Friar of intrigue, 
And now we have prefented you a Teague, 
Which with much coll from Ireland we have got: 
If he be dull, e'en hang him for the plot. 

Teague. Now have a care; for, by my (hours 
fhaulvaation. 
Dim vill offend a party in de nation. 

Mrs. Barry. They that are angry mud be 
very beads; , 
For all religions laugh at foolifh priefls. 

Teague. By Creefhr, I fwear, de poet has 
undone me; 
Some limple Tory will make beat upon me. 

Mrs. Barry. Good Proteftants, I hope you 
will not fee N 
A marty r made of our poor Tony Lee. 
Our popes and friars on one fide attend, 
And yet, alas ! the city 's not our friend : 
The city neither like us nor our wit ; 
They fay their wives learn ogling in the pit: 
Thry Ye from the boxes taught to make ad- 
vances, 

To anfwer flolen fighs and naughty glances. 
We virtuous ladies fome new ways mull feekj 
For all confpire our playing trade to break. 
If the bold poet freely mews his vein, 
In every place the fnarling fops complain. 
Of your grofs follies if you will not hear, 
With inorfenfive nonfenie you mult bear f 
You, like the hufband never (hal| receive 
Half the delight the fportful wife can give. 
A poet dares not whip this foolilh age ; 
You cannot bear the phyfic of the ltage. 



Yet no one man was meant, nor great, nor (mail , 
Our poets, like frank gamc^ers*, threw at all. 

They took no hngle aim 

But like bold boys, true to their prince, and 

hear'ty, 

Huzza'd, and nVd broad fides at the whole parry. 
Duels are crimes; but when the caufe is right, 
In battle, every man is bound to fight. 
lov what Aiould hinder me to led my Ikin J 
Dear as I could, if once my heart were in? > 
Se defendendo ntver was a iin. j 
'Tis a fine world, my matters — right or wrong, 
The Whigs mult talk, and Tories hold thei» 

tongue. 
They mull do all they can — 
But we, forfooth, mull bear a Chriftian mind, 
And fight like boys with one hand tied behind? 
Nay, and when one boy 's down 'twere wondrou* 

wife, 

To cry. Box fair, and give him time to rife. 
Whenfortunc favours,none but fools will dally:) 
Would any of you (parks, if Nan or Mally v 
Tipp'dyouth'invitingwink,ftand,thallImallP) 
A Trimmer, criec*. (that heard me tell the itory) 
Fie, Miilrefs Cook ! 'faith you're top rank a 

Tory ! - [cafes , 

Wifh not Whigs hang'd, but pity their hard 
You women love to fee men make wry faces. 
Pray, Sir, laid I, don't think me fuch a Jew 5" 
I fay no more, but give the devil his due. 
Lenitives, fays he, bell fuit with our condition. 
Jack Ketch, fhys I, 's an excellent phyiician. 
I Jove no blood — Nor, I Sir, as I breathe; 
But hanging is N a fine dry kind of death. 
We Trimmers are for holding all things even — 
Yes, juit like him that hung 'twixt hell and 

heaven. 

Have we not had men's lives enough already? — 
Yes, fure; but you Ye for holding all things 
fteady. 

Now, fince the weight hangs all on one fide, 
brother, 

You Trimmers fhould, to poize it, hang on the 
t'other. 

Damn'd neuters, in their middle way of fleering. 
Are neither filh nor flefh, nor good red-herring; 
Not Whigs nor Tories they, nor this nor that; 
Nor birds, nor beafts, hut jull a kind of bat ; 
A twilight animal, true to neither caufc, 
With Tory wings, but Whiggiih teeth and claws* 



(if. Epilogue to the Duke of Gu'/e, 1683 
Spoken by Mrs. Cook. D R y d e n .\ 

rvcu time and trouble this poor play has 
L coll ; 

And, 'faith, I doubted once the caufc was loft. 



§ 12. Prologue to the Emperor cf the Mcon- 7 
1675. Spoken by Mr. Jcvtrn. Mrs. Bum. 
T ong, and at vail expence, th' induflrious 
ftage 

Has drove to pleafe a dull ungrateful age: 
With heroes and with gods we firft began, 
And thundcr'd to y<\u in heroic Statins 
Some dying love-lick queen each night you 
enjoy M, 

And with magnificence at lafl were cloy'd: 



This play was written jointly by Drydenand Lee. 
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Ourdrtims and trumpets frighted all the women; 
Our fighting i'car'd the beaux and billet-doux 
So Spark, in an intrigue of quality, [men. 
Grows weary of his fplendid drudgery; 
Hates the fatigue, and cries, A pox upon her ! 
What a damn'd buftle 's here, with love and 
honour ! 

In humble comedy we next appear, 
No fop, or cuckold, but, ilap-daih, we had him 
here ; 

Wefhew'd ye all ; but you, malfcious grown, 
Friends' vices to expofe, and hide your own, > 
Cry, Damn it— this is fuch or fuch a one !' / 
Yetnettled,Plague! what doesthisfcribblermean, 
With his damn'd characters, and plots obfeene > 
No woman without vizard in the nation 

Gan fee it twice, and keep her reputation 

That 's certain, forgetting 

That he himfelf, in every grofs lampoon, 
Her lewder ft crcts fpread about the town ; 
Whillt theirfciim'd nicenefs is but cautious fear. 



Their own intrigues mould be unravell'd here. 

Our next recourfe was dwindling down to 
Then, Zounds — what ftutf is here ! Is {farce, 

wit fo fcarce ? 
Well, gentlemen, fince none of thefe has fped, 
Gad we have bought a lhare in the fpcaking head, 
^o there you 'rl lave a fice, 
Von love good hulbandry in^ll but vice. * 
The head ri/es upon a tivijted poft y on a hench 
from under the fiage. After Jevern /peaks 
to its mouth. 

Stenfor. O!— O !— O! 

\Afte* this it fm%s Sawny, laughs, cries God hlefs 

the king, in order. 

Stentor an fiver j 9 
Speak louder Jevern, if you'd have me repeat ; I 
Plague of this rogue, he will betray the cheat. 

[He /peaks to her, it anfwers indireclly. 

— Hum There ""tis again \ 

Pox of your ec ho with a northern ftrain. 
Well — this will be but a nine days wonder too ; 
There \s nothing lading but the puppet-ihew. 
What lady's heart fo hard, but it would move, 
To hear Philander and Irene's love ? 
Thofe tillers too, the fcandalous wits do fty, 
Two namelefs keeping beaux have made lb gay ; 
hux thofe amours are perfect fympathy, 
Their gallants being as mere machines as they. 
O ! how the city wife, with her own ninny, 
Is charm'd with, Come into my coach, Mifs 
Jenny! 

But Overturning Fribble cries Adzigs, 

The joggling rogue has murder'd all his kids. 
The lAen of war cry, Pox on 't ! this is dull j 
We 're for rough iports — dog Hector, and the 
bull. 

Thus each, in his degree, diverfion finds, 
Your fports aie fuittd to your mighty minds ; 
Wlultlionmch judgment in your choice youfhew, 
The puppets have more fenft than lome of you. 

* The fie^e of the city of Cork 



EXTRACTS, Book IV. 

§ 13. Prologue to The Mijiakes, a Play wr 
hy Jofeph Harris, comedian , 1 6 90. Dk.Y0£N. 

Enter Mr. Bright. 
Pentlemen, we mull: beg your pardon; 
V* here 's no prologue to-.be had to-day ; our 
new play h like to come on without a fro.itif- 
piece; as bald as one of you young beaux, 
without your periwig. I left our young poet 
fni veiling and lobbing behind the fcenes, and 
curling loinebody that has deceived him. 

Enter Mr. Boiven. 
Hold your prating to the audience ; here is 
honeft Mr. Williams juit come in, half mellow, 
from the Rofe-Tavern. He fwears he is in- 
fpired with claret, and will come on, and that 
extempore too, either with a prorogue of his 
own, or form-thing like one. O here he comes 
to his trial, at all adventures: for my part I 
wi(h him a good deliverance. 

[Exeunt Mr. Bright and Mr. Bowen. 
Enter Mr. Williams. 
Save ye, Sirs, five ye ! I'm in a hopeful way,-* 
I fliould fpeak fomething, in rhyme, now, for / 
the play : r 
But the deuce take me if I know what to fay. J 
IU Hick to my friend the author,that I can tell ye, 
To the lalt drop of claret in my belly. 
So far I *m , fure 'tis rhyme — that needs no 
granting : [are wanting. 

And, if my verfesfeet (tumble — you fee my own 
Our young poet has broughta piece of work, 
In which tho' much of art there does not lurk, / 
It may hold out three days—and that 's as I 
long as Cork *. J 
But for this play — (which 'till I have done, we 
mew not) 

What may be its fortune — by the Lord — I know 
I his I dare fwear, no malice here is writ : [not. 
'Tis innocent of all things — even of wit. 
He 's no high-flyer — he makes no (ky-rockets, 
His fquibs are only levell'd at your pockets. 
And if his crackers 'light among your pelf", 
Ye are blown up ; if not, then he 's blown up. 



himfelf. 

By this timeT 'm fomething recover'd of my 

fluttered madnefs : 
And now, a word or two, in fober fadnefs. 
Ours is a common plays and you pay down 
A common harlot's price— -jult half a crown. 
You 'il fay,I play the pimp on my friend *6 fcore; \ 
But fmce 'tis for a friend, your gibes give o'er: I 
For many a mother has done tint before. S 
How 's this ? you cry: an actor write !— we know 
But Shakfpeare was an actor and a poet. [it 5 
Has not great Jonlbn's learning ofren fail'd, 
WhiltShakfpeare's greatergeniusftill prevail'ci? 
Have not lome writing actors, in this age, 
Dderv'd and found fuccei's upon the ltage ? 
To tell the truth, when our oh! wits are tir'd 
Not one of us but means to be infpir'd. 



Let 
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Let 

Peace 
So much 



Arthur, an 
Bracegirdle^ 

Dm 



gmces are to feafts) # 
g from their guefts. 
iants we come ! 
A. play makes war, and prologue is the dram. 



yourkindprefencegraceourbomelycheerQl Grave, folemn things (as gtt 
cc and the butt, is all our bus'nefs here * J j Where poets begg'd a blerting 
audi for that— and thedevil take fmall beer .) But now no more like fupplis 

A play makes war, and prolog 
Opera Arm'd with keen (atire, and with pointed wit, 1 
, in the We threaten you, who do for judge? lit, > 
R.YOEN. To fave our plays; or el fe we'll damn your pit- S 



§ 14. Epilogue to King 
1 691. Spoken by Mrs. 
Character of Emetine. 

I've had to-day a dozen billet-doux, 
From fops, and wits, and cits, and Bow-ftreet 
beaux : 

Some from Whitehall, but from the Temple 
itiore, 

A Covcnt Garden porter brought me four. 
I have not yet read all ; but, without feigning, 
We maids can make (hrewd gueifcs at your 
, meaning. 

What if, tomewyourftyles, I read them here 
Methinks I hear one cry, " O Lord 
" No, Madam, no; by Heaven that 
Well then, be fafe 



hem here ? "J 
i, forbear! I 
at's too fe'- 1 
[vere." J 
1 writ--w 

is aad J 



But fwcar henceforward to renounce all writ- 

And tak/this folemn oath of my inditi 
« As yoti love eafe, and hate campaigns 
fighting." 

Yet, 'faith, 'tis juft to make fome few examples : 
What if I fhew'd you one or two for famples? 
Here's one deiires my ladyfliip to meet 

[Pulls out one. 
At the kind couch above, in Bridges ftreet. 
O fliarping knave! that would have you know 
For a poor fneaking treat of chocolate, [what, 
Now, in the name of luck, I '11 break this open, 

IP nils out another. 
Becaufe I dreamt laft night I had a token j 
The fuperfcription is exceeding pretty, 
" To the delire of all the town and city." 
Now, gallants, you mult know, this precious fop 
Is foreman of a haberdaiher's (hop ; 
One who devoutly cheats, demure in carnage, 
And courts me to the holy bands of marriage: 
But with a civil inuendo coo, 
My overplus of love (hall be for you. 

"Madam, I fwear, your looks are fo divine, 
" When I let up your face (hall be my fign. 
« Tho' times are hard, to (hew how I adore you, 
H Here' s my whole heart , and hair a guinea foryou. 
• But have a care of beaux; they re talie, my 

" honey ; ~ f 

« And, which is worfe, have not one rag ot 

* money 

See how malicioufly the rogtie would wrong 
But I know betterthings of fome among ye. [ye: 
My wifeft way will be to keep the (tage, 
And truft to the good-nature of the age; 
And he that likes the rnttfic and the play, 
Shall be my favourite gallant to-day. 



But, for your comfort, it falls out to-day, 
We've a young author, and his firlt-born play: 
So, (landing only on his good behaviour, 
He 's very civil, and entreats your favour. 
Not but the man has malice, would he fhew it :-\ 
But, on, my confeience, he's a bafhful poet; f 
You think that (Irange — no matter; he'll? 

outgrow it, J 
Well, I'm his 1 advocate — by me he prays you, * 
(I don't know whether I ihall fpeak to pleafe 
you) 

He prays — O blefs me ! what (hall I do now ? 
Hang me if I know what he prays, or howl 
And 'twas the prettieft prologue as he wroteits 
Well, the deuce take me if I han't forgot it. 

0 Lord ! for Heaven's fake excufe the play, j 
Becaufe, you know, if it be damn'd to-day, > 

1 (hall be hang'd for wanting what to fay. 5 
For my fake then — but I 'm in fuch confulloii, 
I cannot ftay to hear your refolutipn. 

[Runs off. 
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Prologue to the Old Bachelor ; 1693. 

CONGREVE 



Tjow this vile world is chang'd! In former 
ti davs a < \ \ 

Prologues were ferious fpeeches before plays ; 



\ 16. Prologue, fpoken by Lord Buckhurfl, at 
We ftminjler School, at a reprefentatiou of Mr. 
Dry den's Cleomenes, the Spartan Hero, at 
Cbrifmas, 1695. Priojl. , 

Pish! Lord, I wi(h this prologue was but 
Greek, . 

Then young Cleonidas would boldly fpeak: 
But can Lord Burkhurft in poor Englifli lay. 
Gentle fpe&etors, pray excufe the play ? - 
No, witnefs all ye gods of antient Greece, 
Rather than condelcend to terms like thele, 
I 'd go to School fix hours 011 C h rift mas <i*y, 
Or conftrue Perfius while my comrades play. 
Such work by hireling actors (hould l>e done, 
Who tremble when they fee a critic frown, 
Poor rogues, that fmart like fencers for their 
bread, 

And if they are not wounded are not fed. 
But, Sirs, our labour has more noble ends, 
We acl our tragedy to fee our friends: 
Our gen'rous (cenes are for pure love repeated. 
And if you aie nut pleas'd, at leaft you're 
treated. 

The candles and the clothes ourfelves we bought, 
Our tops neglected, and our balls forgot. 
To learn our parts we left our midnight bed, 
Vloft of you (nor'd whilft Cleomenes read: 
Not that from this conreifion we would fue 
Praife undelerVdj we know ourfelves and you: 
Refolv'd to ibnd or perim by our caufe, 
We neither cenfure fear, nor begaj 
For thole are Welhniniler and 
Yet if, we- fee fome judgment well inclin'd, 
To young defert and -rcAviu^ virtue kind, 

Jl 



our caufe, -\ 
egapplaufc, I 
Sparta's laws. 3 
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That critic by ten thoufand marks mould know, I No critic here will he provoke t flght ; 



That greatelt fouls to goodnefs only bow j 
And that your little hero does inherit 
Not Cleomenes' more than Dorlet's fpirit. 



§17. Prologue to the Royal Mij\bief, 1696. 

Prior. 

Ladies, to you with pleafure we Aibmit 
This early offspring of a virgin-wit. 
From your good-nature nought our authorefs 
fears : 

Sure you Ml indulge, if not the mufe, her years; 
Freely the praile me may deferve, bellow j 
Pardon, not cenfure, what you can't allow; 
Smile on the work, be to her merits kind, 
And to her faults N , whatever they are, be blind. 

Let critics follow rules; (he boldly writes 
What Nature dilates, and what Love indites. 
By no dull forms her queen and ladies move, 
But court their heroes, and agnize their love, 
Poor maid ! (he'd have (what e'en no wife would 
crave) 

A h 11 (band love his fpoufe beyond the grave \ 
And, from a fecond marriage to deter, 
Shews you what horrid things (lep-mothers are. 
Howe'er to conftancy the prize Jhe gives, 
And tho* the filter dies the brother lives. 
Blell with fuccefs, at lair he mounts a throne, 
Enjoys at once his mifrrefsand a Crown. 
Learn, ladies, then, from Li'iaraxa's fate, 
What grent rewards on virtuous lovers wait. 
Learn too,if Heaven and fatefhould ad verfe prove, 
(For fate and heaven don't always fmileon love) 
Learn with Zelinda to be ltiil the ftme, 
Nor quit your firlr for any fecond flame : 
Whatever fatc,^r death, or life, be given, 
Dare to be truepubmit the rell to Heaven. 



The day be theirs, he only begs his night* 
Pray pledge him now, fecund from nllabufe; 
Then name the health you love, let none refute. 



§ 18. Prologue to Love and a Bottle ; 1699. 

F'ARQUHAR. 

[Servant attending kviti a bottle of ivine. 

AS ftubborn atheilh, who difdain to pray, 
Repent, tho' late, upon their dying day; 
So in their pangs molt authors, rack'd with fears, 
Implore your mercy in our fuppliant pray Vs. 
But our new author has no caiiie maintained, 
Let him not lole what he has never gained: 
Love and a Bottle are his peaceful arms ; 
Ladies and gallants, have not thole ibme charms: 
For love, all mankind to the fair mult fue : 
And, Sirs, the bottle he preients to you. 
Health to t lie piny I toaft [brinks] — e'en let it pafs, 
Sure none fit here that will refufe their trials ! 
O there 's a damning foldier — let me think — 
He looks as he were iworn — to what ? To drink. 

[Drinks. 

Come on then ; foot to foot be boldly let, 
And our young author's new cominiflion wet. 
He and his bottle here attend their doom, 
From you the poet's Helicon mull: come; 
If he ha* any foes, to make amends, [friends ; 
He give* his fei vice [Dri/iks] — Sure you now are 



> » 

! 

n- 

France, 1 
<s fenfe, ( 
wrought \ 



$ 19. Prologue to the Con ft ant Couple ; 1700. 

Farquh aR. 

Poets will think nothing fochecks thei. fury, 
Aswits,cit ,be. x, md women for their jury. 
Ourfpark'shalr : ju tot-imkwhr.tmedley'scome, 
With blended j udgments, to pro nouncehisdoom. 
'Tis all falfe fear; for in a mingled pit, y 
Why, what your grave Dim thinks but dully * 
.writ, i 
His neighbour i'th' great wig may tak for wit.-/ 
Some authors court the few, the wife if any ; 
Our youth's content, if he can each the many, 
Wliogowith much like ends to chu: e bond play, 
Not to obferve what priefts or poets lay — 
No, no! your thoughts, like theirs, lie quite 

another way. 
The ladies lafe may frnile, for here's no flander, 
No lmut, no lewd-tongued beau, no double en- 
tendre. 

'Tis true, he has afpark juftcome from France, 
But then, fo far from beau — why be talk 
Likecoin,oftc irriedout,but — leldomb 

from thence. 
There's yet a gang to whom our fpark fubmits, 1 
Yourelbow-fhaking fool, that lives by 's wits, > 
That 's only witty tho\ juft as he lives, by fits : } 
Who, lion -like, through bailiffs fcours away,*\ 
Hunts, in the face of dinner, all the day, { 
At night with empty bowels grumbles o'er the{ 
play. 

And now the modifh 'p renr ice ne implores. 
Who, with his mailer's cam, flol'noutof doors 
Employs it on a brace of — honourable whores: ]_ 
While their good bulky mother pleased fits by,, 
Bawd-regent of the bubble gallery. 
Next to our mounted friends we humbly move," 
Who all your fide-box tricks are much above, ' 
And never fail to pay us with your love. 
A h, friends ! poor Dorfet Garden-houfe is gone j 
Our merry meetings there are all undone: 
Quite loll to us, lure for fome flrange mifdeeds, 
ThatftrongdogSampfon'spuirdito'erourheads, 
Snaps rope like thread j but when his fortune's 
told him, 

He'll hear perhaps of rope will one day hold him : 
At lead, I hope that our good natur'd town 
Will rind a way to pull his prices down. 

Well, that's all ! Now,gentlemen, for the play : 
On lecond thoughts, I *ve but two words to fay - r 
Such as it is, for your delight delign'd, 
Hear it, read, try, judge, -nd fpeak a: you find. 



by* 

3 



§20. Prologue to the lnconj\ant\ 1702. 

Farquhar, 

T ike hungry guefls a fitting audience looks: 
Plays are like (uppers; poets are the cooks. 
The founders you : the table is the place : 
The carvers we, the prologue is the grace : 

Each 
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Each a<$t a courfe; each fcene a different dim : 
Tho' we're in Lent, I doubt you're ft ill forflefh. 
Satire's the ^uce^u^h-reafonMjlharpvandrougln 
Kindmafksand beaux,I hopeyou'repepperproot, 
Wit is the wine; but 'tis To i'carce the true, 
Poets/Uke vintners, balderdafti and brew. 
Your furlyfcenes, where rant and bloodihed join, 
Are butcher's meat, a battle 's a iirloin: 
Your icenes of iove, fo flow i ng, loft, and chafte, 
Are water-gruel, without fait or talle. 
Bawdy's fit vcnilbn,which,tho' dale, can pleafe: 
Your rakes love baut -gouts, like your tbmn'd 

F rench chceie. 
Your rarity, for the fair gueft to gape on, 
Is your nice fqueaker, or Italian capon; 
Or your French virgin-pollet, garniuYd round. 
And drefs'd with lauce of fome — four hundanl 

pound. 

An opera, like an oglio, nicks the age; 
Farce is the hafty-pudding of the ftaget 
For when you're treated with indifferent cheer, 
You can difpence with (lender itage-coach fare. 
Apaftorarswhipt-crtam}ftagewhims,meretraIh; 
And tragi-comedy, half fifti and fleCh. 
But 
Thi 

Wild-fowl is lik'd in play 



it cornedy, that, that's the darling cheer; \ 
lis night, we hope,you'llan Inconlhnt bear: > 
r ild-fowl is lik'd in play-houfeall the ytrar. ) 
Yet fince each mind betrays a diff'ranttalle, ^ 
And ev'ry dim fcarce pleafes ev'ry guelt, J 
If aught you relilh, do not damn the reft. ) 
This favour crav'd, up let the mufic (hike: 
you're welcome ail — now fall to where you like. 

€21. Prologue on the profqfed Union of the Two 
Houfes; 1703. ' FARCtyHAR. 

NOW all the world's ta'en up with ftate af- 
fairs, 

Some wifliing peace, fome calling out for wars, 
'Tis likewife fit we fliould inform the age, 
What are the prefent politics o' th' ftage : 
Two diff'rent ftates, ambitious both, and bold, 
All free-born fouls, the New Houfe and the Old, 
Have long contended, and made irbut eiTays, 
Which iho'uld be monarch abiblute in plays. 
Long has the battle held with bloody ftrife, 
Where many ranting heroes loft their life j 
Yet fuch their enmity, that e'en th* (lain 
Do conquer death, rife up, and fight again. 
Whilit from the gallery, box, the pit, and all, 

The audience look'd,and mookitsawful head, 
WondVing to fee fo many thoufands fall, 

And then look'd pale to fee tff look fo red. 
For force of numbers, and poetic fpell, 
We've rais % d the ancient heroes too from hell, 
To lead our troops; and on this bloody field 
You'vefeengreatCxfarfight^^reatPompeyyield. 
Vaft fums of treafure too we did advance, 
To draw fome mercenary troops from France ; 
Ltght-footedi*ogues,who,whentheygottheirpay 3 
Took to their heels— Atlons— and ran away. 
Hereyouhave fcen greatPhilip'sconqu'nng fon, 
Who in twelve yearsdidthewholeworld o'er-run; 
Here has he fought, and found a harder job, 
To beat one play -houfe, than fubdue the globe; 



All this from emulation for the bays, 
You lik'd the conteft, and beltow'd your pn i fe. 
But now (as bufy heads love fomething new) 
They would propofe an Union — 0 mart dieu ! 
If it be fo, let Ca:lar hide his head, 
And fight no more for glory, but for bread. 
Let Alexander mourn, as once before, 
Becauie no worlds are left to conquer more. 
But if we may judge final! from greater things, V 
The prefent times maylhew what union brings, > 
You feel the danger of united kings. j 
If we grow one, then flav'ry muft enfue, 
To poets, players, and, my friends, to you. 
For, to one houfe confin'd, you then muft praile 
Both curled actors, and confounded plays. 
Then leave us as we are, and next advance 
Bravely to break the tie 'twixt Spain and Fiance. 

^22. Prologue to Love 's Contrivance 1703. 

Centlivr^. 

pOETs like mufh rooms rife and fall of late, 
* Or as th' uncertain favourites of ftate; 
Invention 's rack'd to pleafe both eye and ear, 
But no fcene takes without the moving playY: 
Daily we fee plays, pamphlets, libels, rhymes, 
Become the falling-iicknefs of the times; 
So fev'rim is the humour of the town. 
It furfeits of a play ere three days run. 
At Locket's, Browne's, and at Pontack's inquire 
What modilh kick-lhaws the nice beaux d^ lire, 
Whatfam'd ragouts, what new-invented jail id, 
Has belt pretentions to regale the palate. 
If we p relent you with a medley here, 
A hodge-podge dim ferv'd up in china 
We hope 'twill pleafe, 'caufe like your bills 
fare.- 

To pleafe you all we fhould attempt in vain \ 
In cliff' rent perfons dift' 'rent humours reign. 
The foldier's for the rattling fcenes of war, 
The peaceful beau hates Iheiding blood fo near. 
Courtiers in comedy place their chief delight, 
'Caufe love 's the proper bufinefs of the night. 



LV.. 

ware, f 
bills of t 



The clown for paft* ral his half-crown bellows. 
But t'other houfe by lad experience knowt 
This poliftYd town produces few of thofe. 
The merchant is for traffic ev'ry where, 
And values not the beft, but cheapeft ware. 
Since various humours are pleas'd various ways, 
A critic 's but a fool to judge of plays. 
Fool, did I fay? 'Tis difficult to know 
Who 'tis that *s fo indeed, or is not fo: 
If that be then a point fo hard to gain, 
Wit 's fure a moft profound unfathom'd main. 
He that fits judge, the trident ought to fway,") 
To know who's greateft fool or wit to-day, > 
The audience, or the author of the play. j 

§ 13. Epilogue to the Beau's Duel\ 1 703. 

Centlivre. 



You fee, gallants, 't has been our poets's 
To (hew what beaux in their perfecTioi 



scare, 
perfection are j 
By nature cowards, foolifh ; ufclefs tools, 
Made men by taylors, and by women, fools: 

Anckle, 
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A fickle, falfe, a Tinging, dancing crew, 
Nay, now we hear they 've fmiling-mafters too; 
Juit now a Frenchman, in the drefiing-room, 
From teaching of a beau 'to fmile was come. 
He fliew'd five guineas — Was n't he rarely paid ? 
Thus all the world by fmiles are once betray 'd. 
The ftatelman fmiles on them he would undo, 
The courtier's fmiles are very feldom true, 
The lover's fmiles too many do believe, 
And women fmile on them they would deceive. 
When tradefmen fmile, they fafely cheat with j 
And fmiling lawyers never fail of fees, [eafe; 
The doctor's look the patient's pains beguiles, 
The fick man lives if the phylkian fmiles: 
Thus fmiles with intercft band in hand do go, 
He fureil ftrikes, that fmiling gives the blow. 
Poets, with us, this proverb do defy, 
We live by fmiles, for if you frown we die. 
To pleafe you, then, (hall be our chief endeavour. 
And all we alk is but your fmiles for ever. 

[Going, 

Hold— I forgot — the author bid me fay, 
She humbly begs proteftion for her play: 
*Tis yours — (he dedicates it to you all, 
And you 're too gen'rous, fure, to let it fall ; 
She hopes the ladies will her caufe maintain, 
Since virtue Jiere has been her only aim. 
The beaux, fire thinks, won't fail to do her right, 
Since here they 're taught with fafety how tofight. 
She 's fure of favour from the men of war, 
A foldier is her darling character: 
To fear their murmurs then would be abfurd, 
They only mutiny when not preferr'd. 
But yet, I fee, me does your fury dread, 
And, like a pris'ner, Hands with fear half dead, 
While you, her judges, do her fentence give; 
If you 're not pleas'd, Hie fays, (he cannot live. 
Let my petition then for once prevail"; 
And let your gen'rous hands her pardon feal. 



But for the fofter fex, whom moll we 'd move, 
We've what the fair and chaite were form'd for— 
love : 

An arl lei's paflion,fraughtwith hopes and fears," 
And neareft happy when it molt defpairs. 
For malks, we 've fcandal ; and for beaux, 

French airs. 
To pleafe all taftes, we'll do the bed we can ; 
For the galleries, we've Dicky and W^ll Pin- 

kethman. 

Now, Sirs, you're welcome, and you know 

your fare; 
But pray, in charity, the founder fpare, 
Lelt you deftroy at once the poet arid the play'] 



ears, 
aux, I 



§ 24. Prologue to Low makes a Ma?t ; 1 704. 

Gibber. 

Since plays are but a kind of public feafts, 
Where tickets only make the welcome guelts : j 
Methinks, inltead of grace, we mould prepare 
Your taftes in prologue, with your bill of fare. 
'When you forekntfW each courfe, tho' this may 
teafe you, 

^Tis five to one butoneo'th' five may pleafe you. 
Firft, for the critics, we've your darling cheer, ^ 
Faults without number, more than fenfe can( 

beat ; I 
You 're certain to be pleas'd where errors areJ 
From your difpleafurc I dare vouch we're fafe; 
You never frown but where your neighbours 

laugh. 

Now, you that n e v er k n o w,w h at fpl ce n or h ate i s, ") 
Who for an acl or two are welcome gratis, / 
That tip the wink, and 16 (heak out with nun- f 
quam fatis \ 4 
For your fmart taftes we've tofs'dyou up a fop. 
We hope the neweit that's of late come up; 
The fool, beau, wit, and rakefomix'd he carries. 
He feems a ragout piping hot from Paris. 



§ 25. Prologue to the Twin Rivals ; 1706. 

Farquhar. 
[An alann founded. 

TX7ITH drums and trumpets, in this warring 
VV age, 

A martial prologue mould alarm the ftage. 
New plays — ere a£ted, a full audience here, 
Seem towns infelted, when a liege they fear. 
Prologues are like a forlorn hope, lent out 
Before the play, to Ikirmifti and to fcout: 
Our dreadful foes, the critic*, when they fpy, 
They cock, they charge, they fire — then back 
they fly. 

The liege is laid — there gallant chiefs abound, - 
Here — foes intrench. 'd, there — glitt'ring 

troops around, 
And the loud batt'ries roar — from yonder ' 

riling ground. 
In the firft act, brilk fallies (mifs or hit), ~\ 
With volliesof fmall lhot, or fnip-fnap wit, > 
Attack, and gall the trenches of the pit. > 
The next — the fire continues, but at length 
Grows left, and Uackens like a bridegroom's 
ftrength. 

The third— feints, mines, and countermines -\ 
abound; / 
Your critic engineers, fafe under ground, r 
Blow up our works, and all our art confound. 3 
The fourth — brings on molt action, and 'tis , 
fttarp, 

Frefh foes crowd on, at your remiflnefs carp, 
And delp'rate, though unlkill'u, infult our 

counterlicarp. 
Then comes the lalt; the gen'ral ftorm is near, 
The poet -governor now quakes for fear; 
Runs wildly up and down, forgets to huff, 
And wouid give all he's plunder'd — to get off. 
So — Don, and Monlieur — Bluff, before the liege, 
Were auickly tam'd — it Venlo, and at Liege: 
'Twas ri-va Spagnia I Vinja Frame ! before; 
Now, Quarter, Monfteur! Quart ier! Ah % Senorl ' 
But what your relolution can withlland? 
You mailer all, and awe the fca and land. 
In war — your valour makes the Hong fubmit; 
Your judgment humbles all attempts in wit. 
What play, what fort, what beauty can endure 
All fierce aftaults, und always be lecure ? 

Then 
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Then grant 'em gen'rous terms who dare towrite, 
Since now — that feems as defp'rate as to fight. 
If we mu ft yield — yet, ere the'day be fix'd, 
Let us hold out the third, and,if we may, the fixth* 



§ 16. Prologue to the Bafet -Table ; 1706. Spoken 
by Mr. Pinketbman. Centlivrb. 

TN all the faces that to plays refort, 
* Whether of country, city, mob, or court, 
I've always found, that none fuch hopes infpire, 
As you— -dear brethren of the upper tier. 
Poets in prologues may both preach and rail, } 
Yet all their wifdom nothing will avail ; ( 
Who writes not up to you, 'tis ten to one ( 

will fall. J 
Yourthund'ringplaudit'tis thai deals out fame; 
You make plays run, though of themfelves bur 

lame. 

How often have we known your noifc command- 
ing, 

Impofe on your inferior matters underftanding ! 
Therefore, dear brethren, lince I'm one of you,) 
Whether adorn 'd in grey, green,brown,or blue, J- 
This day itandallby me, as I will fall by you. j 
And now let — 

The poor pit fee how Pinky 's voice commands. 
Silence — Now rattle all your Hicks, and clap 

your grimy hands. 
I greet your love — and let the vainefl: author 

fhow 

Half this command on cleaner hands below : 
Nay, more to prove your interelt, let this play' 

live by you. 
So may you Ihsre good claret with your mailers", 
Still free in your amours from their dilallers ; 
Free from poor houfe-keeping, where peck is 

under locks j 
Free from cold kitchens, and no Chriftmas-box; 
So may no long debates i' th* Houfe of Com- 
mons [monsj 
Make you i' th' lobby ftarve, when hunger fum- 
But may your plenteous vails come flowing in, 
Give you a lucky hit, and make you gentlemen : 
And, thus preferred, ne'er fear the world's re- 
proaches, 

But (hake your elbows with my lord, and keep 
your coaches. 



§ 27. 



Prologue to the Bufy Body, 1708. 

Centlivre. 



Though modern prophets were exposM of 
late, 

The author could not prophefy l)Js fate : 

If with fuch fcencs an audience had bccn nVd, 

The poet mnft have really been infpir d. 

Butthefe, alas! are melancholy days, 

For modern prophets, and for modern plays. 

Yet fince prophetic lies pleafe fools of faibion, 

And women are fo fond of agitation \ 



To men of fenfe Til prophefy anew, 
And tell you wondrous things that will prove 
true. 

Undaunted colonels will to camps repair, 
AiTur'd there '11 be no (kin-nifties this year; 
On our own terms will flow the wilh'd- for peace. 
All wars, except 'twixt man and wife, (hall 
ceafe. 

The Grand Monarque may wifli his fon a throne, 
But hardly will advance to lol'e his own. 
This feafon mod things bear a fmiling face ; ) 
But pJay'rs in mmmer have adifmal cafe, > 
Since your appearance only is our aft of grace. \ 
Court ladies will to country feats be gone, 
My lord can't all the year live great in town ; 
Where wanting operas, ballet, and a play, 
They'll iigh, and flitch a gown to pais the rim 
away. 

Gay city wives at Tunbrirlge will appear, 
Whofe hufbands long have wifhed for an heir ; 
Where marly a courtier may their wants relieve, 
But by the waters .only they conceive. 
The Fleet-ftreet fempftrel's-^-toail of Temple 
fparks, 

That runs fpruce neckcloths forattorneys clerks, 
At Cupid's gardens will her hours regale, 
Sing fair Dorinda, and drink bottled ale* 
At all afTemblies rakes are up and down, 
And gamefters, when they think they are not 
known. 

Should I denounce our author's fate, to-day, 
To cry down prophecies, you'd damn the lay I 
Yet whims like thele have lometimes made you 
laugh, 

'Tfs tattling all like Ifaac Bicker ftaff. 
Since war and places claim the bards that write, 
Be kind, and bear a woman's treat, to-night j 
Ler your indulgence all her fears allay, 
And none but women-haters damn this play. 



O 



§ 2S. Prologue to The Mati s beivitcfr d ; i7 T ^« 

Centlivre. 

ur female author trembling ftands within, 
Her fear arifes from another's lin ; 
One of her fex has fo abus'd the town,. 
That on her (core (he dreads your angry frown ; 
Though I dare fay, poor foul, (he never writ y 
Lampoon, or fatire, on the box or pit; ✓ 
A harmlefs hum'rou6 play is her extent of wit.) 
Tho' BickerftafTs vaft genius may engage* 
And lafti the vice and follies of the age ; 
Why fhould the tender Lfelia tax the nation ?i 
Stickle and make a noifc for reformation, > 
Who always gave aloofc herfelf to inclination \J 
Scandal aiid fatire's thrown afide to-day, 
And humour the fole bufinefs of ouf play. 
BeaUX may drefs on, to catch the ladies' hearts, 
And g:od aflurance pafs., for mighty parts ; 
The cits may bring their fpoufes without fear ; l 
We mew no wife that's poaching for an heir, > 
Nor teach the ufe of fine gauze handkerchier. ) 
Cowards may huff", and talk of mighty wonders, 
And jilts fet up —for twenty thou/and pounders, 
3 Q Our 
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Our author, even though (he knows full well, 
Is fo good-natur'd, Ihe forbears to tell, 
What colonels, lately, have found out the knack, 
To muiler madam, frill, by Ned or Jack, 
To keep their pleafures up, a frugal way, [pay, 
They give her — fubal tern's fubfiflence for her 
In (nortj whatever your darling vices are, 
They pals untouch'd in this night's bill of fire. 
But if all this can't your good nature wake, \ 
Tho' here and there a fcene mould fail to take, * 
Yet fpare her for the Bufy Body's fake. ) 



§ 29. £filogue to the fame. Sjoheti by Mrs. 

Oldfield; 1710. CtNTLIVRE. 

[A Porter delivers a Letter, jujl as /be 
is going to fpeak. 
'IKT'hat's this ? a billet doux! from hands un- 
* known > 

*Tis new to fend it thus 'fore all the town: 
But fince the poor man's fo agog, 
I'll read it out, by way of epilogue. 

[Reads. 

Madam, 

Permit a wretch to let you know, 
That he's no more infiatu quo\ 
My ruin from this night commences, 
Unlefs your fmiles refund my fenfes; 
For, with one thruft of Cupid's dart, * 
Vou've whipp'd your (lave quite thro' the 
heart : 

Therefore, I beg you, caft your eye 
/ O'er boxes, pit, and gallery ; 
In pity of my pains and doubt, 
And try if you can't find me out. 
Poor foul ! he teems indeed in difmal plight; 
Let's fee! it can't be, fare! from th' upperflight,f 
No, no— that's plain — for — none of them can/ 
write: ) 
Nor can I think it from the middle fell, 
For I'm afraid as few of thent can fpell ; 
Befide, their haggling palfions never gain 
Beyond the paflage-walking nymphs of Drury- 
Lane : 

And then the pit's more flock'd with rakes and 
, rovers, 

Than any of thefe fenfelefs, whining lovers. 
The backs o' th' boxes too fcem moltly lin'd 
WithfoulswhofepalTion's'tothemfelvesconfin'd. 
In fhort,Ican't perceive, 'monglt all your fparks, 
Thewretchdiftinguilh'dby theie bloody marks: 
But lince the town has heard your kind com- 
mands, fir, 

The town (hall e'en be witnefs of my anfwer. 
Firft then, beware you prove no fpark ia red, 
With empty purfe and regimental head ; 
That thinks no woman can re fu fc t' engage uVt, 
While love's advane'd with offer'd bills on agent; 
Thatfwears he'll fettlefrom his joyscommencing, 
And make the babe,theday he's born, an en fign 
Nor could I bear a titled beau, that fteals 
From fading fpoufe her matrimonial meals; 
That modiih fends next morn to her apartment 
& civil ho w d'ye— far, alas ! from th'heart meant; 
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Then powder'd for th* enfuing day's delights, 
Bows thro' his crowd of duns, and drives to 

White's. . 
Nor could I like the wretch that all night plays, 
^nd only takes his reft on winning days : 
Then fets up, from a lucky hit, his rattler j 
Then'strac'd from his orig'nal — in the Tatler. 
To tell you all that are my fix'd averflon, 
Would tire the tongue of malice or afperfion. 
But if I find 'mongil all one gen'rous heart, 
That deaf to {lories takes the ftage's part ; 
That thinks that purfe deferves to keep the plays, 
Whofe fortune's bound for thefupportof operas; 
That thinks our conftitution here is juftly tix'd : 
And now nomore with lawyers' brawls perplex'd; 
He, I declare, (hall my whole heart receive ; 
And (what's more ftrange) I'll love him while 

I live. 



§ jo. Prologue to Cato 51713. Pope. 

To wake the' foul by tender ftrokes of art, 
To raiie the genius, and to mend the heart ; 
To make mankind, in confeious virtue bold, 
Live o'er each fcene, and be what they behold: 
For this the tragic mufe fifft tredthe ftage, 
Commanding tears to ftream through ev'ry age \ 
Tyrants no more their favage nature kept, 
And foes to virtue wonder'd how they wept. 
Our author lhuns by vulgar fprings to more 
The hero's glory, or the virgin's love ; 
In pitying love, we but our weaknefs mow, 
And wild ambition well deferves its woe. 
Here tears ihall flow from a more gen'rous cautefc 
Such tears as patriots (lied for dying laws : 
He bids your breads with ancient ardour rife, 
And calls forth Roman drops from Britifh eyes, 
Virtue confefs'd in human fliape he draws. 
What Plato thought, and godlike Cato was : 
No common object to your light di (plays, 
But what with pleafure Heaven itfelf lurveys, 
A brave man ftruggling in the ftorms of fate, 
And greatly falling with a falling ftate. 
While Cato gives his little fenate laws, 
What bofom beats not in his country's caufe ? 
Who fees him a6t, but envies ev'ry deed ? 
Who hears him groan, and does not wifh to bleed ? 
Even when proud Caefar, 'midft triumphal cars, 
The fpoils of nations, and the pomp of wars, 
Ignobly vain, and impotently great, 
Snew'd Rome her Cato's figure drawn in ftate 1 
As her dead father's rev'rend image pafs'd, 
The pomp was darken'd, and the day o'ercaft; 
The triumph ceas'd, tears guhYd from ev'ry eye \ 
The world's great victor pafs'd unheeded by \ 
Her laft good man dejected Rome ador d, 
And honour'd Caefar's lefs than Cato's fword. 

Britons, attend ; be worth like this approv'd, 
And (hew you have the virtue to be mov'd. 
With honeit fcorn the firitfam'd Cato vievv'd 
Rome learning arts from Greece, whom me fub- 
Our fcene precarioufly fublifts too long f duedi 
On French tranflation, and Italian fon^. 
Dare to have fenfe yourfelves j afTert the ftagCg 
Be juftly wann/d with your own native rage : 

Sucfr 
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Such plays alone fliould plenfea Britith ear, 
As Cato's fcSf liad not dildain'd to hear. 
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§ Si. 



Prologue to Lady Jane Gray ; 1 7 1 5. 

Rows 

flno-NiGHT the nobleft fubjedl fwellsour fcene. 

A heroine, a martyr, and a queen ; 
And though the poet dares not boall his art, \ 
The very theme /hall fomething gre.it impart, ( 
To warm the gen'rous foul, :uid touch the ten- i 

der heart. > 
To you, fair judges, we the caufe fubmit ; 
Your eyes (hall tell us how the tale is writ. 
If your foft pity waits upon our woe, 
If iilent tears for fuff'ring virtue flow ; 
Your grief the mufes' labour (hall confefs, 
The lively palTions, and the juft diftrefs. 
O I could our author's pencil jultly paint, 
Such as (he was in life; the beauteous faint; 
Boldly your ftric~t attention might we claim, 
And \)\& you mark and copy out the dame. 
No wand'ring glance one wanton thought con 

fefs'd, - 

No guilty wifhintiam'd her fpotlefs bread : 
The only love that warm'd her blooming youth, 
Was hufband, England, liberty, and truth. 
Forthefe (he fell ; while, with too weak a hand, 
She ftrove to fave a blind ungrateful land. 
But thus the fecret laws of fate ordain, 
William's great hand was doomed to break that( 
chain, t 
And end the hopes of Rome's tyrannic reign.j 
For ever as the circling years return, 
Ye grateful Britons ! crown the hero's urn ; 
To his juft care you ev'ry bleffing owe, 
Which or his own, or following reigns beftow: 
Though his hard fate a father's name denied, 
To you a father, he that lols fupplied. 
Then while you view the royal line's increafe, 
And count the pledges of your future peace. 
From this great (lock while Hill new glories 
Conquelt abioad, and liberty at home - f [come, 
While you behold the beautiful and brave, ^ 
Bright princeiTes to grace you, kings to fave, y 
Enjoy the gift, but bleis the hand that gave. J 



Epilogue to the Cruel Qift. Spoken by 
Mrs. Oldfeld j 1717. Rov/E. 
Fell, 'twas a narrow 'fcapemy lover made — 
That cup and meiTage — I was fore afraid ! 
Was that a prefent for a new-made widow, 
All in her difmal dumps, like doleful Dido ? 
When one peep'd in — and hop'd for fomething 
good, 

There was — O gad ! a rally heart and blood*. 
If the old man had ihcw'd himfelf afat!t2r, 
His bowl Ihould have inClos'd a cordial rather . 
Something to cheer me up amidft my trance, 
Leau de Barbade — or comfortable Nantz f. I 

* This tragedy was f bunded upon the (lory of Sigilmundaand Guifcardo,out of Boccace's novels s 
wherein the heart of the lover is lent by the father to his daughter, as a prefent. 
f i. e. Citron-water and good brandy, J The Prince of Wales, then prefent. 

3 Q * So 



He thought he paid it off with being fmart, 
And, to be witty, cried, he'd fend the heart. 
I <ould have told his gravity, moreover, ) 
Were I our fex's fecrets to difcover, > 
'Tis what we never look for in a lover. J, 
Let but the bridegroom prudently provide 
AH other matters fitting for a bride, 
So he make good the jewels and the jointure, 
To mjfs the heart does feldom difappoint her, 
Faith, for the famion hearts of Jate are made in, 

Fxru Y are the viIeft baubles we can trade in- x 
Where are the tough brave Britons to be found, 
With hearts of oak, fo much of old renown'd > 
How many worthy gentlemen of late 
Swore to be true to mother-church and ftate ; 
When their falfe hearts were fecretly maintain* 
ing 

Yon trim king Pepin, at Avignon reigning ? 
Shame on the canting crew of foul-infurers, 
That Tyburn-tribe offpeech-makingnonjurorsj 
Who,innew-fangled terms oldtruthsexplaining, 
Teach honeftEngli Aimen damn'd double-mean- 
O, would you loft integrity reftore, [ing. 
And boaft that faith your plain forefathers bore: 
What furer pattern can you hope to find; [hind ? 
Than that dear pledge J your monarch left be- 
See how his looks his honelt heart explain, 
And fpeak the bleiTings of his future reign ! 
In his each feature truth and candour trace, 
And read plain dealing written in his face. 

§33- Epilogue to the Pfeudolus of Plautus. ASled 
by the Scholars of Bury School, November 6, 
J 734. 

have been peeping for thefe many days 
V th' tail of all the, Greek and Latin plays. 
And, after itri&eii fearch, tononecan find 
An epilogue, like difhclout, pinn'd behind. 
Thofe ancient bardsknew whentheplaywasdone, 
Nor, like Sir Martin Mar-all, ftill play\] on - % 
They imitated nature in their plan, 
Nor made a monkey when they meant a man. 
From modern fancy then this cuitom rofe, 
Like whimfical toupees among the beaux : 
Monftrous excrefcences ! both whicji difgrace") 
(By being nVd in an improper place) ? 
Heaven's great production, man; man's great* 

production, plays. 
Yet mutt we, though as foolifh we decry 
This mode, be fools in famion, and comply; 
For rights, we know, howe'er abfurdly giuVd 
At firit, with obftinacy are maintain'd; 
Since then this privilege you will not lofe, 
Let's hear what fort of epilogue you'll choofe. 
Are you for fatire ? No j why there you're right: 
The wifeft can't forefee where that may light. 
Are ye for politics ? There we cry No, / 
Where that may light— you eafily may know. 
Another topic then, pray, ladies, hear j 
Suppofe a panegyric on t^ie fair. 



I 
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Bo-ok: IV. 



So, I perceive, I've touched the tieklilh place; ] § 3 5- Epilogue to Ignoramus, atledat Weflminjler 



And clearly read confent in ev'ry face. 

0 fie! con lent fo loon? that can't be right; 

1 hate fuch coming ladies — fo good night. 



§ 34- 



Epilogue to the Ly'uig Valet ; 1 740. 

Garrick, 



^pKAT I'm a lying rogue you all agree, 
And yet, look round the world, and you 
mall fee, 

That miny more, my betters, lie as faft as me. 
Ap inft jt.i'iv yjce. we all are ever railing, 
And yer/fo tempting is it, fo prevailing, ; 
You'll rind but few without this ufeful failing, j 
Lady or Abigail, my Lord or Will, 
The lie ^oes round, and the ball's never ftill. 
My lies wjere Jiarralefsy told to mew my parts, 
.And not like thofe, when tongues belie their 
In all profrffionsyou williind this flaw; [hearts. 
/Pnd in the graved too, in phylic and in law. 
'The goi ly 'erjeanT cries, with formal paufe, 
<f Your pea is good, my friend, don't llarve 

" the caufe 
But when my lord decrees for t' other fide, 
Your cofts of fuit convince you — that he lied. 
A doclor comes, with formal wig and face, 
Firil feels your pulfe, then thinks, and knows 
your cafe ; [y ou j 

"Your fever's, flight, not dange/ous, I allure 
41 Keep warm, and repetatur hctujlus, Sir, will 
" cure you." [ing ; 

Around the beti, next day, his friends are cry- 
The patient "dies; the doctor's paid for lying. 
The poet, willing to fe^cure the pit, 
Gives out, his play has humour, tafte, and wit : 
The caufe comes on, and, while the judges try, 
Each groan and cat-call gives the bard the he. 
Now let us alk, pray, what the ladies do : - 
They too will fib a little, entre nous. [fan) 
" Lord!" fays the prude (her face behind her 
How can oiir fex nave any joy in man 



School in December 1 74-7- Spoken by Ignoramus 
and Mufaus. . 
Ign. peace, bookworm ! blefs me what a cleric 
* have II ' 

A ftrange place fure this univerfity \ 

What's learning, virtue, modefty, or lenfe ? 
Fine words to hear— but wilkhey turn the pence? 
Thefe itirf pedantic notions— far outweighs 
That one Ihorr, comprehenfive thing — a face. 
Go, match it if you can with all your rules 
Of Greek or Roman, old or modern fchools : 
The total this of Ignoramus' fkill, * [will. 
To carve his fortune — place him where yoii 
For not in law alone could I appear; 
My parts would mine alike in any fphere. 
You've heard my long in Rofabella's praife 
And would I try the loftier ode to raife, 
Ymi'd fee me foon — a rival for the bays. 

Or, I cou4d turn a journalift, and write 
With little wit, but large recruits of-fpite : 

Abufe and blacken — juft as party fways • 

And lafh my betters thefe are thriving ways. 

My mind to graver phyfic would I bend, 
Think you I'd itudy Greek, like MeadorFriend? 
No— with Ibmenojlrum I'd enfure my fees, 
Without the help of learning or degrees 1 
On drop or pill fecurely I'd rely, 
And make my head at the whole faculty. 

Or would I take to orders- 

Muf. Orders ; how ? [know : 

Ign. One not too fcrupoilous a way might 
'Twerc but the forging of a hand— or fo. 
In orders too my purpofes I'd ierve; 
And if I could not rile, I would not itarve. 
With lungs and face I'd make my butchers llare, 
Or publifh— that I'd marry at May- fair. 

Thefe, thefe are maxims, that will lland the 

But univerfities are all a jell. [telt : 

Muf. I grant, a prodigy we fometines view, 



Whom neither of our feats of learning knew, 
[me; I Yet fure none mine more eminently great, 
As for my part, the belt could ne'er deceive In law or phyflc, in the church or ftate, 
" And were the race extincl, 'twould never Than thofe who early drank the love of fame 



" grieve me [ 
" Their fight is odious, but their touch, O gad ! 
*• The thought of that's enough to drive one 
" macl." 

Th\n roils at man the fqucamifli Lady Dainty, 
Vet weds at fifty-five a rake of twenty. 
In fhort, a beau's intrigues, a lover's (ighs, \ 
The courtier's promife, the rich widow's cries, 5 
And patriot's zeal, are feldom more than lies. J 
Sometimes you'lLfee a man belie his nation, 
Nor to his country lhew the leall relation. 
For in fiance, now. 

A cleanly Dutchman, or a Frenchman grave, ~\ 
A fober German, or a Spaniard brave, . * > 
An Englilhmah, a coward or a (lave. j 
Mine, though a fibbing, was an honeft art; 
I ferv'd my matter, play'd a faithful part: 
' Kank me not, therefor*, -monglt the lying crew, 
• For, though my tongue was falfe, my heart was 
true 



At Cam's fair bank, or His' filver ftrcam. 
Look round— here's proof enough this point 
to clear. 

Ign. Blefs me! — what ! — not one Ignoramus 

here ? 

I Hand convicled what can I fay more ? 

See — my face fails, which never fail'd before. 
How great foe'er I fcem in Dulman's eye, 
Yetlgnorance muitblufli — whenLearning's by 



§ 36. Epilogue to Agamemnon. Th 0 M s 0 H * 
^vuit F<*rd, to modern epilogue a foe, 
^ Thinks fuch mean mirth but deadens gen"- 
Difpels in idle air the moral ligh, [rous woe j 
And wipes the tender tear from pity's eye : 
No more' with focial warmth the bofom burns; 
But all th' unfeeling, felfifti man returns. 

1 h us he began: — And you approv'dtherlrain-, 
Till the next couplet funk to light and vain. 

Yo\* 
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You checked him there — to you, to reafon juftj 
He owns be triumphed in your kind dll'guft. 
Charmed by your frown, by your diipleafure 
He hails the riling virtue of your tafte. [grac"d, 
Wide will its influence fpread,as foon as known, 
Truth, to be lov'd, need only to be fhown. 
Confirm it, once/the falhion to be good 
(Since falhion leads the fool, and awes the rude) 
No petulance lhall wound the public ear; 
No hand-applaud what honour lhuns to hear: 
No painful blulh the modeft cheek lhall ftain; 
The worthy brealt mall heave with no difdain. 
Chattis'd to decency, the Britilh ftage 
Shall oft invite the fair* invite the fage: [part 5 
Both mall attend well-pleas'd, well-pleas'd de- 
Or, if they doom the verfe, abfolve the heart. 



§ 37. Prologue fpeken by Mr. Garriclt at the 
opening of the theatre in Drury-Lane, in tbz 



Year 1747. 



Johnson. 



"TXThen Learning's triumph o'er her barb Yous 
foes 

Firft rear'd the Stage, immortal Shakfpeare rofe ; 
Eacfi change of many-colour'd life he drew, 
Exhaufted worlds, and then imagined new: 
Exiftence law him fpurn her bounded reign, 
And panting Time toil'd after him in vain : 
His powerful ttrokes prelidingTruth imprels'd, 
And un refilled pillion ftorm'd the breait. 

Then Jon lb n came, mftru£ted from the fchool, 
To pleale in method, and invent by rule : 
His ftudious patience, and laborious art, 
By regular approach alfay'd the heart :' 
Cold approbation gave the ling'ring bays j 
Fortholewhoduritnotcenfure,icarcecouldpraife. 
A mortal born, he met the genYal doom, 
But left, like Egypt's kings, a lading tomb. 

The wits of Charles found ealier ways to fame, 
Nor wilh'd for Jonfon's art,orShakfpeare'sflame; 
Themfelves they ftudfed, as they felt they writ j 
Intrigue was plot, pbfeenity was wit. 
Vice always found a fympathetic friend; 
They pleas'd their age, and did not aim to mend. 
Yet bards like thefe afpir'd to lafting praife, 
And proudly hop'd to pimp in future days : 
Theircaufewasgen'ral,theirfupportswereltrong, 
Their Haves were willing,andtheirreignwaslongi 
Till ihame regain'd the poft that fenfe betray 'd, 
And virtue call'd oblivion to her aid. [fin'd, 

Then crulh'd by rules, and weakened as re- 
For years the pow'r of Tragedy declin'd : 
From bard to bard the frigid caution crept, 
Till declamation roar'd, whilft patfion flept j 
Yet Hill did virtue deign the ftage to tread, 
Philofophy remain 'd, though nature fled. 
But fore'd at length her ancient reign to quit, 
She faw great Fauftus lay the ghoft of wit : 
Exulting folly hail'd the joyful day, 
And" Pantomime and Song confirmed her fway. 

But who the coming changes can ;.re r age, 
And mark the future periods of theft age ? 
Perhaps, if Ikill could diftant times explore, 
Jtfew Behns, new Durfeys, yet remain m ltore ; 



Perhaps, where Lear has rav'd,and Hamletdied, 
On flying cars new lbrcerers may ride ; 
Perhaps (for who can guefsth'etfefts of chance?) 
Here Hunt may box, or Mahomet may dance. 

Hard is his lot that, here by fortune placed, 
Mull watch the wild vicillitudes of tafte: 
With" every meteor of caprice muft play, 
And chace the new-blown bubble of the day. 
Ah ! let not cenfure- term our fate our choice, 
The ftage but echoes back the public voice j 
The Drama's laws the Drama's patrons give, 
For we that live to pleale, muft 'pleale to live. 

Then prompt no more the foUies^ou decry, . 
As tyrants doom their tools of gum to die 5 
'Tis yours this night to bid the rejjyn commence 
Of refcued nature, aind reviving fenfe ; [mow. 
To chale the charms of found, the* pump of 
For ufeful mirth and falutary woe ; 
Bid Scenic Virtue form the riling age, 
And Truth diffufeher radiance-from the Stage, 



38. - Epilogue to Shakfpeare' s Firft Part of King 
Henry U . Spoktn by Mr. J. Y. in the Char aclef 
ofPaljhif, 174-8. ARed by young Gentlemen at 
Mr, bleoMCome's School at Hackney. 

140 AD LEY. 

[PufSd in upon the ftage by Prince Henry. 

A' plague upon all cowards, ftill, I fay — 1 
Old Jack mull bear the heat of ail the day, > 
And be the matter- fool, beyond the play—- \ 
Amidft hot-blooded Hotfpur's rebel ltrife, 
By miracle of wit J fav'd my life ; 
And now Hand fooliihly expos'd again _ 
To th' hilling bullets of the critic's brain. 

Go to, old lad, 'tis time that thou wert wifer— 
Thou art not fram'd for an epiloguizer. 
There's Hal, now, or his nimble ihadow, Poins, 
Straight in the back, and littbme in the loins. 
Who wears his boot fmooth as his miftrefs' lkin f 
And ftiining as the glate (he dAfles in ; 
Can bowand crin§e, lawn Hatter, cog, and lie— 
Which honeft Jack could never do— hot i. 
Hal's heir-apparent face might ftand it buff, 
Andmake(ha ! ha ! ha ! ) alaucyepilogue enough; 
But I am old, and ftili— nay, balhful grown, 
For Shakfpearc's humour is not now my own. 
I feel myielf a counterfeiting afs 5 i 
And if for fterling wit I give you brafs, . > 
It is his royal image makes it pafs. J 
Fancy now works y and here I itand and ftew 1 
In mine own grealy fears, which fet to view £ 
Eleven buckram critics in each man of you. J 
Wights,whov.ith no out-facings will bclhamm'd, 
Nor into rinbiiity be bumm'd, , It reafon • 
Will, tho % lhe lliake their fides, think nature 
And fee one damn'd — ere laugh without a reafon. 

Then how lhall one, not or the virtuous, fpeed, 
Who merely has a wicked wit to plead- — 
vVit without meaiure, humour without rule, 
Unfetter'd laugh, and iawleJs ridicule ? 
'Faith ! try him by his peers, a jury chofen— 
The kingdom will,lUiirik,lcaixerajlethedo7?Ln. 

3Q3 U ^ 
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So— be but kind, and countenance the cheat. 
I'll in, and fay to Hal— I've done the feat. 



$ 39. Prologue to Irene, 1749. Johnson. 
Y E glitt'ring train ! whom lace and velvet 
* Sufpend the foft foiicitudes of drefs ; [blefs, 
From grov'ling buiinefs and fuperfluous care, 
Ye fons of Avarice ! a moment fpare 1 
Vot'ries of Fame, and worfhippers of Pow'r! 
Difmifs the pleating phantoms for an hour. 
Our daring Bard, with fpirit unconnVd, 
Spreads wide the mighty moral of mankind. 
LearnherehowHeavenmpportsthevirtuousmind, 
Daring, tho* calmj and vig'rous,tho' refign'd. 
Learn here what anguifh racks the guilty bread, 
Iu pow'r dependent, in fuccefs depreft. 
Learn here thatpeace from innocence mud flow* 
Afl elie is empty found, and idle mow. [join > 
If truths like thefe with pleaiing language 
Ennobled, yet unchanged, if Nature fliinc : 
If no wild draught depart from Reafon's rules, 
Nor gods his heroes, nor his lovers fools : 
Intriguing wits ! his artlefs plot forgive j 
And fpare him, beauties ! tho' his lovers live. 

Be {his at lead his praife, be this his pride •, 
To force applaufe no modern arts are tried, 
^ould partial cat-calls all his hopes confound. 
He bids no trumpet quell the fatal found: 
Should welcome ileep relieve the weary wit, 
He rolls not thunders o'er the drowfy pit ; 
No fnares to captivate the judgment fp reads; 
Nor bribes your eyes to prejudice your heads 
Unmov'd tho' witlings fneer, and rivals rail ; 
Stuiious to pleale, yet not afham'd to fail, 
He f corns the meek addrefs, the fupnliant drain, 
With merit needlefs, and without it vain. 
In Reafon, Nature, Truth, he dares to truft: 
Ye fops, be iiient j and, ye wits, be j Lift. 



The flighted arts futurity (hall truft, 
And rifinz ages hail en to be jud. # 

At length our mighty bard's venous lays 
Fill the loud voice of univertal praiie; 
And baffled fpite, with hopeleis angujfh dumb, - 
Yields to renown the centuries to come ; 
With ardent haite each candidate of fame 
Ambitious catches at his tow'ring nam £ > 
He fees, and pitying fees, vain wealth beltow 
Thofe pageant honours which he fcorn'dbeiow* 
While crowds aloft the laureat bull behold, 
Or trace his form on circulating gold. 
Unknown, unheeded, long his offspring lay, 
And want hung threatening o'er her flow decay, 
What tho* ihe (hine with no Miltonian fire, 
No fav'ring mufe her morning dreams infpire, 
Yet foftcr claims the melting heart engage, 
Her youth laborious, and her blamelefs age j 
Hers the mild merits of domedic life, 
The patient fufferer, and the faithful wife. 
Thus graced with humble virtue's native charms, 
Her grandlire leaves her in Britannia's arms ; 
Secure with peace, with competence to dwell, 
While tutelary nations guard her cell. 
Yours is the charge, ye fair, ye wife, ye brave I 
'Tis yours to crown defert — beyond the grave. 



^ 41. Occafional Prologue, fpoken by Mr. Gar- 
rick, at the opening of Drury-Lane Theatre, 
September 5, 1750* 

a s heroes, dates and kingdoms, rife and fall % 
So (with the mighty to compare the final 1) 
Thro' int'refl, whim, or, if you pleafe, thro' late. 
We feel commotions in our mimic date : 
The fock and buflcin fly from dage to dage ; 
A year's alliance is with us — an age ! 
Andwhere'sthe wonder? all furpriie mud ceafe,i 
When we reflect how int'red, or caprice, "> 
Makes real kings break articles of peace. J 
Strengthen'd with new allies, onr foes prepare ; 
" Cry, havock ! and let flip the dogs of war.'* 
To lhake our fouls, the * papers of the day 1 
Drew forth the adverle pow'r in dread array ; > 
A ptfw'r, might lhikethe boldelt with difmay :J| 
Vet, fearlefs dill, we take the field with fpirit, 
Arm'd caf-z-fee'm felf-fufficient merit. 
Our ladies too, with fouls and tongues untam'd, 
Fire uo likq Britons when the battle's nam'd ; 
Each female heart pants for the glorious Arife, 
From Hamlet's mother f to tne "cooler's { wife. 
Some few there are, whom paltry paflions guide, 
Defert each day, and fly from lide to fide : 
Others, like Swifs, love fighting as their trade % 
For, bent or beating, they mult all be paid. 

Sacred to Shakipeare was this fpot detign'd, 
To pierce the heart, and humanize the mind. 



4 4c. Prologue to Comus,for the Benefit of Mil- 
ton* s Grand-daughter \ 1750. Spoken by Mr. 
GarrLk. Johnson 

Ye patriot crowds who burn for England's 
fame, [name, 
Ye nymphs whofe bofbms beat at Milton': 
Whole generous zeal/ unbought by flatt'ring 
rhymes, 

Shames the mean penfions of Auguflan times j 
Immortal patrons of fucceeding days, 
Attend this prelude of perpetual praiie ; 
Let wit, condenm'd the feeble war to wage 
With clofe malevolence, or public rage; 
Let dudy, worn with virtue's fruitlels lore, 
Behold this Theatre, and grieve no more. 
This night, diflinguilh'd by your fmiies, (hall 
That never Britain can in vain excel j [tell, 

* In which papers was this paragraph : M We hear that Mr. Qmn, Mrs. Cibber, Mr. Barry, Mr. Macklin, 
and Mrs. WofHngton, are engaged at Qovcnt-Gardcn thcJtreKor the enfuing fcaton."— On the part of Drury- 
Lane theatre it was notified, " That two celebrated adlors from Dublin were engaged to perform there, alio 
IWifs Bellamy, and a new aclrefs, Signer Faufon, the comic dancer, and his wite, and a genderaan to fing t 

vrho had noc been on any dage." .« . . . . • " 

f Mrs. I'ritchard. + Mrs. Clivc* 

But 
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But if an empty houfe, the actor's curfe, 
Shews us our Lears and Hamlets lofe their force ; 
Unwilling we mutt change the nobler fcene, 
And, in our turn, prefent you Harlequin; 
Quit poets, and Jet carpenters to work, 
Shew gaudy i'cenes, or mount the vaulting Turk: 
For tho' we actors, one and all, agree 
Boldly to ttruggle for our — vanity, 
If want comes on, importance mull retreat; 
Our ririi great ruling pailion, is — to eat. 
To keep the held, all methods we '11 purfue ; 
The conflict glorious ! for we *1| fight for you 1 
And, fhould we fail to gain the wilh'd applaule, 
/Vt leait we Ve vanquilh'd in a noble caufe. 



§ 42. Occafiotw.l Prologue, fyoken at Covcnt Garden 
Theatre by Mr, Barry ; 175c. 

vice or folly over-runs a itate, 
vv Weak politicians lay the blame on fate 
When rulers ufeful luhjects ceal'e to prize, 
And damn for arts that caus'd themfelves to rife; 
When jealouiles and fears poflefs the throne, 
And kings allow no merit — but their own - y 
Can it be it range, that men for flight prepare, 
And drive to raife a colony elfe where ? 
This cuftom has prevail'd in ev'ryage, 
And has been fometimes pra&is'd on the ftage 
For — entre nous— thefe managers of merit, 
Who fearlefs arm, and take the field with fpirit 
Have curb'd us monarchs with their haughty 
^nd Herod * have out Herod-ed — within, [mien, 
[Pointing to the Green Room, 
O, they can torture twenty thouland ways ! 
Make bouncing Bajazet f retreat from Bays J 
The ladies § too, with every pow'r to charm "1 
Whofe face and fire an anchorite might warm * 
Have felt the fury of a tyrant's arm. 
By felfifli arts expell'd our ancient teat, 
In fearch of candour, and in fearch of meat. 
We from your favour hope for this retreat. 

If Shaklpeare's paflion, or if Jonfon'sarr, 
Can fire the fancy, or can warm the heart, 
That talk be ours' ; but if you damn their fcenes, 
And heroes mult give way to harlequins, 
We too can have recourfe to mime and dance, 
ffeyi there, I think, we have the better % chance : 
And, mould the town grow weary of the mute, 
Why, we 11 produce a child upon the flute ||. 
But, be the food as 't will, 't is you that treat ! 
Long they have featted — permit us now to eat. 



Was ever woman offer'd fo much wrong ? 
rhefc creatures here would have me hold my 
tongue I 

T *m fo provok'd, I hope you will excufe me ; 
I mutt be heard— and beg you won't refufe me. 
While our mock heroes, not fo wife as ram, 
With indignation hold the vengeful lafh, 
And at each other throw alternate fquibs, 
Compos'd of little wit — and fome few fibs; 
I Catherine Clive come here to attack 'email, 
And aim alike at little and at tall. 
But firft, ere with the bulkin chiefs I brave it, 
A (lory is at hand, and you mall have it. 

Once on a time two boys were throwing dirt, 
A gentle youth was one, and one was fome what 
pert : 

Each to his matter with his tale retreated, "\ 
Who gravelyheardtheirditr rent parts repeated, £ 
How Tom was ru.de, and Jack, poor lad ! 
treated. . 

The matter paus'd— to be unjuft was loth, 
Caird for a rod, and fairly whipp'd them both, 
in the fame matter's place, lo ! here I ftand, 
And for each culprit hold the lalh in hand. 
Firft, for our own— 0, 'tis a pretty youth I 
But out of fifty lies I '11 fift fome truth ; 
' Tis true, he 's of a choleric difpofition, 
And fiery parts make up his compofition. 
Howhave I feen him rave when thingsmifcarried, 
Indeed he 's grown much tamer fince he married. 
If he fucceeds, what joys his fancy ftrike ! 

And then he gets to which he 's no diflike. 

Faults he has many— but I know no crimes j 
Yes, he has one— -he contradicts fometimes; 
And when he falls into his frantic fit, 
He bl utters fo, it makes e'en me fubmit.'' 
So much for him— the other youth comes next, 
Wholhews,by what he fay s,poor foul! he*$fvex'd f 
He tells you tales how cruelly this"freat&us, 
To make you think the little monfter beats us. 
Would I have whin'd in melancholy phrafe, 
How bouncing Bajazet retreats from Bays ! 
I, who am w oman, would have ttood the fray j 
Atleatt not fnivell'd thus, and run away I 
Should any manager lift ann at me, 
I have a tyrant arm as well as he '-7— 
In fact, there has fome little bouncing been, 
But who the bouncer w^s enquire within, 
No matter who — I now proclaim a peace, 
And hope henceforth hoflilities willceafe: 
1 No more (hall either rack his brains to teafe ye, 
But let the conteft be— who moft (hall pleafe ye. 



§ 4.3. Epilogue fpoken by Mrs, Clive, on the two 
occafional Prologues at Co-vent -Gar den and Prury 
l^ane^ 1750. 

{Enters baftily x as if J peaking to one 
who would oppofe her, 
t'll do't; by heaven I will! — Pray get you gone-, 
+ What! allthefejanglings,andl not makeone! 



§ 44. Prologue to Gil Bias ; 1751- Spoken bj? 
Mr, Woodward, in the Cbaracler of a Critic, 
with a Cat-call in his Hand. Moore. 

Are you all ready ? here's your mufic, here f ! 
Author,lneakorf; we'll tickle you, my dear. 

The fellow ftopp'd me in a hellilh fright 

Pray, Sir, laid he, mult I be damn'd to-night? 



J S> to b, butUS^ St, io&Wa 8 e m ^ a 
tunq oa thai iaftrumenC, « *»« JJ^n'd I 



f 3othQ^in and Barry. 



Mr. Garrkk. 



§ Mrs. Cibber, Sec, 
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Damn'd ! Surely, friend — don't hope for our 

compliance ; 

Zounds, Sir — a fecond play's downright defiance. 

Though once, poor rogue, we pitied your con- 
dition, 

Mere 's the true recipe — for repetition. 
Well, Sir, fays he, e'en as you pleafe; fo then 
I '11 never trouble you witii plays again. 
But, hark ye, poet \ — won't you though, fays I, 
*Pon honour ? — tfien we'll damn you, let me die, 
Shan't we, my bucks ? Let's take him at his word. 
Damn him, or, by my foul, he '11 write a third. 
The man wants money, I fuppofe-r-but, mind ye, 
Tell him-r— you've left your charity behind ye. 
A pretty plea, his wants to our regard! 
As if we bloods had bowels for a bard ! 
Befides, what men of fpirit, now-a days, 
Come to give.fober judgments of new plays ? 

It argues lbme good-nature to be quiet 

Goodnature ! — Aye^-but then we lofe a riot. 
The fcribbling f;el may beg and make a fufs, 
*Tis death to him— *What then ?— 'Tis fport to 
us. 

Don't mind me though — for all my fun and jokes, 
The bard may find us bloods good-naiur'd folks. 
No crabbed critics— ^foes to rifing merits 
Write but with fire, and we'll applaud with fpirit. 
Our author aims at no difhoneft ends, 
He knows no enemies, and boafts fome friends ; 
Jle takes no methods down your throats to cram 
So, if you like it, lave it ; if not, damn it. [it : 



Be not deceiv'd ; I here declare on oath, 
I never yet fold goods of foreign growth: 
Ne'er fent commifTions out to Greece or Rome s 
My bell antiquities are made at 'home. 
I 've Romans, Greeks, Italians, near at hand, 
True Britons all— and living in the Strand. 
I -ne'er for trinkets rack my pericranium ; 
They furnilh oiitmy room from Herculaneum, 
But hufh 

Should it be known that Englilh are employ'd, 
Our manufacture is at once deftroy'd; 
No matter what 'our countrymen deferve, 
They'll thri ve as ancients,but as modernsftarve— » 
If we mould fall, to you it will be owing ; 
Farewel to arts — they are going, going, going ! 
The fatal hammer 's in your hand, O town 1 
Then fet us up— and knock the poet down. 



§45. Prologue to Taj\e\ 1752. Spoken in the 

Char after of an Auclioneer. Garrick;. 
T> efore this court I Peter Puff appear, 

A liriton born, and hred an auclioneer! 
Who. for mylelf, and eke a hundred others, 
My ufeful, honefl:, learned, bawling brothers, 
With much humility and liar implore ye, 
To lay our prefent defperate cafe before ye. — 

'Tii; laid, this night, a certain wag intends 
To laugh at us, our calling, and our friends: 
If lords and ladies, and fuch dainty folks, 
Are cur'd of auclion-hunting by his jokes; 
Should this odddottrine fpread throughout the 
Before you buy, be fure to underftand ; [land, 
O, think on us, what various ills will flow, 
When great ones purchafeonly what they know! 
Why laugh at tafie? Jt is a harmlefs fafhion, 
And quite fubdues each detrimental paflion: 
The fair ones' hearts will ne'er incline to man, 
WJiile thus they rage for—china and japan. 
The virtuolb too, and connoifleur, ' x 
Are ever decent, delicate, and pure 5 [hold, 
The fmallelt hair their loofer thoughts might 
Jult warm when Jingle, and when married cold. 
Their blood, at light of beauty, gently flows; 
Their Venus muft be old, and tvant a noxe 1 
^0 am'f pus palnon with deep knowledge thrives; 
'Tis the complaint, ir.decd, of all our wives I 
'Tis laid 'virtu to fuch a height is grown, 
All artilts are ehcourag'd— but our own, 



§.46. Prologue to Cato. Afted in 1753 by the 
Scholars of the free Grammar School at Derby, 
for the Benefit of the Orphan of the late VJber. 
Written by one of the Scholars , aged 16. 

Tsyjo Garrick here majeftic treads the ftage, 
*^ No Quin your whole attention to engage ; 
No practis'd a£tor here the lcene employs j 
But a raw parcel of unlkilful boys. 
Shall we disflgur'd in a fchoolrboy fee 
Cato's great loul in bale epitome ? 
Can critics bear fuch llavecy as this > 
Would not even Cato join the critic's hifs ?* ? 
Wht lhall we lay, then ? what excufes make ? 
Our credit and iuccefs lie both at ftake. 

As wheit ibme peafant, who, to treat his lord,") 
Brings out his little-ftock, and decks his board > 
With what his ill-ttor'd cupboard will afford, J 
With awkward bows, and jll-plac'd rultic airs, 
To make excufes for his feaft prepares ; 
So we, with tremor mix'd with vail delight, 
View the bright audience which appears to-night 
And, confcious of its meannefs, hardly dare , 
To bid you welcome to our homely fare. 

But would the ladies in our caufe appear, 
One look would filence every critic here. 
If you but fmile, 'twill cheer our tim'rous hearts, 
And give us courage to perform our parts. 

To you, ye fair ones, then, we make addrefs, 
And beg protection for this night's fuccefs. 
Look gently on our faults, and, where we fail, 
Let pity to our tender youth prevail. 
Our caufe is in your hands; and Cato, who 
Difdain'd great Cefaj's yoke, fubmits to you. 



§ 47 



Prologue to the Fairies ; 1754. Written 
and fpoken by Mr. Garrick. 
[ Enter— interrupting the band of irtufic. 
A Moment Hop your tuneful lingers, prny, 
\Vbile here, as ufual, I my duty pay. • 

[Tip the audience. 
Don't frown, my friends [/• the band] ; you -\ 
(hall loon melt again ; f 

IB, i 

;n vain." 



lhall loon melt again; 
But, if not there is felt each dying ftrai 
Poor I lhall fpeakj and you will fcrap^ in 1 
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To fee me now, you think the ftrangeit thing! 
For, like friend Benedick, I cannot ling: ' 
Yet, in this prologue, cry but you corragio! 
I '11 fpeak you both a jig, and an adagio. 

A Periian king, as Periian tales relate, 
Oft went difguis'd, to hear the people prate! 
So, curious I ibmetimes Heal forth, incog, 
To hear what critics croak of me, King Log. 
Three nights ago, I heard a tcte-&~ttte> 
Which fix'd at once our Eriglifh opera's fate : 
One was a youth born here, but fiufh fromRome; 
The other bom abroad, but here his home: 
And firit the Englifi foreigner began, 
Who thus addrefs'd the fort ign Englifhman : 
" An Engfifh opera! 'tis not to be borne; 
u I both my country and their mufic fcorn. 
* O, damn their Ally Croakers, and their 

4 Early-horn ! 
(C Siniior fi — bat Jons — vors recitativo : 
il II tut to, ebejliale e caiwo" 
This laid, I made my exit full of terrors; 
And now afl: pardon, for the following errors i 

Excufe us, firll,.for fooliflily fuppofmg, 
Your countrymen could pleafe you irflcompofing; 
An opera too !— play'd by an Englifli band, 
Wrote in a language which you underfland — 
I dare not fay who wrote it— I could tell ye, 
To lbften matters — Signor'Shakipearelli: 
This awkward drama (I confefs th' offence) 
Is guilty too of poetry and fenfe: 
And then the price we take — you '11 artabufeit, 
So low, fo unlike op'ras — but excufe it, 
We '11 mend that, fault, whenever you mall 
choofe it. J/ 1 * 
Our lali mifchance, and worfe than all the reft, \ 
Which turns the whole performance to a jeft,£ 
Our lingers all are well,and all will do their beft.) 
But why would this ram fool, this Englifhman, 
Attempt an opera?— 'Tis the ftrangeit plan ! 

Struck with the wonders of his mailer's art, 
Whofe facred dramas (hake and melt the heart, 
Whole heaven-born (trains the coldelt breaftin- 
fpire, , 

Whofe chorus-tnunder fets the foul on fire ! 
Innam'd, aftonifh'd, at thofe majpc airs, 
WhenSampfon groans, and franticSaul defpairs, 
The pupil wrote — his work is now before ye, 
And waits your Itamp Of infamy or glory ! 
Yet, ere his errors and his faults are known, 
lie fays, thofe faults, thole errors are his own ; 
If thro' the clouds appear fome glimmering rays, 
f hey 're fparks he caught from his great maf» 
ter's blaze J 



1 



1 



So thinks ourbard,who,fti!f in claffic knowledge, 
Prelerves too much the buckram of the col- 
lege.- — 

" Lord, Sir," laid I, " an audience muft be 
4< woo'd, 

" And, lady-like, with flattery purfued; [rude 
" They naufcate fellows that are blunt and 
" Authors (hould learn to dance, as well as, 
« write— " [fights 
M Dance at my time of life ! Zounds, what a, 
" Grown gentlemen ( 'tis advertis'd) do learn 
" by night. 

" Your modern prologues, and fuclv whims as 
" thefe, [phoclcs/* 
u The Greeks ne'er knew — turn, turn to So- 
" I read no Greek, Sir — when I was at fchool* 
" Terence had prologues — Terence was no fool/' 
u He had ; but. why ? replied the bard, in rage : \ 
" Exotics, monfters, had poffels'd the ilage, £ 
" But we have none, in this cnlighten'd age Ij 
" Your Britons now, from gallery to pit, 
" Can reli/h nought but furling Attic wjt. 
"•Here, take my play, I meant it for inltruc- 
" tion ; 

" If rhymes are wanting for its introduction, 
" E'en let that nohfenfe be your own pro- 

" du&ion." 
Off went the poet — It is now expedient, 

I fpeak as manager, and your obedient 

I, as your cnt'rer, would provide you difhes, ' 
Drefs'd to your palates, feafon'd to yourwifhe*. 
Say but you're tir'd with boil'd androaftat home, 
We too can lend for niceties from Rome; 
"to pleafe your taltes will fpare nor pains nor 

money, 

Difcard firloins, and get you maccaroni. 
Whate'er new gufto for a time may reign, 
Shukfpeare and beef mult have their turn again. 

If novelties can pleafe, to night we've two — 
Tho' Englifti both, yet fpare 'em, as they're new. 
To one, at leaft, your ulual favours mow ; 
A female afks it — can a man fay No ? 
Should you indulge our novice * yet unfeen, 
And crown her, with your hands, a tragic queen; 
Should you, with fmiles, a confidence impart, 
To calm thofe fears which fpeak a feeling; hearts 
Afliit each ftruggle of ingenuous lliamif^ 
Which curbs a genius in its road to fame: 
With one wifli more her whole ambition ends- 
She hopes forae merit, to defcrve fuch friends. 



Prologue to Virginia-, 1754. Written and 
jjokenby Mr. Garrick. 
"Prologues, like compliments, are lofs of 
time, 

'Tis penning bows, and making legs, in rhyme: 
? Tis cringing at the door, with fimp'ring grin, 
Whtn we (hould Ihew the company within — 

* Mrs. Graham, afwrwajds Mn. Ya:cs, then a new aclicfs 



§49. Epilogue to the fame] 1754. Garrick. 

The poet's pen can, like a conjurer's wand, 
Or kill or raife his heroine at command : 
And I mall, fpirit-like, before I fink, [think. 
Not courteouily enquire, but tell you what you 
From top to bottom I (hall make you (rare, 
By hitting all your judgments to a hair! 



And, firlt, with you above I mall begin , 

[fo the upper galler 9 
Good-naturd fouls, they're ready all to grin. 



Though 
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Though twelve pence feat you there, lb near the 
ceiling, 

The folks below can't boafl a better feeling. 
No high-bred prud'ry in your region lurks, 
You boldly laugh and cry, as nature works. 

Saysjohn toTom (aye — there they fit together, 
As honell Britons as e'er trod on leather) : 
" 'Tween you and I, my friend, 'tis veiy vild, 
" That oldVergeenuslhould have itruck his child; 
" I would have hang'd him for't had I been ruler; 
u And duck'd that Apus too, by way of cooler." 
Some maiden-dames, who hold the middle floor, 
[To the middle gallery. 
And fly from naughty man, at forty-four, 
With turn'd-up eyes applaud Virginia's 'fcape, 
And vow they 'd do the fame to fhun a rape ; 
So very chalte, they live in conftant fears, 
And apprehenlion ftrengthens with their years. 

Ye bucks, who from the pit your terrors ftnd, 
Yet love diftrefled damfels to befriend; 
Yon think this tragic joke too far was carried, 
And wifti, tofet all right, the maid had married: 
You'd rather fee (if to the fates had will'd) 
fen wives be kind, than one poor virgin kill'd. 

^fay I approach unto the boxes, pray — 
And there fearch out a judgment on the play ? 
In vain, alas ! I lhould attempt to find it ; 
Fine ladies lee a play, but never mind it. 
'Tis vidgar to be mov'd by acted paflion, 
Or form opinions till they Ye fix'd by fafhion. 

Our author hopes this fickle goddefs Mode, 
With us will make, at lealt, nine days abode; 
To prefent pleafure he contracts his view, 
And leaves his future fame to time and you. 



§ 5». Prologue to Barbarojfa; 1755. Written 
and fpoken by Mr. Gar rick, xn the Character of a 
Country Boy. 
TL/f easter! meafter! 

Is not my meafter here among you, pray ? 
Nay fpeak — my mealier wrote this fine new play. 
The aclor-folks are making fuch a clatter! 
They want the pro-log — I know nought o' the- 
matic r: 

He muft be there among you — look about — 
A weezen pale-fac'd mon — do find him out. 
Pray, meftcr, come, or all will fall to (heame; 
Call Milter— hold — I mult not tell his neame. 
La! what a crowd is here! what noife and 
pother ! 

Fine lads and lafles ! one o' top o' tother.' 

[Pointing to the rows of pit and gallery. 
I could forever here with wonder gaze; 
I ne'er faw church fo full, in all my days! — 
Your fervant, Sirs — What do you laugh for, eh? 
You donna take me fure for one o' the play ? 
You mould not flout an honelt country lad— 
You think me fool, and I think you half mad : 
You 're all as ltrange as I, and lti anger too; 
And, if you laugh at me, I '11 laugh at you. 

[Laughing. 

I donnalike your London, tricky not I; [why: 
And, lince you've rais'd my blood, Til tell you 
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And, if you wull, Jince now I am before ye, 
For want of pro-log, 1 '11 relate my ftory. 

I came from country here to tiy my fate, 
And get a place among the rich and great: 
But troth I'm lick o' th' journey I ha' ta'en; 
I like it not — would I were whoame again I 

Firlt, in the city I took up my ftation, 
And got a place with one o' th' corporation; 
A round big mon — he ate a plaguy deal; 
Zooks ! he 'd have beat five ploomen at a meal ! 
But long with him I could not make abode, 
For, could you think 't ? he ate a great fea-toad ! 
It came from Indies — 't was as big as me$ 
He call'd it belly-patch, and cap-a-pce: 
La ! how i ltar'd ! — I thought — who knows, 
but I, 

For want of monfters, may be made a pye ? 
Rather than tarry here for bribe or gain, 
I '11 back to whoame and country fare again. 

I left toad-eater; then I ferv'd a lord, [word, 
And there they promis'd — but ne'er kept their 
While 'mong the great this geaming work the 
trade is, [ladies. 
They mind no more poor fervants — than their 

A lady next,who lik'd a fmart young lad, [mad. 
Hir'd me forthwith — but, troth, I thought her 
She turn'd the world top-down, as one may fay, 
She chang'd the day to neet, the neet to day ! 
I was fo flieam'd with all her freakilh ways, ) 
She wore her gear fo (liort, fo lowlier Itays — > 
Fine folks (hew all for nothing, now-a-days ! j 

Now I'm the poet's mon — I find with wits 
There 's nothing fartain — nay, we eat by fits. 
Our meals, indeed, are flendei— what of that? 
There are but three on 's — meaiter, I, and cat. 
Did you but lee us all, as I 'am a finner, 
You d fcarcely lay which of the three is thinner. 

My wages all depend on this night's piece; 
But lhould you find that all our fwans are geefe, 
'Efeck, I Ml trult no more to meafter's brain, 
But pack up all, and whiffle whoame again. 



§51. Epilogue to tbe fame\ 1755. Spoken by 
Mr. Woodward^ in the Character of a jjr»< 
Gentleman. Garrick. 

[ Enter— fpeaking without. 
'DSHAW! damn your epilogue, and hold your 
tongue — 

Shall weof rank be told what 's right and wrong ? 
Had you ten epilogues, you lhould notfpeak'em, 
Tho' he had writ 'em all in linguum Grecum. 
I'll do 't, by all the gods ! (you mull excuie me) 
Tho' author, adtors, audience, all abufe me! 

[To the audience. 
Behold a gentleman! — and that 's enough ; 
Laugh if you pleafe— 1 '11 take a pinch of ihuff! 
I come to tell you (let it not furprife you) 
That I 'm a wit— and worthy to advife you. 
How could you fufFer that lame country booby, 
That pro-log fpeaking favage, that great looby, 
To talk his nonfenfe ? — gwe me leave to fay, 
'Twas low 1 darned low, but five the fellow's 
Let the poor devil eat ; allpw him that, [play ; 
^nd give a meaj to meafler^ mon, and cat i 

But 
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But why attack the fafhions ? fenfelefs rogue ! 
We have no joys hut what refult from vogue: 
The mode Qiould all controul! — nay, evVy 
pa (lion, 

Senfe, appetite, and all, give way to fafhion: 
I hate as much as he a turtle-feaft, -\ 
But, till the prefent turtle-rage is ceas'd, ( 
I 'd ride a hundred miles to make mylelf a( 

bealt. ) 
I have no ears; yet operas I adore! 
Always prepar'd to die — to Jleep — no more! 
The ladies too were carp'd at, and their drefs, 
He wants them all rutf'd up like good queenBels! 
They are, forlboth, too much expos 'd and free :^ 
Were more exposed, no ill eftecls I fee, 
For more or lei's, 'tis all the fame to me. ) 
Poor gaming too was maul'd among the reft, 
That precious cordial to a high-life breait! 
When thoughts arkfe, I always game or drink, 

An Englilh gentleman Ihould never think 

The reafon *s plain, which ev'ry foul might hit 

on 

What trims a Frenchman, overfets a Briton. 
In us reflection breeds a fober fadnefs, 
Which always ends in politics or madnefs: 
I therefore now propofe, by your command, 
That tragedies no more (hall cloud this land; 
Send o'eryour Shakfpeares to the Ions of France, 
Let them grow grave — let us begin to dance ! 
Banifti your gloomy fcenes to foreign climes, -\ 
JReferve alone, to blefs thele golden times, * 
;\ farce or two ■ and Woodward's panto- i 
mimes, s 



§52. Occa/ional Prologue to the Majk of Britan- 
nia ; 1 755 . Written and fpoken by Mr, Gar rick, 
in the Character of a Sailor, fuddled, and talking 
to hi?nfelf. y ' 

Enters, finding, " How pleafant a failofs life 
" partes! 1 * 

"TX7ELL ! if thou art, my boy, a little mellow, 
A failor, half-feas o'er — 's a pretty fellow. 
What cheer, ho ? Do I carry too much Jail ? 

[To the f it. 

Nc — tight and trim — I feud before the gale — 
[He f aggers forward, and then flops. 

But foftly tho' — the veifel feems to heel 

■ Steady! my boy — me muft not (hew her keel. 

And now, thus ballafted— what courfe to (leer ? 

Shall I again to fea — and bang Mounfeer? 

Or flay on (hore, and toy with Sail and Sue ? 

Boil love 'em, boy ? By this right hand, I do! 

A well-rigg'd girl is furely moll inviting: 

There *s nothing better, 'faith — fave flip and 

I muft away — I muft [fighting. 

What! mall we fons of.beef and freedomltoop, 

Or lower our fin? to (lavery and foup ? 

What ! fhall theft Parly-voos make fuch a racket, 

And I not lend a hand to lace their jacket? 

Still (hall Old England be your Frenchman's 

butt>— ,!: 
\Vhene'er he (hulRes we ifcould always cut. 



1 11 to "cm, faith — Avaft— before I go- 
Have I not promis'd Sail to fee the Ihow ? 

[Pulls out a play-bill. 
From this fame paper we (hall underftand 
Whatwork'sto-night— Tread yourprintedhand, 
Firft let's rcfrefh a bit— for, 'Faith, I need it — 
I'll take one fugar-plum-^[/#tar fome tobacco] 
and then 1 11 read it. 

[He reads the play- bill of Zara, 
which was ailed that evening. 
" At the Theatre Royal, Drury-lane— 
* Will be prelen-ta-ted a tragedy, called 
Sarah— M 

I *m glad "t^s Sarah — then our Sail may fee 
Her namefake's tragedy i and as for me, 
1 11 fleep as found as if I were at fea. 

" To which will be added — anew mafque— " 
Zounds ! why a maique ? We lailors hate grj* 
maces: 

Above board all ; we fcorn to hide our faces. 
But what is here, fo very large and plain ? 

" Bri-tan-nia." — 0, Britannia! goocj 

again— — 

Huzza, boys!— By the Royal George, I fwear*, 
Tom Coxen, and the crew, mall ftraight be there. 
All free-born fouls muft take Bri-tan-nia's part, 
And give her three round cheers, with hand and 
heart ! [Going off, he flops. 

I wi(h ycu landmen,tho',would leave your tricks, 
Your factions, parties, and damn'd politics : 
And, like us honeft tars, drink, fight, and fing; 
True to yourfelves,your country, and your king t 

§ 53. Prologue to Corns. Performed for the 
Btneft of the General Hofpital at Bath, 1756 a 
ami fpoken by Mijs Morrifon, in the Character of 
a Lady of Fa/bion. Hoadle y. 

[She enters with a number of tickets in her hand. 
ttitell, I 've been beating up for volunteers, 
v * But find that charity has got no ears. 
I firft attacked a colonel of the guards — — 
Sir, charity — conlider its rewards j 
With healing hand the faddeft fores it Ikins, 
And covers — O ! a multitude of lins. 
He fwore the world was welcome to his thoughts : 
Twas darruVd hypocrify to hide one's fauTtsj 
Andwith thatimhis conference ne'er was twitted, 
The only one he never had committed. 

Next to my knight I plead. He (hook his head, 
Complained the ltocks were low, and trade was 
dead. 

In thefe Bath charities a tax he'd found 
More heavy than four (hillings in the pound. 
What with the plny-houfc, hofpital, and abbey, 
A man was ftripp'dtr-unleJs he 'd look quite 
(habby. 

Then fuch a train, and fuch expence, to wit jV 
My lady, all the brats, and coufin Kit— > 
He 'd ileal him lei f, perhaps, into the pit. J 

Old Lady Slipftop,at her morning cards, 
Vows that all works of genus (he regards; 
Raffles for Chinefe gods; card houfes, (hells, 
Nor grudges to the mufic, or the bells, s 
But has a ilrange antiquity to nafty ojpitals. 3 

I hope 
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I hope your lord fhip — then my lord replies' 
No doubt, the governors are — very wife ; 
But, for the play, he wonder'd at their choice. J 
In Milton's days fuch' fluff might be the tafle, 
But, 'faith ! he thought it was damn'd dull and 
chafte: 

Then fwears he to the chanty is hearty, 

But can't, in honour, break his evening party. 

When to the gouty alderman I fued, 
The nalty fellow ('gad) was downright rude. 
Is begging grown the fafhion, with a pox! 
The mayor lhould let fuch houfewifes in the 
■ flocks. - 

Give you a guinea ! Z ds ! replied the bead, 

Twould buy a ticket for a turtle-feaft 
Think what a guinea a-head might fetbeforeye — 
Si,-, mullet — turbot — and a grand John Dory. 
"I '11 never give a groat, as I'm a finner, . 
Unjefs they gather 't in a difli— at dinner. 

I truft, by art and more polite addrels, 
You fairer advocates met more fuccefs; 
And not a man companion's caufe withllood, 
When, beauty pleaded for (uchgeifral good. 

i 54.. Frokgue to the Winter s Tale, and Ca- 
therine and Petruchio; 1756. Written and 
fpohnby Mr, GaRRICK. 

ry o various things the flage has been compar'd* 

As apt ideas ltrike each humorous bard : 
This night, .for want of better fimile, 1 
Let this our theatre a tavern be : 
The poets, vintners, and the waiters we. ) 
So, as' the cant and cuftom of the trade is, 
. You're welcome, gem'men; kindly welcome, 
ladies. 

To draw in cuftomers, our bills are fpread; 
You cannot mifs the iign,*tis Shakfpeare'sHead. 
From this fame head, this fountain-head divine, 
For different palates fprings a different wine; 
In which no tricks, to Krengthenortothin'em-— 
Neat as imported — no French brandy in 'em 
Hence for the choiceil fpiritsflows Champagne, 
Whofe fparkling atoms lhoot thro' every vein 
Then mount in magic vapours to th J enrap 

tur'd brain ! 
Hence flow for martial minds potations (Irong, 
And fvveet love-potions for the fair and young: 
.For you, my hearts of oak, for your regale, 

[To the upper gallery. 
There's good old Englifh (lingo, mild and dale: 
For high, luxurious fouls, with lufcious fmack^ 
There's Sir John Falitaff in a butt of lack} 
And, if the Itronger liquors more invite ye, 
Ba' dolphis gin, and Pillol aqua vitae. 
But lhould you call for Falllaff, where to find him, 
He 's gone — norleft one cupof fack behind him 
. Sunk in his elbow chair, no more he '11 101m, 
No more, with merry wags,toEaftcheap come; 
IIe> g>ne — to jefl and laugh, and give his lack 

at home. 

As for the learned critics, grave and deep, 
Who catch at words, and, catching, fall aileep; 
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Who, in the florms of paifion, hum and haw!— 

For fuch our mailer will no liquor draw 

So blindly thoughtful, and fo darkly rea<l, 
They take Tom Durfey's for the Shakfpeare's 
Head. 

A vintner once acquir'd both praife and gain, 
And fold much Perry for the bell Champagne. 
Some rakes this precious fluff' did fo allure, 
They drank whole nights — whats's that — when 

wine is pure ? 
" Come, rill a bumper, Jack." — " I will, my 
" Lord." 

" Here's cream! — damn'd fine! — immenfe t— 

" upon my word ! 
'< Sir William, what fay you?"— "The befl, 

" believe me." 
" In this — ehjack? — the devil can'tdeceiveme." 
Thus the wife critic, too, miflakes his wine; 
Cries out, with lifted hands-r-'Tis great ! divine! 
Then jogs his neighbour, as the wonders flrike 

him ; 

This Shakfpeare! Shakfpeare !— »0, there's no- 
thing like him ! 
In this night's various and enchanted cup 
Seme little Perry *s mix'd , for filling up. [taken, 
The five long acts, from which our three are 
Stretch'd out to * fixteen years, lay by,forfaken : 
Left then this precious liquor run to wafle, 
'Tis now confin'd and bottled for your taite, r 
T?s my chief wilh, my joy, my only plan, 1 
To lofe no drop of thai immortal man ! 



§55. Prologue to the Apprentice 5 17 56. Spoken 
by Mr. Murphy , Author of the Piece, drejfed in 
black. Garrick. 

"HE hold a wonder for theatric (lory ! 

The culprit of this night appears beforeye: 

Before his judges dares thefe boards to tread, 

" With all his imperfections on his head ! " 

Prologues precede the piece, in mournful verfe, 

As undertakers walk before the hearle ; 

Whofe doleful march may ltrike the harden'd 
mind, 

And wake its feelings — for the dead — behind. 
Trick'd out in black, thus actors try theirart, 
To melt that rock of rocks — the critic's heart. 
No acted fears my vanity betray ! 
I am, indeed — what others only play. 
Thus farmyfelf. The farce comes next in view; 
Tho' many are its faults, at leaft, 'tis new. 
No fmuggled, pilfer'd fcenes from France we 
ihow ; 

'Tis Englilh — Englifn, Sirs — from top to toe. 
Tho' coarfe my colours, and my handunlkill'd, 
From real life my little cloth is fill'd. 
My heroes a youth, by fate defign'd [mind) 
For culling fimplcs— but whole ftage-ftiuck > 
Nor fate could rule, nor his indentures bind. S 
A place there is,' where fuch young Quixotes^ 
meet; • ' / 

'Tiscail'd the (pouting-club — aglorious treat! r 
Where'prentic'dkingsalarmthegapingllreet.J 



* The action, of the WliiicW Talc, as writtpn by Shakfpeare, comprehends fixteen years. 



There 
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*There Brutus darts and (tares by midnight taper. 
Who all the day enacts — a woollen-draper. 
Here Hamlet's ghoft llalks forth, with" 

doubled fift: [lift!" 
Cries out, with hollow voice, " Lift, lilt, O 
And frightens Denmark's prince — a young 

tabacconift. 
The fpirit too, clearM from his deadly white, 

Riles a haberdaiher to the fight ! 

Not young attornieshave this rage withftood, 
But change their pens for truncheons, ink for 

blood ; [try's good 

And (Itrange reverfe!) — die for their coun- 
Through all the town this folly you may trace j 
Myfelf am witnefs — 'tis a common cafe. 
I 've further proofs, could ye but think I wrong 

y e — 

Look round — you '11 Mad fome fpouting youths 
among ye. 

To check thefe heroes, and theirlaurels crop. 
To bring them back torealon — and their mop; 
To raife an harmlefs laugh, was all my aim y 
And, if I fhun contempt — I feek not fame. 
Indulge this firltling, let me but begin, 
Nor nip me — in the buddings of my fin : 
Some hopes I cherifh,in yourfmilesl read'em; 
Whatever my faults, your candour can exceed 
em. 



i 



A couiin too (he has, with fquinting eyes, 
With waddling gait, and voice like London cries; 
Who, for the ltage, too Ihort by half a ltory, 
A6h Lady Townly— thus— in all her glory ; 
And, while (he 's traverling her fcanty room, 
Cries — " Lord, my Lord, what can I do at 
" home r" 

In fhorr, there 's girls enough for all the fel- 
lowe, [lous, 
The ranting, whining, ltarting, and the jea- 
The hotfpurs,Romeos,Hamlets,anclOthelios 
O little do thefe filly people know 
What dreadful trials acWs undergo: 
Myfelf, who moft in harmany delight, 
Am fcolding here from morning until night. 
Then take advice from me, ye giddy things, 
Ye royal milliners, ye apron'd kings ! 
Young men, beware, and Ihun our flippery ways, 
Study arithmetic, and burn your plays; 
And you,ye girls, let notour tinfel train [brain: 
Enchant your eyes, and turn your madd'ning 
Be timely wife; for, O ! be lure of this : — 
A (hop, with virtue, is the height of bli is. v 



§ 5 6 - 



Epilogue to tie fame\ 1 756. 
Mrs, Clive. 



§57. Epilogue to the Repri'al, 1757. Spckcn 
by Mlfs Macklin. 



! 



Spoken by 
Smart. 
[Enters, reading the play -bill. 
A very pretty bill — as I *m alive ! 
* * The part of — Nobody — by Mrs. Clive ! 
A paltry, fcribbling fool — to leave me out ! 
He il fay, perhaps — bethought I could not fpout. 
Malice and envy to the lalt degree ! 
And why ? — I wrote a farce as well as he, 
And fairly ventured it, without the aid 
Of prologue drefs'd inblack,and face in maf- 
querade ; 

O pit, have pity — fee how I 'm difinay'd I 
Poor foul! this canting fluff will never do, 
Unlefs, like Bayes, he brings his hangman too 
But granting that, from thefe fame obfequies, 
Some pickings to our bard in black arile ; 
Should your applaufe to joy convert his fear, 
As Pallas turns to feaft Lardella's bier ! 
Yet 'twould have been a better fcheme, by half, 
T' Jiave thrown his we«ds afide, and learnt with 

me to laugh. 
Ixouldhave fhewn "him, had he been inclin'd, 
A fpouting junto of the female kind. 
• There dwelis a milliner in yonder row, [mow, 
Well-drefs'd, full-voic'd, and nobly buiJt for 
Who, when in rage (he fcolds at Sue and Sarah, 
Damn'd,damn'd diflembler ! thinks Ihe 's more 
than Zara. 

She has a daughter too, that deals in lace, \ 
And fings — 0 ponder well — and Chevy-chafe, J 
And fain would fill the fair Ophelia's place. ) 
And in her cock'd-up liat,and gown of camlet, 

JYefumcs on fomething touching the Lord 

Hamlet. 



Ave — now I can with plea lure look around. . 
Safe as I am, thank Heaven, on Englilh 
ground. 

In a dark dungeon to be ftow'd away, „ 
'Midlt roaring, thund'ring,danger,anu difmay ; 
Expos'd to fire and water, f word and bullet — • 
Might damp the heart of any virgin pullet. 
I dread to think what might have come to pafs, : 
Had not the Britilh lion quell'd the Gallic ais. 
By Champignon a wretched victim led 
To cloilter'd cell, or more detefted bed, 
My days in pray'r and falling I had ipentj 
As nun, or wife, alike a penitent. 
His gallantry, (b confident and enrer, 
Had prov'd a faiefs of delicate foup-m?a?rc. 
To bootlefs longings I had feU a martyr; 
But, Heaven be prais'd, the Frenchman caught, 
a Tartar. 

Yctfoft — our author's fate von mull decree ; 
Shall he come fafe to pert, or fink at fea ? 
Your fentencr, lwcetor hitler, foil or fore, 
Float", his frail bark, nr run 1 it bump alhore.— 
Ye v. its above, retrain your awful thunder; 
In his firft cruize 'twere pity he Ihould founder. 

[Tniht gallery. 
Safe from your (hot, he & an no other fee, 
No gulph but that which horrid yawn:, below. 

[Tutbe^tt. 

The brave ft chiefs, ev'n Hannibal and Cito, 
Have here been tam'd with — pippin and potatce. 
Our bard embarks in a more Chi ill ian caufe, 
He craves not men v, but he claim; applauie, 
His pen agihjft.thehoftrle Trench is drawn, 
Who damns him is 110 Antitrailican. 
Induh-'d uith favVimx gales and finding flwCfcj 
Hereafter h z may board H richer prize 

But 
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But if this welkin angry clouds deform, 

[Looking round the houfe. 
And hollow groans portend th' approaching 

ftorm j [To the gallery . 

Should the defcendlngfhow'rs of hail redouble, 
And thefe rough billows hifs, and boil and I 

bubble, [To the pit. S. 

He '11 launch no more on fuch fell feas of I 

trouble. J 



§58. Prologue to the Author ; 17 57. Foote. 

Severe their tafk, who, in this critic age, 
With frefh materials furnifh out the itage ! 
Not that our fathers drain'd the comic flore; 
Frefh characters ipring up as heretofore. 
Nature with novelty does ftill abound; 
On ev'ry iide frefh follies may be found. 
But then the tafte of every gueit to hit, ^ 
To pleafe at once the gallery, box, and pit, * 
Requires, at leaft, no common fhare of wit. ) 

Thofe who adorn the orb of higher life, 
Demand the lively rake or modifh wife ; 
YThilft tne y wno m a l° wer circle move, 
Yawn at their wit, and (lumber at their love. 
If light low mirth employs the comic fcene, 
Such mirthas drives from vulgar minds the fpleen, 
The poliih'd critic damns the wretched ftuff, 
And cries — " 'Twill pleafe the galPries well 

M enough." 
Such jarring judgments who can reconcile I 
Since fops will frown, where humble traders fmile. 

To dam the poet's ineffectual claim, 
And quench his third for univerfal fame, 
The Grecian fabltlift in moral lay 
Has thus addrefVd the writers of his day: 
Once on a time, a ion and lire, we 're told, 
The (tripling tender, and the father old, 
Purchased a jack-afs at a country fair, 
Toeafe their limbs, and hawk about their ware; 
But as the fluggifli animal was weak, 
They fear'd, if both mould mount, his back 

would break : 
Up gets the boy, the father leads the afs, 
And through the gazing crowd attempts topafs. 
Forth from the throng the greybeards hobble out, 
And hail the cavalcade with feeble fhour. 
*' This the refpecr to rev'rend age you fhow, 
u And this the duty you to parents owe ? 

He beats the hoof, and you are fet aftride ; 
11 Sirrah ! get down, and let your father ride/' 
As Grecian lads are feldom void of grace, 
The decent, duteous youth relign'd his place. 
Then a frefh murmur ..irough the rabble ran, 
Boys, girls, wives, widows, all attack the man. 
" Sure never was brute beaft fo void of nature I 
" Have you no pity for the pretty creature ? 
u To your./<wn baby can you be unkind ? 
" Here— f <e, Bill, Betty— put the child be- 
"I id." 

OldDapp next the clown's companion claim'd : 
" 'Tis wonderment them boobies ben'tafham'd ! 
" Two tt a time upon the poor dumb beaft ! 
" They raightas well have carried him, at leaft," 
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The pair; ftill pliant to the partial voice, 
Difmount,and bear the afs-^Then what anoife ! 
Huzzas, loud laughs, low gibe, and bitter joke, 
From the yet filent fire, thefe words provoke : 
" Proceed, my boy, nor heed their farther calf; 
« Vain his attempts, who itrives to pleafe them' 
« all." 



§ 59. Prologue to the Trip to Paris. Spoken by 
Mr. Shuter, at one of his Benefits. Footl. 

In former times there liv'd one Ariftotle, 
Who,as the fong lays, lov'd,like me,his bottle. 

To Alexander Magnus he was tutor 

( AVt you furprisM to hearthe learned Shuter? J 
But let that reft— a new tale I '11 advance; 
A tale ?— no, truth 1 mum— I'm juft come from 
France. [ter ; 

From Paris I came ; why I went there, no mat- 
Tin glad that once more I'm on this fide the water. 
' Fwas to win alarge wager that hurried me over ; 
But I wifh 'd to be off when J came down toDover. 
To fwallcnv fea-water the doctors will tell ye, 
But the light of fuch water at once fiU'd my belly; 
They who choofe it for phyficmay drink of the 
But only to think on 't is phylic for me. [fea, 
When I firft went on board, Lord 1 I heard 
fuch a racket, 
Such babbling and fquabbling, 'foreandaf^thro' 
the packet i 

The paflengers bawling, the failorsyo-ho-ing, 
The fhip along dafhing, the windsaloft blowing; 
Some fick,and fome fwearing, fomefinging, fome 
fhrieking, 

Sails hoifting, blocks rattling,the yards and booms 
creaking; 

Stop the Jbip ! — but the tars, never minding our 

cafes, 

Took their chaws, hitcrfd their trowfers, and 

grinnM in our faces. 
We made Calais foon,and were foonfet on more, 
And I trod on French ground, where I ne'er 

trod before. 

The fcene was quite chang'd j 'twas no morf 
yo, yo-ho, [no f 

With damme Jack, yes, boy — or damme Tom, 
'Twas quite t'other thing, mun, 'twas all com^ 
plaifance ; 

With cringes and fcrapes we were welcom'd to 
France : 

Ah y Monfeer Angloy—they cried — be on <ven nu, 
Tres umble fernjant % Sir 9 <wc glad to fee you. 
I ne'er met fuch figures before in my rambles, 
They flock'd round my carcafe like flies in the 
fhambles : 

To be crowded amongft them at ffrft I was loth, 
For fear they mould ieize me, and foufe me for 
broth. 

At laft, tho' they callM me my Lor Anqlcferre, 
(Lord, had you then feen but my itrUt and m/ 
itare !) 

Wee, xv^,Icried,teff then— and put on afworcfy 
So at once Neddy Shuter turn'd into a lord. 
I expected at France all the world and his wife, 
But I never was balkd 16 before in my life \ 

I fhouli 



Book IV. 



PROLOGUES 



I fhould fee wonders there, I was told by Monfeer- : 
So I did, I faw things that were wonderful queer; 
Queer itreets and queer houfts, with people 

much queerer, 
Each one was a talker, but no one a hearer. 

I foon had enough of their pallovoujee^ 
It 'safine phrafe to lomefolks,butnonfenfetome. 
All folks there are drefsM in a toyfhop-like (how, 
A bodge-podging habit, 'twixt fidlerand beau ; 
Such hats, and fuch heads too, fuch coats and 

.fuck fkirts — 
They fold me fome ruffles — but I found the fliirts. 
Then, as to their dinners, their ioups, and 
their itewings, 
One ounce of meat ferves for ten gallons of brew- 
ings; 

For a (lice of roaft beef how my mind was agog ! 
But for beef they produced me a fricaiee'd frog s 
Out of window I tofs'd it, it wasn't tit to eat, 
Then down ftairs I jump'd.andran into theftrcet. 
*Twas not their palaver could make me determine 
To ftay where I found it was talte to eat vermin. 
Frogs in France may be line, and their Grand 

Monarque clever } 
I 'm for beef, and King George, and old Eng- 
land for ever ! 



\ ; > EPILOGUES. <):$ 

6 ! what you fnivel ? — Well, do fb no more — ^ 
Drop, to atone, your money at the door, > 
And — if I pleafe — I % \\ give it to the poor, j 



i 



§ 6c. Epilogue to the Mi no r \ 1 7 6 c , 

Near the mad manfions of Moorfields I '11 
bawl ; [all, 
Friends, fathers, mothers, fillers, fons, and 
Shut up your fh ops and liflen to my call. 
With labour, toil, all fecond means difpenfe, 
And tive a r$nt charge upon Providence. 
Prick up your ears $ a ftory now I'll tell, j 
Which once a widow and her child befel, J 
I knew the mother and her daughter well : ) 
Poor, it is true, they were, but never wanted ; 
For whatfoe'er they afk'd was always granted. 
One fatal day the matron's truth was tried. 
She wanted meat and drink, and faintly cried. 

Child. Mother, you cry ! 

Mother. O child ! I've got no bread. 
Child. What matters that ? Why, Providence 
an't dead ! 

With reafon good this child the truth might fay, 
For there came in at noon, that very day, 
Bread, greens, potatoes, and a leg of mut ton, 
A better fure a table ne'er was put on. 
Ay, that might be, ye cry, with thefepoor fouls ; 
But we ne'er had a rather for the coals. 
And d' ye deferve it ? How d' ye fpend your days? 
In paftimes, prodigality, and plays ! 
Let 's ge fee Foote ! O, Foote's a precious limb ! 
Old Nick will foon a foot-ball make of him ! 
For foremoft rows in fide-boxes you move ; 
Think you to meet with fide-boxes above, 
Where giggling girls and powder'd fops may fit? ^ 
No, you will all be cnammd into the pit, > 
And crowd the houfe for Satan's benelit. — ) 



§ 61. 



Prologue to Polly Honeycombe ; 1760. 

Garrick. 



LTiTHtRjin days of yore, from Spain or France, 
Came a dread forcerefs, her name Romance, 
O'er Britain's i ile her wayward fpells (he caft, 
And Common Senfe in magic chain bound fait. 
In mad fublime did each fond lover woo, 
And in heroics ran each billet-doux : 
High deeds of chivalry their fole delight, 
Each fair a maid diftrefs'd, each fwain a knight. 
Then might Statira Oroondates fee 
At tilts and tournaments, arm'd cap-a-pie. 
She too, on milk-white palfrey, launce in hand, 
A dwarf to guard her, prane'd about the land. 

This fiend to quell, his fword Cervantes drew, 
A trulty Spanilh blade, Toledo true : 
Her talifmans and magic wand he broke; 
Knights, genii, caftles, vanifh'd into fmoke. 

But now, the dear delight of later years, 
The younger lifter of Romance appears ; 
Lefs lblemn is her air, her drift the fame, 
And Novel her enchanting, charming name. 
Romancemightftrike ourgrave forefather's pomp, 
But Novel for our buck, and lively romp ! 
CafTandra's folios now no longer read, 
See two neat pocket volumes in their ftead ! 
And then, ib fentimental is the ityle, 
So challe, yet fo bewitching all the while ! 
Plot and elopement, paflion, rape, and rapture. 
The total fum of ev'ry dear— dear — chapter. 

'Tis not alone the f mall-talk and the fmarr, 
'Tis Novel moft beguiles the female heart. 
Mifs reads — (lie melts — fhe fighs — love fteals 
upon her — 

And then — alas, poor girl !— good night, poor 

Honour ! 

c * Thus of our Polly having lightly fpoke, 
' Now for our author — but without a joke. 

* Tho' wits and journals, who ne'er fibb'd 

* before, 

< Have laid this bantling at a certain doer, 
1 Where, lying ft ore of faults, they 'd fain 

* heap more, 
1 I now d.-clare it, as a ferious truth, 

( 'Tis the firft folly of a fnnple youth, 

i Caught and deluded by our harlot plays—* 

{ Then cru/n not in the Ihell this infant Hayes! 

* Exert your favour to a^oung beginner \ 

< Nor ufe the (tripling lik^a batter'd finner.' 



} 



§ 62. 



Prologue to All in the Wrong ; 1 761 . 
ten andfphen by Mr. Foote. 

To-night, be it known to box, g Pries, and 
pit, 

Will be open tir original warehoufe "wit; 

• theft linen were added by Mr. Gurick, on its being reported that he was the author of the^icce \ and 
however humorous and poetical, contain ai ftria matter of iaft as the dulJeft profe. 



ELEGANT .EXTRACTS, B o.o k IV. 

Thenewmanufa6>ure,Foote t indCo.undertakerb',! All pleaders m3y, when difficulties nfe, 
Play, opera, pantomime, farce — by the makers, j To gain one truth expend an hundred hes< 
We fcorn, like our brethren, our fortunes toowe 0. Wild. To curb thispra&ice I am fomewhat 



ToShakipeareandSjutherne,to'Ot\vay and Rowe: 
Tho' ourjucjgmentm ly err,yetourjuiticeisihown; 
Forwe prornife to mangle no works butour own; 
And moreover, on this you may firmly rely, 
If we can't make you laugh, that-we won't make 
you cry ; 

For our monarch, who knew we were mirth- 
loving fouls, [bowls ; ( 
Has lock'd up his lightning, his daggers, and On all occafions, mould be deem'd a he. 
s Refolv'd that in birfkins rmheroes mould (talk, | M. Gr. Hard terms ! 
He has (hut us quite out of .the tragedy walk. 



lathi 

A lawyer has no credit but on oath. 

M.Gr. Then to the fofter fex fome favour fhow: 
Leave us pofleflion of our model! No! 
0. Wild. 0 freely, Ma'am, we '11 that allowance 

-give, 

So that two Noes be held affirmative : 
Provided ever, that your pirn and fie, 



| On this rejoinder then I reft my caufe : 



No bl ood, no blank verfe— in (hort we 're undone, 'Should all pay homage to truth's facred laws, ' 



Unlefs you 're contented with frolic and fun, 
If, tir'd of her round in the Ranela^h mill, 
There mould be one female inclin'd to fit ftill ; 
If blind to the beauties, or fick of the fquall, 
Apartymould n'tchoofe to catch cold atVauxhall; 
If at&dler's fweet Wells the wine mould be thick, 
The cheefecakes be four, or Mife Wilkinfon fick ; 1 



Let us examine wiiat would be the cafe $ 
Why, many a great man would be out of place. 
O. Wild. T would many a virtuous character 
reftore. 

M. Gr. But take a character from many more. 
O. Wild. Strong are your reafons j yet, ere 1 
fubmit, 



If the fume of the pipe mould prove povv'rfulin I mean to take the voices of the pit 



June, 



Is it your pleafures that we make a rule, 



§ 64. 



Or thetumblcrshelame, or the be'ls out oftune;|That ev'ry liar be proclaim'd a fool, 
We hope you will call at our warehoufe in Drury : | Fit fubjedis for our author's ridicule ? 
We've,?. curious aflbrtment of goods, I allure ye, 1 
Domeftic and foreign, indeed all kind of wares, 
Englilh cloth, Irifli' linens, and French pet en- 
r airs. 

If, for want of good cuftom, or lofles in trade, 
The poetical partners mould bankrupts be made; 
If,fromdealingstoolarge,weplungedeeplyindebt, 
Aj\d a whereas comes out in theMufes'Gazette, 
We'llonyou,ourafligns, for certificates call; 
Tho' infolvents,we 're honeft, and give up our all . 
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Epilogue to the Liar, 1761 ; between Mi/s 
Grantham and old Wilding. 

M. Gr. TTOLD, Sir I [done, 
** Our plot concluded,and drift juftice 
Let me be heard as counfel for your fon. 
Acquit I can't, I mean to mitigate ; ^ 
Profcribe all lying, what would be the fate \ 
Of this and every other earthly ftate ? ) 
Confideiy Sir, if once you cry it down, 
You '11 (hut up every cotfee-houfe in town j 
The tribe of politicians will want food, 
Even now half famifti'd — for the public good j 
All Grub-ftreetf murderers of men and lenfe, 
And every oifice of intelligence, 
All would he bankrupts, theVhole lying race, 
And no Gazette to publifh their difgrace. 
0. Wild. Too mild a fen ten ce ! Mult the good 
and great, 

Patriots be wrong'd, that bookfellers may eat ? i 
M. Gr. Your patience, Sir; yet hear another 
word, 

Turn to that- hall where Juftice wields her fword; 
Think in what narrow limits you would draw, 
By this profcription, all the fons of law : 
For 'tis the fix'd determiu'd rule of courts, 
(Vyner will tell you — nay,even Coke's Reports) 



Prologue to the Earl of EJj'ex ; 1 76 1 . 

Murphy. 



\X7he ne'er the brave, the gen'rous, and the 
VV juli, 

Whene'er the patriot finks to filent duft, 
The tragic mufe attends the mournful hearfe, 
And pays her tribute of immortal verfe. 
Infpir'd by noble deeds, fhe feeks the plain, 
In honour's caufe where mighty chiefs are (lain ; 
And bathes with tears the fod that wraps the dead, 
And bids the turf lie lightly on his head. 

Nor thus content, Ihe opens death's cojd womb, 
And burfts the cearments of the awful tomb, 
Tocaft him up again — to bid him live, 
And to the fcene his form and prefence give. 

Thus once-fam'd Eflex at her voice appears. 
Emerging from the facred dull of years. 

Nor deem it much, that we retrace, to-night, 
A tale to which you 've liftcn'd with delight. 
Mow oft, of yore, to learned Athens' eyes 
Did new Eleclras and new Phaedras rife ! 
In France, how many Theban monarch groan 
For Laius' blood, and inceft not their own 1 
When there new Iphigenias raifethe figh, 
Frcfli drops of pity gulh from ev'ry eye. 
On the fame theme tho' rival wits appear, 
The heart ftill finds the fympathetic tear. 

If there foft pity pour her plenteous ftore, 
For fabled kings, and empires now no more ; 
Much more mould yon from freedom's glorious 
Who ftill inherit all the rights of man ; [plan, 
Much more mould youwith kindred forrows glow 
For your own chiefs, your own domeftic woe j 
Much more a Britifh llory mould impart 
The warmeft feelings to each Britifh heart. 

§ 65. 
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$ 65. Prologue to the School for Lovers , 17G2. 
Written and fpoken by Mr. G a r r i c k . 

OuccEss makes people vain — the maxim's 
0 true. 

We all confefs it, and not over new. 
The verieft clown, who (lumps along the ftreets, 
And doffs his hat to each grave cit he meets, 
Some twelve-months hence, bedaub'd with 
livery lace, 

Shall thru-it his faucy flambeau in your face. 
Not lb our hard — tho' tw.icc your kind applaufe 
* Has, on this fickle fpot, efpous'd his caule j 
He owns; with gratitude th" obliging debt; 
Ha; twice been favonr'd, and is moduli: yet. 
Your giant wits, like thofe of oid, may climb 
Olympus high, and Hep o'er fpace and rime; 
May ltride, with leven-leagued boots, from more 
to more, 

And nobly, by tranfgrefling, charm ye more. 
Alas ' our author dares not laugh at fchools— 
Plain fenfe confines his humbler mufe to rules : 



A tavern with a gaudy fign, 
Whofe bufli is better than the wine, 
May cheat you once — Will that device, 
Neat as imported, cheat you twice ? 

'Tis wrong to raife your expectations; 
Poets, be dull in dedications ! 
Dulnels in thefe to wit prefer—* 
But there,, indeed, you feldom err. 
In prologues, prefaces, be flat ! 
A iilvcr button fpoils your hat. 
A thread-bare coat might jokes efcape, 
Did not the blockheads lace the cape. 
A cafe in point to tnis before ye; 
Allow me, pray, to tell a itory. 

To turn the penny, once, a wit 
Upon a curious fancy hit : 
Hung out a hoard, on which he boafted, 
Dinner for three-pence, boil'd and roaikd. 
The hungry read, and in they trip, 
With eager eye, and fmacking lip- 
Here, bring" this boiPd and roaited, pray— " 



He (hifts no fcene— But here I ftopt him ihort— I En , te , r M^tae*, d,d V d each way, 



11 Notchange your iicenes?" laid I — 41 1 *m lorry 
^for'ti 

k My conrbnt friends above, around, below, 
u Have Engliftv taltes, and love both change and 
" Ihow ! 

■ Withoutfuchaideven Shale fpea re would heflat, 
44 Our crowded pantomimes are proofs of that. 
* What eager trrnfport ltarts from ev'ry eye, 
" When phllies rattle, and our genii fly ! 
'* When tin'cafcades, like falling waters, gleam, 
u Or through the canvas burfts the real ftream ! 
" While thirity Iflington laments, in vain, 
" H.df her New- river roll'd to Drury-lane. 

* Lord, Sir?'' faid I, " for gallery, boxes, pit, 
" Til back my Harlequin again It your wit." 
Yet Hill the author, anxious for his play, [fay }V 
Shook his wile head— »" What will the critics 
" As ufual, Sir — abufe you all they can J" 
" Andwhattheladies?" — "He's a charming man ! 
" A,diarming piece!— one fcarce knows what it 
* { means j 

" But that 's no matter — when there 's fuchfweet 

"-fifties'!" 
Still he perfili9— and let him — entrenous — 
I know your taltes, and will indulge 'em too. 
Change you (hall have; fo fet your hearts at eafe: 
Write as be will, we 11 act it — as you pleafe. 



$ 65. Prologue upon Prolwue;, to The Deuce is in 
Him. Spoken by Mr. King. Garrick. 

And, egad, it will do for any ether play as zvellas 
this. Bayes. 

An old trite proverb let me quote- 
As is your cjoth, fo cut your coat. 
To fuit our author, and his farce, 
Short let me be, for wit is fcarce; 
Nor would I (hew it, had 1 any ; 
Tne reafons why are (Irons' and many. 
Should I have wit, the piece have none, J 
A flam in pan with empty gun, t 
The p'ece is fure to be undone. ) 



All ihr'd and role, the houfe forfook, 
And damn'd the dinner — kicked the cook. 
My landlord found, poor Patrick Kelly j J 
There was no joking with the belly. 

Thefe facts laid down, then thus I reafon, 
Wit in a prologue 's out of feafon. 
Yet Hill will you for jokes fit watching. 
Like Cock-line folks for Fanny's fcratehing. 
And here my limile 's fo fit, 
For prologues are but ghofts of wit; 
Which mean to (hew their art and fkill* 
And (cratch you to their author's will. 
In fhort, for reafons great and fmall, 
Tis better to have none at all. 
Prologues and ghofts ! — a paltry trade—* 
So let 'em both at once be laid! 
Say but the word — give your commands, 
We'll tie our prologue-monger's hands: 
Confine thefe culprits! [holding up his hands\ 

bind 'em tight: 
Nor girl can fcratch, nor fools can write. 



§ 67. Epilogue to Elvira\ 1763. Garrick. 

Ladies and gentlemen — "tis fo ill-bred — 
We have no epilogue, becaufe I 'm dead; 
For he, our bard, with phrenfy-rolling eve, 
Swears you fhant't laugh, when he has made yo\i 
At which I gave his (leeve a gentle pull, [cry, 
Suppofe they mould not cry, and, mould be dull » 
In luch a ca(e, 'twould furely do no harm; 
A little lively nonfenle taken warm, 
On critic ftomachs delicate and queafy, 
'Twill even make a heavy meal fit eafy. 
The town hates epilogues— It. is not true, 
I anfwer'd that forjwf— and you — and you — 

[To Pit, Boxes, and Firji Gallery. 
They call for epilogues and hornpipes too. 

[To the upper Call. 
Madam, the critics fay— to you they're civil, 
Here, if they have '«m not, they '11 play the devil. 
' 3 K Out 



9/3 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 



Book lV. 



Out of this houfe, fir, and to you alone, 
They'll finite, cry Bravo! charming! — Here 

they groan : 
A Tingle critic will not frown, look big, 
Harmlefs and pliant as a fmgle twig; 
But crowded here they change, and 'tis nobodd, 
For twigs, when bundled up, become a rod. 
Critics to bards, like beauties to each other, 
When tete.-a tite their enmity they Another: 
" Kils me, my dear— how do you ?— charming 

" creature! 

n What ihape ! what bloom ! what fpirit in each 

" feature! 

u You flatter me — 'pon honour, no. — You do— 
" My friend — my dear — lincerely yours- 
" adieu l" 

But when at routs, the dear friends change their 

tone ; 

I fpeak of foreign ladies, not our own. 
Will you permit, good firs, thelt gloomy folk 
To give all tragedy without one joke ? 
Theyi gravely tell us, Tragedy's delign'd 
^To purge the palfioris, purify the mind: 
To which I lay, to itrike thole blockheads dumb, 
With phytic always give a fngar-plum. 
I bve thefe fugar-plums in prole or rhymes: 
No one is merrier than myfelf fometimesj 
Yet 1, poor F, with tears und conltant moan, 
Am melted down almolt to Ikin and bone: 
This night, in fighs and fobs I drew my breath} 
Love, marriage, treafon, prifon, poifon, death, 
Were icarceMufficient to complete my fatej 
Twochildren were thrown in,tomake up weight. 
With all thefe futfrings, is isnot provoking, 
To be denied at laft a little joking ? 
If they will make new laws, for mirth's fake 
break 'em; 

Rour out for epilogues, and let me fpeak 'em. 



In bath, and doth, was rarely known to fail, 
Himfelf the hero of each little tale. 
With wits and lords this man was much de> 
lighted, 

And once (it has been faid) was near being 
knighted. 
One Ariltophanes (a wicked wit, 
Who never heeded grace in what he writ) 
Had mark'd the manners of this Grecian fage, 
And, thinking him a fubjecl for the llage, 
Had from the dumber cull'd, with curious care, 
His voice, his looks, his gefture, gait, and air* 
His alfectation, confequence, and mien, 
And boldly launch 'd him on the comic fcene. 
Loud peals" of plaudits through the circle ran, 
All felt the fatire, for all knew the man. 

Then Peter — Pctns was his clalHc name, 
Fearing the lofs of dignity and fame, 
To a grave lawyer in a hurry flies, 
Opens his purle, and begs his belt advice. 
The fee fecur'd, the lawyer ftrokes his band, 
n The cafe you put I fully underltand ; 
" The thing is plain from Cocoas reports, 
H For rules of poetry a'n't rules of courts : 
" A libel this — I'll make the mummer know 
"it."— 

A Grecian con liable took up the poet, 
Reltrain'd the fallies of his laughing mufe, 
CalTd .harmlefs humour fcandalous abufe: 
The bard appeal'd from this fevere decree, 
Th' indulgent public let the pris'ner free: 
Greece was to him what Dublin is to me. 



1 



§ 68. Mr. Footed Addrtfsto the Puhlie, after a 
Profecution agajnjl him for a Libel \ 1764. 

FOOTE 

Tjusii! let me fearch f before I fpeak aloud — 

Is no informer. jkuking in the crowd ? 
With art laconic noting alfthat 's laid, 
Malice at heart, indictments in his head; 
Prepared to levy all the legal war, 
Ami roule the clamorous legions of the bar? 
Is there none fuch? — Not one: — then, 4ftJrtf 
tiou f, 

I will a tale unfold, tho' itrange, yet true 
Thi application muff be made by you. 

At Athens once, fair queen ofcarms and arts, 
There dwelt a citi'/en of moderate parts *j 
Precifc his nnuner, and demure his looks, 
His mind unletrer'd, tho' he dealt in books; 
Amorous, tho* old; tho 1 dull, lov'd repartees 
And penn'd a paragraph molt daintily : 
lie aim'd at purity in all he laid, 
Aud never one omitted^, or ed\ 
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§69. Prologue fpolen by Mr. Love, on the opening 
the new Theatre on Richmond Green ; 1765. 

Garrick. 



'-Thf (hip now launched, with neceflariesltor'd, 
Rigg'd, mann'd, well-built, and a r-ich 
freight on board, 
All ready, "tight and trim, from head to poop, 
And, by commiflion, made a royal floopj 
May Heaven from tempefts,rocks,and privateers, 

PrelervetheRichmond! Giveher,boys,three 

cheers ! [ Thre 1 huzzas behind. 

QueenMab,ourShakfpearelays,and I believe him, 
In lleep haunts each vain mortal, to deceive himi 
Vin her hazel-nut Ihe lightly trips, 
By turns, o'er eyes, ears, lingers, nofe, and lips, 
Each quicken'd fenfe fuch lweet enchantment 
feizes, 

We hear, lee, fmell, taltc, touch— whate'er Hie 
pleales. £f ee> 
Look round this houfe, and various proofs you'll 
Strong glaring proofs that Mab has been with me. 
She caught me napping, knew were I was vain, 
A nd tickled ev'iy fibre of my brain : 
Dee]) in my mufmg (d. ep as I was able) 
Methought I law her driving tow Yds my table; 
ShcwhilkMhercharioto'er my books and fhelvcs, 
And at my ltandiQi itopp'd her giney elves. 



George Faulkner, Boikfellcfffc 
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PROLOGUES a n n EPILOGUES* 



" What areyou fcribbling there ?— Quick, let 

"me fee - 

u Poll ! leave this nonfenfe, andalongwith me!" 
t, grinning, bow'd**" Bright ftar of Lilliput ! 
" Shall I not crowd you in your haiel-nut?" 
Shefmil'd; and, mewing men large-nVd hamper, 
11 Getintothis,lnyfrie)ld,andtMe:lwe , llfcamper. ,, 
I for this frolic wanting quick digeltion, 
Seat to my tongue, poit-halte, another qutftion j 
But, crick ! me went, before that I colt'd alk it - y 
She in her itige-^1, FallblF, in the baikef: 
Shewav'dherwand^henburft in fits of laughter, 
To fee me rolling, bounding, tumbling after: 
And I laughMtoo-^Could you of laughing fail, 
To fee a minnow towing of a whaler 
At laft" we retted on a lull hard by, 
With a fweet vale, to fealt the glutton eye— 
■ I'll mew you more," (he laid) " to charm and 

" move us j!* fus: 
And to the gardens, quick as thought, (he drove 
Then) pointing to the Iliad e— " There, there 

** they are, 

" Of tliis moll happy ifle the happieft pair!" 
O, may thofe virtuous raptures never ceafe, 
Nor public cares difturb their private peace! 
She figh'd^- and like the lightning was lhe feen 
To drive her chariot o'er this fav'rite green ; 
Straighttothisfpot— -wheremeinfusMfuchthings 
Might turn the heads of twenty play houfe kings. 
But fear difperfing all my golden dream, 
And I juft entering on this fairy- fcheme; 
With wild furprife, I calt my eyes about, 
Delufion ends— ind now I w:ike to doubt: 
O, may the dream be realis'd by you ' 
Your lmiles or frowns can make this lalfe or true 



" 'Tis he, by Jove! grown quite a cl urn fyf! low, 
" He's rlt for nothing — but a Punchinello I" 
H Oyes, for comic fcenes, Sir John — no fu the.*: 
" He's much too fat — for battles, rapes, an 1 

" murther !° 
Worn in the fervice, you my faults will fpire, 
And make allowance for the wear and tea/. 

The Cheliea penfioner, who, rich in fca's, 
Fights o'er, in prattle, all his former wars; 
Tno* pad the fervice, may the young ones teich 
To march-^prefent — to fire — and mount the 

breach. 

Should the drum beat to arms, it firft he*ll grieve 
For wooden leg, loll eye, and armlefi fleeve 
Then cocks his hat, looks' fierce, and fwe s 
hi* cheii : 

"'Tisformykingjand, zounds! Vi] do my bell.* * 
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70. Prologue to Much ado about Nothing, atled 
by Command of their Majejlies, 1 7 6 5 . Written 
•and fpeken by Mr. Gar rick, being bis fir ft 
Appearance after his Return jrom Italy. 

ith doubt, joy, apprehenfion,almoft dumb, 
To face this awful court, once more I come : 
Left Benedick mould fuffer by my fear, 
Before he enters, I my lei f am here. 
I 'm told (what flattery to my heart ? ) that you j 
Have wilh'd to fee me * nay, haveprefs'dittoo: * 
Alas ! 'twill prove another Much ado, \ 
I, like a boy who long has truant play'd, 
No leflbns got, no exercifes made, 
On bloody Monday takes his fearful fhnd, 
And often eyes the birchen-fceptred hand. 
*Tis twice twelve years fmce tirft the ltage I trod, 
Enjoy 'd your fmiles, and felt the critics rod ; 
A very nine-pin I, my ftage life through 
Knock'd down by wits, fet up again by you. 
In tbur-and- twenty years the fpirits cool 5 
Is it not Ion? enough to play the fool ? 
To prove it is, permit me to repeat 
What late I heard, in paffing through the ftreet : 
A youth of pnrts, with ladies by his (ide, 
TJuMCOck'dhisglafs, and thro' it mot my pride: 



Prologue to the Clandcftihe Mcrriag e; 1766, 
Garrick. 



poETS and painters, who from nature draw 
* Their belt and richeit itores, have made 
this law ; 

Thnt each mould neighbourly aflift his brother, 
And fteal with decency from one another. 
To-night, your matchlels Hogarth gives the 
"thought, 

Which rrom the canvas to the ftage is brought 5 
And who lb ht to warm the poet s mind, 
As he who pichir'd morals and mankind? 
But not the fame their characters and fcenes; 
Both labour for one end, by different means 5 
Each, as it luits him, takes a iepYate road, 
Their one great object, marriage^a-la-mode 5 
Where titles deign with cits to have and hold. 
And change rich blood for more fubftantial golcj ! 
Andhonour'd trade from int'reit turns afide, 
To hazard happinels for titled pride. 
The painter dead, yet ftill he charms the eye; 
While England lives, his fame can never die: 
But he who ftruts his hour upon the ftage, 
Can fcarce extend his fame for half an agej 
Nor pen nor pencil can the actor fave; 
The art and artilt fliare one common grave. 

O let me drop one tributary tear 
On poor Jack Falitaff's grave, and Juliet's bier *1 
You to their worth muft tellimony give j 
'Tis in your hearts alone their fan\e can live j 
Still as the fcenes of life will drift away, 
The ltrong imprefliuns of their art decay. % ' 
Vourthiklrcncannot feel wliatyouhave known i 
They '11 boal* of chains smd Gibbers of their own. 
The greatefl gJoFy of our hapsy few, 
Is to be felt, and be appro v'd, by you. 



Prologue to the Taylors ; 1767. 

Garrick, 



This night we add fomc heroes to our ftore, 
Whomever were as heroes feen before; 



*'Mr. Qojn and Mrs. Gibber bot&4kv^a liulq before. 
3lU 
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No bluftVing Romans, Trojans, Greeks, fhall 

• rage; ^ 
}$o knights, arm'd cap a pie, fhall crowd our 
^Jor fhall our Henries, Edward?, take the field, 
Oppofing /'word to fword, and ihield to (hield: 
With other inftruments our troop appears j 
Needles to thimbles (hall, and (hears to (hears; 
With parchment gorgets, and iu buckram arm'd, 
Cold-blooded taylors arc to heroes warm'd, 
And flip-mod Aide to war — No lionb' glare, 
No eye-balls flaming fire fhall make you flare j 
Each outfide (hall belie the itufF within : 

A Roman fpirit in each Taylor's fkin ■ 

A taylor-legg'd Pompey, Caflius, fhall you fee, 
And the ninth part of Brutus ftrut in me! 
What though no (words we drew, no daggers 
.Yet can our warriors a quietus make [make, 
With a bare bodkin. — Now be dumb, ye railers, 
And never, but in honour, call out taylors I 
But thefe are heroes tragic, you will cry; 

O, very tragic ! and Til tell you why ■ 

Should female artifls with the male combine, 
Andmantua-makers with the taylors join ; [o'er, 
Should all, too proud to work, their trades give 
Not to be footh'd again by lix-pence more; 
Whathorrorswouldenfue !— Firflyou,yebeaux, 
At once lole all exiitence with your clothes ! 
And you, ye fair, where would be your defence ? 
This is no golden age of innocence ! 
Such drunken bacchanals the Graces meet, 
And no police to guard the naked itreet : 
Beauty is weak, and paflion bold and urong— 
O then — but moclelty reitrai ns my tongue. 
May this night's bard a fkilfnl taylor be, 
And like a well-made coat his tragedy: 
Tho' clofe, yet eafy ; decent, but not dull ; 
Short, but not icanty; without buckram, full. 



§ 73- 



Enter 



Epilogue to the Euglifi Merchant ; 1767. 

Garrick. 

taily A\loji [Mrs. Abington'] in a pajjion; 
Spatter [Mr. King] following. 
L. Alton, t'll hear no more, thou wretch* 
1 Spatter. Attend to reafon ! 
L. Alton. A woman of my rank* 'tis petty 
treafon ! 

Hear reafon, blockhead ! Reafon ! what is that ? 
Bid me wear pattens and a high crown'd hat I 
Won't you begone? What, won't you? What's 
your view? [you.— 
; ' Spatter. Humbly to ferve the tuneful nine in 

L. Al on. I renounce fuch things ; 
Not Phcebus now, but vengeance, fweeps the 
flrines: 

My mind is difcord all!— 1 fcorn, deteft 
All human kind— you more than all the reft. 

Spatter. I humbly thank you, Ma'am— but 
weigh the matter. [Spatter' 

I. Alton. I won't hear reafon! and! hate you 
fvlyfelf, -and cv'rv thing. 1 

dfaMr. That I deny 5 



You love a little mifchief, fo do Ij 
And mifchief I have for you. 

L.Alton. How? where? when? 
Will you (fab'Falbridge? 
Spatter. Yes?, Ma'am— with my pen. , 
L. Alton. Let loofc, my Spatter, till to death 
you *ve ftung 'em, 
That green-eyed moniler, jcalouly, among 'em. 

Spatter. To dafli at all, the fpirit of my trade is, 
Men, women, children, parlons, lords, and ladies* 
There will be danger. 

L. Alton. And there mall be pay-*- 
Take my purie, Spatter ! [Gives it him. 

Spatter. In an honeft way. 

[Smile.-, and takes it. 

L. Alton. Should my lord beat you 

Sputter. Let them laugh that win: 
For all my bruiles here 's gold-beaters (kin ! 

[Chinking the purfe. 
L. Alton. Nay, mould he kill you 1 
Spatter. Ma'am? 
L.Alton. My kindnefs meant 
To pay your merit with a monument ! 

Spatter. Your kindnefs, lady, takes away my 
breath: ( [death. 

Well Hop, with your good leave, on this fide 
Alton. Attack Amelia, both in verfe and 
Your wit can make a nettle of a role, [proiie, 
Spatter. A ftinging-nettle for his lordlhip's 
bread i . 

And to my ftara and dafhes leave the reft. 
I'll make them miferable, never fearj- 
Pout iii a month, and part in half a year. 
I know my genius, and can truft my plan 5 
I '11 break a woman's heart with any man. 
L.Alton. Thanks, thanks, dear Spatter! be 

fevere and bold ! 
Spatter. Noquklnw of conference with a purfe 
of gold. 

Tho* pill'nes threaten, and tho' crab-fticks fall, 
Yours are my htart,lotll,pcn, ears, bones, and all. 

[Exit Spatter. 

Lady Alton alone. 



Thus to the winds at once my cares I fcatter— 
O, 'tis a charming rafcal, this fame Spatter! 
His precious mifchief makes the ltorrri fubflde ! 
My anger, thank my (tars ! all rofe from pride | 
Pride lhould belong to us alone of faihion 5 
And let the mob take love, that vulgar pafTion— 
Love, pity, tendernefs, are only made 
For poets, Abigails, and folks in trade. 
Some cits about their feelings make afuls, 
And (omeare better bred— ^who live with us. 
How low lord Falbridge is!-*He takes a wife, 
To love,' and cheri(h, ami be hVd for life! 
Thinks marriage is a comfortable Hate, 
No pleafure like a vartuous tete-a-tete ! 
Do our lords juitice, for I would not wrong 'em, 
There are not many fuch poor fouls among 'em. 
Our turtles from the town will fly with (peed, 
And Til fortel the vulgar life they'll lead. 
With love and eale grown fat,theyfaceallweather f 
And, fanners both, trudge arm in arm together 

Now 
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Now view their (lock, now in their nurfery prat- 
Forever with their children or their cattle, [tl 
Like the dull mill-horfein one iound theykeepj 
They walk, talk, fondle, dine, and fall alleep ; 
" Their cuitom always in the aftcmoprv— 
H- bright as Sal, and (he the challe fall moon 1 
Wak/d with her coffee, Madam firft begins, 
She nibs her eyes, his lordrtiip rubs his fliins; 
She lips and iinirks — " Next week 's our wed 
" ding-day, 

'* Married feven years ! — and ev'ry hour more 
,c ?ay r" [Yaivns 

*' True, Emmy," cries my lord, w the blelfim> 
" lies, 

41 Our hearts in ev'ry thing fo fympathtze !" 

[Yawns. 

The day thus (pent, my lord for mufic calls ; 
He thrums the bale, to which my Jady (quails ; 
The children join, which lo delight thefe nin- 
nies, 

The brats feem all Gnadnccie?, Lovatinis 
—What means this qualm ?■ 

I 'm defpilmg, 
That vulvar paftion, Envy, is not rifing! 

0 no ! — Contempt is ltruggling to burlt out— ^ 

1 'ii give it vent at Lady Scalp'em's rout. 



'■ l Hey! Prcfto ! pafsT' — -all topfy-turvy fee, 
Por " ho, ho, ho r is chang'd to ■ he, he, he !'* 
We own'd the fault, but 'tis 3 fault in vogue ; 
'Tis theirs who call and bawl for— Epilogue ; 
_), ihune upon you! — for the time to cume, 
Kjiow better,andgomiferable home, [proaches, 
What fays our comic goddefs ?^-Witl} re^ 
She vows her filler tragedy encroaches I 
Vnd, fpite of all her virtue and ambition, 
Is known to have an amorous difpofition 1 
?ov in falfe Falfe Delicacy-^wondrous fly, 
Join'd with a certain Irifhman — O fie ! > 
She made you, when you ought to laugh, to cry. > 
Her filler's fmiles with tears (he tried tofmother. \ 
Rais'd fucha tragi-cwnic kind of pother, ^ f 
i'ou laucjh'd with one eye, while you cried £ 
with t'other. I 
What can be d me ? —fid work behind thefcenes! 
There comic females ("cold with tragic queens; 
Each party dirt" rent ways the foeairails, [nails. 
Thefe lhake the daggers, thole prepare their 
Why, lure, whilePTis you alone mull calm thefe dire milhaps, 
Or we fhall Hill continue pulling caps. 
What is your will f — I read it in your faces, V 
That all hereafter take their proper places, f 
Shake hands, and kifs, and friends, and burnf 



[Exit bajH'y. 



their cafes. 



§ 74. Epilogue to Icnobia \ 176 8. Sfhken by Mrs.\% 75. Epilogue ffohen by Mrs. Pritchard, on her 
Abinzton. GaRRicK. quitting the Stage-, 17$$. GaRRTCK. 



[She peeps through the curtain. kpHE curtain dropt— my mimic life is pall, 
all, gOgd folks r— In tears, for 1 That fcene ot^eep * and terror was my laft 

Could I in fuch a fcene my exit make, 
When ev'ry real feeling is awake ? 
Which beatinc; here, fuperior to all art, 



How do you 
certain ; 

1 11 only take a peep behind the curtain : 
Vou 're all lo full of tragedy and ladnels, 

For me to come among you, would be madnefs 1 Burftsjn lull tides from a molt grateful heart. 
This is no time for giggling— when you've* I now appear my felt, diltrels'd, dilmay'd, 

j e jf ure jMore than in all the characters I 've play'd 5 

Call out for me, and I '11 attend your pleafure j In :ifted paflion, tears may seem to flow, 



As foldiers hurry at the beat of drum, 
Beat but your hands, that inftant I will com? 



But I have that within that palfeth mow.'* 
Before I go, and this lov'd fpot forfake, 



[She enters upon their clapfing. Wliat gratitude can give, my wifhes, take i 



This is fo good ! to call me out fo foon — 
The Comic Mufe by me entreats a boon; [nour> 
Shecall'd for Pritchard, her firft maid of ho- 
And begg'd of her to take the talk upon her ; 
But (lie, Tarn lure you 11 all be forry for't, 
Refigns her place, and foon retires from court - 
Tt bear this loft we courtiers make a ihift, 
When good folks leave us,wor!c may have a lift. 
The Comic Mufe, whole evVy (mile is grace, ^ 



And her (lage filter, with her tragic tace, 
Have had a quarrel—each has writ a cafe; 
And on their friends aflerobled now I wait, 
To give you of their ditf rence a true Hate, 
Melpomene complain*;, when (he appears, 
For rive good afts^iA&fl her pomp of tears, 
To raife your fouls, and with your raptures 
win;: 'em, [wring 'em— 1 

Nay, wet your handkerchiefs, that you ma\ 
Some flippant hufley, like myf'elf, comes in ; 
(.'rack goes her fan, and with a gigghng grin, 



Upon your hearts may no affliction prey, 
Which cannot by the llage be chas'd away; 
And may theitage, to pleafe each virtuous mind a 
Grow ev'ry day more moral, more relin'd, 
Refin 'd from groflnefs, not by foreigu (kill : 
Weed out the poifon, but be Englilh (lijl ! 

To all my brethren whom I leave behind, 
Still may your bounty, as tome, be kind j 
To me for many years your favours flow'd, 
Humbly receiv'd — on fmall dejrrt bellow 'd : 
For which I feel — what cannot be exprefs'd— 
Words are tooweak— my tears mull fpeakthe relt. 



Prologue to the Good-natuid Man\ 176*, 
Johnson. 



Drf.st by the load of life, the weary mind 
\ Surveys the general toil of human kind. 
With cool fubmtnton joins the lab'ring train^ 
And focial furrow loles half its nain j 



* The lalt fcene of Lady Macbeth. 
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Cur anxious hard without complaint may lhare 

This buttling feafon's epidemic care \ 

Like Ccefar's pilot dignified by fate, 

Toll in one common itorm with a^ the great j 

Diftreft alike the ftatefman and the wit, 

When one a Borough courts, and one the Pit. 

The lpufy candidates for power and fame 

Have hopes, and fears, and wilhes juft the fame: 

Di fabled both to combat, or to fly, 

M 1 hear all taunts, and hear without reply. 

Unchecked on both loud rabbles vent their rage, 

As mom/els bay the lion in a cage. 

Th' offended burgefs boards his angry tale, 

For that bleit year when all that vote may rail j 

Their fchemes of fpite the poet's foes difmifs, 

Till that glad night when alt that hate may hifs. 

" This day thepowder'dcurl sand golden coat/' 
Says (welling Crifpin, "begg'da cdbler's vote*" 
** This night our wit," the pert apprentice cries, 
*' Lies at my feet; I hifs him, and he dies." 
The great, 'tis true, can charm th' electing tribe ; 
The bard may fupplicate, but cannot bribe. 
Yet judg'd by thole whofe voices ne'er were fold, 
He feels no want ofall-perlijading gold j 
But confident of praife, if praife be due, 
Trull* without fear to merit and to you. 



§77. Prologue to Falfe Delicacy ; 1768. Sfolcen 
by Mr. Jfing. Garrick.. 



I 



H vex'd« — quite vex'd — and you '11 be vex'd 

— that's worfe [curfe- 

To deal with ihibborn fcribblers— rthere 's the 
Write moral play s— the blockhead ! — -why, good 
people, 

You % 11 foon expect this houfe to wear a (leeple ! 
For our fine piece, to let you into facts, 
Js quite a fermcn— only preach'd in acts. 
You '11 fcarcc believe me, till the proof" appears j 
But even I, Tom Fool, mult Hied fume tears: 
Fo, I dles, look upon me-r-nay, no fmipering; 
Thinl.youthisfacewasevermadeforwhimp'ring? 
Can la cambric handkerchief difplay, * 
Thump my unfeeling hrealt, and roar aw3y ? V 
Why this is comical, perhaps you 'II fay. , | 
Relolying this ltrange awkward bard to pump, 
I alk d him what he meant ? — He, fume what 
plump. 

New purs'd his belly, and hi? lips thus biting— 
u I mult keep up the dignity of writing I' 1 — 
" You may ; but if you do, Sir, I muA tell ye, 
«' You 11 not keep up that dignity of belly/* 
Still he preach'd on — " Bards of a former age 
4t Held Up abandon'd pictures on tl* ltage$ 
*' Spread out. their wit, with Calcinating art, 

aiLi. catch 'd the fancy, to corrupt the heart ! 
" V-wx, happy change j in thefe more moral days, 
" \I*U cannot fport with virtue, even in plays 1 
V Ou viitue's fide his pen the poet draws* 
" £ad boldly alks a hearing for his caufe." 

t J biS to Mr. Wcfton 



Thus did he prance and fwell— The man may 
prate. 

And feed thefe whimfies in his^addle pate, 
That you'll protect his Mule becamle flic's good: 
A virgin, and fo chafte !— O hid ! O hid ! 
No Wife the citic beadle's la(h efcapes; 
Though virtuous, if a dowdy and a trapes: 
If his come forth a decent likely lafs, 
You '11 ipeak her fair, and grant the proper pafs : 
Orlhould his brain be turned with wild pretence 
In three hours time you'll bring him to hi s fenfesj 
And well you may, when in your pow'r you 
gethiui; 

In that fliort fpace, ycu blifler, bleed, and fweat 
him. [f er i 
Amon^ the Turks, indeed, he'd run no 0am 
They iacred hold a madman and a Granger. 



§ 78. Scrub's Trij to the Jubilee; 1769. Spoken 
ly Mr. H ejlon. 

From Stratford arriv'd^piping hot^-gcntle- 
folks 

From the rureft of (hows, and moll wonderful 
jokes, [daifc, 
Your fimple acquaintance, Scrub, comes to de-< 
'Twas fuller, by far, than our Lichfield great fairj 
Such crowds ot fineladies ferenadingandfinging. 
Such firing of loud patereroes, and ringing — 
To tell it in London, muft Item all a table j 
And yet I will tell it— kis well a I'm able, [ode; 
Firft, fomethi'ng, in lingo of fchools call'd an 
All critics, they told me, :tllow'd very good: 
One laid— you may take it for truth, 1 a'lureye f 
'Tvs as made by the littlegreat man of old Drury, 
By my brother Martin^ for whofe lake/I've hear?) 
Thisnightl'd amind for a touch at Shakfpeare*j 
But, honeltly freaking, I take more delight in 
A bit of good tun, than drums, trumpets, and 
righting. 

The proceflioji, 'twas faid, would have been a 
fine train, [rain ! 

But could not move forward — O la!— for the 

Such tragical, comical folks, and forine 

What pity it was that the iun did not fliine ! 
Since ladies, and baronets, aldermen, 'fquire?, 
All went to this Jubilee full of defires, 
[ft crowds, as they go for to fee a new play ; 
And when it was done—why, they all came 
away ! 

Don't let me forget — a main parts of the (how, 
Was long-tail'd line comets, by fam'd Angelo. 
Some turtle I got, wjiidi they call'd fajhafee\ 
But honed roall beef's the bed turtle tor me. 
i hate ajl ragouts -> and, like a bold Briton, 
Prefergood plum puddmgto aught I e'er bit on. 
I drank too (and now I a poet may be) 
From a charming fine cup of the mulberry tree. 
To bed J mult go— for wjiich, like a ninny, 
I paid, like jny betters, no lefs than a guinea, 
For rolling— not lieeping — in linen fo damp, 
Asltruckmy great toe, ever iince,with the cramp. 

s ckfign of playirg Richard. 

Jhu% 
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fleeced — in my pocket I 
finarting, 

Yet griev'd not when I and the fplinters were' 
parting, 

*T\vas worth ten times more to hear fweet bro 
ther Martin. 
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Can the ftage, with its bills, puffs, and patients 
Hand trial ? [-Royal ? 

Shall we find out no quacks in the Theatre- 
Some dramatical drugs, that are puff 'd on the 
town, 

Caufe many wry faces, and fcarce will go down. 



He fpoke,tillpoor Scrub was ju ft fit, with one eye Na/, an audience ibmetimes will in quack'ry 
To laugh, while the other was ready to cry, 
Whch makesmenow tell you, without any brag. 
He 's a fecond to none but the Warwickihire wag. 
The Jubilee over, I came to this place, 
To tell you my ltory j and fuc for your grace : 
You never refused it— yet never before, 



delight, 

And fweat down an author fbme pounds in one 
night. 

To return to our quack — mould he, help'd by 

the weather, 
Raife laughter and kind pcrfpiration together j 



Widi granting fuch kindnefs, bound gratitude , Should his noftrums of hip and of vapours but 



more. 



I live but to own, with a diligent fpirit, 
Your favours have ever outrun my flight 



§ 79. Prologue to DoSior Lafiinhis Chariot \ 1769. 

Spoken by Mr. Foote. Gar rick. 

V? ou r fervanf, kind mailers, from bottom to 

fop, [mean, hop; 

Be aflur'd, while I breathe, or can itand — I 
Be you pleafed to imile,or be pleated to grumble, 
Be whatever you pleale, I am Hill your molt 
humble. 

As to laugh is a right only given to man, 
To keep up that right is my pride and my plan. 
Fair ladies, don't frown j I meant woman too: 
What's common to man, mult be common to 
you. 

You all have a right your fweet mufcles to curl, 
From the old fmirking prude to the titt'ring 
young girl } 

And ever with pleafure my brains I could fpin, 
To make you all giggle, and you, ye gods, grin. 
In this p relent fummer, as well as the palt, 
To your favour again we preient Dr. Laft, 
Who, by wonderful feats,in thepapers recounted, 
From trudging on foot to his chariot is mounted. 
Amonglt the old Britons when war wasbe&un, 
Charioteers would llay ten, w hile the foot could 
(lay one. [lent, 
So when doctors on wheels with difpatches are 
Mortality bills rile a thouiaud per cent. [tin'd, 
But think not to phyfic that quackery 's con 



cure ye, 

His chariot he well can deferve, I aflure ye : 
he merit. I'Tu eafy to fet up a chariot in town, 

And ealier itill is that chariot laid down. 
He petitions by me, both as doctor and lover. 
That you Ml not Hop his wheels, or his chariot 
tip over. [would be, 

Fix him well, I befecch you ; the worft on 't 
Should you overturn him, you may overfet me. 



§ 8c. 



Spoken by 



Epilogue to the Dmllifi \ *771> 
Mifs Barf ant 1. 
qo, men of valour 1 you dillike our play: 
^ Nothing again ft it do the ladies fay. 
To own they 're pleas'd the critics ever loth, 
Mutter, 11 A Duellilt, with fcarce an oath ! 
11 'Tis like his hat that was without a leather j 
" Duels and Dammes always go together." 
Old linners, loving the licentious joke, [Itroke; 
May think there wants too, here and there, a 
Rouiuioathsanddoublemeaningftrew'dbetween, 
With them the virtues of the comic fcene, 
And yet the town in gen'ral is fo nice, 
It holds thefe virtues as a kind of vice : * 
From the teeth outwards chalte, theirhands be- 
fore 'em, 

Like reps, even denii -reps, are all decorum [ing, 
Tho' grols their thoughts, lo delicate their hear- 
They think the very ftage mould fine forfwear- 
Our author therefore fcrupled to employ [ing, 
Your vulgar Damme, if ! and Damme, boy' 



"Nay, when by chance a naughtyjokecamepatin, 
All the world is a ftage, any! the quacks are j He wrapt it up, you knov¥, in lawyers Latin 



mankind 

There 's trade, law, and Itatc quacks ; *nav, 

would we but fearch, 
Wefhould rind — Heaved blefs us !— fomequacks 
in the church! [race, 
The ftiff-band and ft Iff bob of the Methodilt 
Give the balfam of life and the tincture of grace , 
And their poor wretched patients tbiuk much 

, ^ood is done 'em, 
Tho' bli iters and cauftics are ever upon 'cm* 
As for laws and the ltate, if quackery 'sacurfe, 
Which will make the good bad, and the bad 

will make worie, 
We mould point out the quack from the regu- 
lar brother; [t'other 1 
They are wjfec than I who can tell one firoan 



So much refin'd the fcene lince former days, 
When Congreve, Vanbrugh, Wycherley wrote 
pjays, 

" The ltage fo loofely did Aftrea tread, 
" She fairly put all characters to bed." 
Tho' now no bard would venture todepofit 
A macaroni in a lady's clolet; 
Left the frail fair-one he be thought to ruin, 
* While moon and ftars alone" lee what they're 
doing. 

In the old plays, gallants take*no denial, 
But put the ftrug^ling aftrels to the trial. 
Biefs me ! I ihuddvreven now to think, 
How near myfclf may come to danger's brink ! 
In modern plays more lafe the female ltation 
iecure as our lad folemn lituation ! 
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No rakifh forward fpark daies now be rude, 
The Comic Mufe lierlelf grown quite a pride ! 
No wonder, then, if in fo pure an age . 
No Congreves write for as demure a Hage ! 



§ 81. 



Rakes; T774. 
Garrick. 



Prologue to the School for 
Spoken by Mr. King. 

rpHE fcribbling gentiy, ever frank and free, 
j To fweep the fiage with Prolo<jues,nx on me, 
A female rcprefentative I come, 1 
And with a prologue, which I call a broom, > 
To fweep the critic cobwebs from the room* J 
Critics, like fpiders, into corners creep, 
And at new plays their bloody revels keep: 
With fome fmall venom clofe in ambuihlie, 
Ready to feize the poor dramatic fly : 
The weak and heedlefs foon become their prey/} 
But the ftrong blue-bottle will forte its way, J 
Clean well its wings, and hum another day. j 
Unknown to nature's laws.we'vehere one evil ; 
For flics, turn M fpiders, play the very devil I 
Fearing fome danger, I will lay before ye 
A fhort, true, recent, tragi-comic ftory. 

As late I faunter'd in the Park for air, 
As free from thought as any coxcomb there. 
Two fparkscameup; onewhifper'd in my ear, 
He was a critic ; then alk'd me, with a fneer — 
Thus Handing, itarmg— »with a fwaggeringj 
fwing, 

" You've writ a farce <{ Yes, Sir, a foolifh^ 
" thing." 

" DamnM foolifh —You'd better mind your 

* acling, King. 
" 'Tis ten to one —I fpeak it for your fake, 
?' That this fame farce will prove-r-your wit* 

"lad Stake."—. 
*' I fcribble for amufement, boaft no powVs." — 
"Write foryourown amufement-— notfor ours." 
Thus he went on j and with his pleafant talking, 
I loft the appetite I got with walking. 
JHe laugh'd — I bowM— but ere I could retreat, 
Hislifping friend did thus the dole repeat: 
•! Pray, Sir,-*-this School for Rakes— -the wo- 

ft men's play— - 
,f When do yon give it us r^V— " Next Saturday. 
" I hope you '11 both be kind to her, at lcaft. * 
u A fcribbling woman is a dreadful beaft! 
" Then they 're fo ugly, all thefe female wits— 
(i 1 11 damn her plaVr— to throw her into fits. 
" Had 1 my will, thofc flattern lluttilh dames--- 
" They alMhould fee the bottom of the Thames." 
If you are here, good Sirs, to breed a riot, 

[ Looking (ibeut the lioufe. 
Don't (hew your fpite; tor, if you are not quitt, 
'Tisten to one--- 1 (peak it for jw lake, 
This School for Rakes will prove your YVit'slaft 
Stake: 

As you [ To the Pit] fave me from their tyrannic 
will, 

You will not let them ufe a woman ill. 
Protect her and her brat — the truly brave 
Women and children will for ever lave. 



EXTRACTS, ^ 0K JV - 

§ $2. Prologue to the Jithihe \ 1769. Sfoken by 
Mr. King in the-Cbara&tt of a Waiter. 

' Gaiuiick. 

From London, your honours, to Stratford 
I 'm come i [ Tom i 

I 'm a waiter, your honours ; you know buttling 
Who, proud of your orders, and bowing tiefoi c 
Till topper is ready, I/U tell you a itory. [yc, 
Twixt Houaflow and Cplnbi ook,two houk s 
of fame, [by name: 

Well known on that road, the two Magpye S 
The one of long landing, the other a-new one \ 
This boalts it '"s the old one, and that it's tht; 
true one. • 

Sure we, the old Magpye, as well as the younger, 
May boaft that our liquor is clearer and ftron ger. 
Of bragging and puffing you m ike but a k'ft j 
You tafte of us both, and will Itick to the belt. 
A race we have had for your paftime and 
laughter j f after. 

Young Mag ftarted flrft, with old Mag hopping 
'Tis faid the eld houfe hath poifefs d a receipt 
To make a choice mixture of four, ftrong, and 
fweet ; 

A Jubilee punch, which, right {kil fully made, 
Iniur'd the old Magpye a good running trade ; 
But think youwe mean to monopolize ?— No.no, 
We are like brother Alhley, pro publico bono. 
Each Magpye, your honours, will pick at his 

brother, [other* 
And their natures were always to crib from each 
Young landlords and old ones are taught by; 

their calling 
To laugh at c ngr6fl 1 n g — but pracl i fe for e ft a 1 1 i n g. 
Our landlord sare trame-cocks, and fair play but 

grant -em, 

I '11 warrant you pallime from each littlebantaij!. 
Let's return to the punch — I hope, from myfoul, 
That now theojd Magpye may fell you a bowl: 
We have all lbrtsandlizes,a quick tradetodrive, 
Asoneftiilling, two (hilling, three milling, five : 
In this town of Stratford we '11 have each in- 
gredient, . > 
Befde a kind welcome from me, your obedient. 
I '11 now fqueeze my fruit, put Jugar and rum 
in, L m S» :l coming, a coming { 
And be back in a moment [Bell rings'] A cum- 



$ 83. Prole gue to the Chnjimas 7a!e ; 1774. 

, Garrick. 
Mufic plays, and enter fever al perfons with different 
kinds ofdijhes. 

Fitter Mr. P diner in the character ofChriftnas. 
^,0 on—prepare my bounty for my friends, 
*J And fee that Mirth, with all her crew, at- 



tends. 



Tq the Audience. 



Behold a perfoliate, well known to fame, 

One* lov d and honoured Chriftmas is my 

My officers of ftate my tafte difplay; [name ! 
Cooks, icullions, paltry-cooks, prepare my way ; 

Holly 
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Holly and ivy round me honours fpread, 
And my retinue (hew — I 'm not ill- fed ; 
Minc'd pies, by way of belt, my brealt divide, 
And a large carving-knife adorns my fide ; 
* lis no fop's weapon, 't will be often drawn : 
This turban for my head — is collar'd brawn. 
Tho' old, and white my locks, my cheeks are 

cherry; [merry; 
Warm'd by good fires, good cheer, I *nl always 
With carrol, fiddle, dance, and pleafant tale, 
Jelt, gibe, prank, gambol, mummery, and ale, 
I Englith hearts rejoic'd in days of yore ; S 
,Fcr new ft range modes, imported by the fcore, V 
You will not lure turn Chriitmas out of door I } 
Suppefe yourfelves well (bated by a fire, 
(Stuck dole, you feem more warm than you 

delire) 

Old Father Chriflmas, now in all his glory, 
Begs with kind hearts yo'll liften to his ilory ; 
Clear well your thoughts from politics and fpleen, 
Hear my tale out, iee all that 's to be feen. 
Take care, my children, that you well behave — 
You, Sir, in blue, red cape, not quite fo grave: 
That critic there in black — fo item and thin, 

^Before you frown, pray let the tale begin 

You in the crimfon capuchin, I fear you ; "\ 
Why , Madam, at this time fo crofs appear you ? ( 
Excufeme, pray— I did not iee your ludbandf 
n«.ar you. ' " 
Don't think, fair ladies, I expect that you [do : 
fchou\i hear iny tale — you ve fomjething elfe to 
Nor will our beai x old Englilh fare encourage ; 
No foreign tafte ODuld e'erdigeft plum-porridge. 
I have no fauce to quicken lifelefs linners ; 
My food is meant for fcoiieft hearty grinners. 
For you, your fpirits with guod liomachs bring; \ 
O, make the neighb'ringroof with rapture ring : v 
Open your mouths* pray, 1 wallow every thing ! J 
Critics, beware how yea our pranks defpiie ; 1 
Hear well my tale, or you (han't touch my pies ; > 
The proverb change— Be merry, but not wife. 3 



And Drury MifTea here, 11 in tawdry pride, 
w Are there Paftoras by the fountain lide." 
To frowfy bow'rs they reel through midnight 
damps* 

With Fauns half drunk, and Dryads breaking 

lamps. 

Both far and near did this new whirhfy run 
One night it frilk'd, forfooth, at Iflington. 
And now, as for the public bound to cater, 
Our manager mutt have his fete cbampetre. 
How is the weather } — Pretty clear and bright*. 

[Lookup about* 
A ftorm *8 the devil on champetre night! 
Left it mould fall to fpoil the author's fcenes, 
I 'U catch this gleam, to Cell you what he means : 
He means a lhow as brilliant as at Cox's, 
Laugh for the pit, and may be at the boxes ; 
Song, chorus, frolic, dance, and rural play, 
The merry-making of a wedding day. 
Whofe is the piece T—'Tis all iurmife, fuggef- 

tion — [tion. 
Ts 't his,orher>, or yours. Sir ? That 's the quef- 
The parent, bafhful, whimfcal, or poor, 
Left it a puling infant at the door ; 
' Twas laid on flow'rSj and wrapp'd in fancied 

cloaks. 

And on the breaft was written — Matdo the Oaks. 
The actors crowded round — the girls carefs'd^ 

it: [blels'dit;. 
Lord! the fweet pretty babe! — they prais'dand 
The mafter peep'd,' fmii'd, took it in, and ' 

drefs'd it. 

Whate'er its birth, protect it from the curfe 
Of being flBOther'd by a parifli nurfe : 
As you 're kind, rear it — if you 're curious, 
praife it: 

And ten to one but vanity betrays it. 



§ 84. Prologue to the Maid of the Oaks; 1-/74.- 
Spoken by Mr. King in the Character of Fame. 

- Garrick. 

ttnlike to ancient Fame, all eyes, tongues, 
M . ears, 



h \ 
rs!J 



See modern Fame, arnVd cap-a-pie, appear- . 
Jn ledgers,chronicles : gazette's,and gazetteers ! 
My (baring wings are fine election fpeeches, 
And putfs of candidates fupply my breeches. 
My cap is fatire, criticifm, wit — 
Is there a he id that wants it in the pit ? * 

[Offering it. 
No flowing robe and trumpet me adorn ; 
I wear a jacket, and I wind a horn. 
Pipe, long, and paftoral, for five months paft, 
Puff M well by mc, have been the general tafte. 
Now Marybone mines forth to gaping crowds ; 
Now Highgate glitters from her hill of clouds ; 
St. George's Fields, with tafte and fafhion jtruck, 
Difplay Arcadia at the Dog and Duckx 



§ 85. Oceafoncl Prologue, upon Mr. Lacy s firfl 
Appearance in the Charatier of Alexander. 

Gariuck. 
f N Macedon when Alexander reignM, 
I And victory after victory was gain'd ; 
The Greek Gazettes (for they had papers there) 

PubliftVd a thoufand fibs— as they do here, 

From them one Curtius wrote of Philip's fon, 
How he did things — which never could be done! 
Unlike his copy, who will foon appear, 
His mighty ioul ne'er knew the jmallefb fear: 
Tho^ laurel-cr©wn'd our pale young monarch 

comes [drums; 
Trembling amidft his triumphs, fhouts, and 
Wuuld give up all his vicVrics, falfe or true, 
To gain pr?c greater conqueft — that of you. 
" Lord !" cries a buxom widow,loud and ftrong,^ 
" He 'squite aboy! to jijay that part is wrong." f 
"Madam, he's fix feet high, and cannot be I 

" too young." * 
" He looks fo modeft, hardly fpcaks a word : 
" Can he with proper fpirit draw his fword ? ^ 
" A facefofmooth.whereneitherragenorprideis, 
" Fits not the hero:"— Fronti nulla fdes.~- 

In 
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In Englith thus: Trull not to looks, they '11 
cheat us : 

Bounc'd.not Sir Swagger lately, as he 'd beat us 
And was not he, with ail his frowns and airs, 
By one, who feemd all meeknefs, kick'd down 
Mifs B— , all delicacy, nerve, and fear, [flairs 
Elop'd lait week, with a horle grenadier ! 
And our adventurer, though lb mild and civil, 
If you once roufc him, plays the very devil! 
" Indeed !" cries Madam, « Sir, I'm much your 
u debtor \ 

<( I mould be^lad to know the young man better. 

Twice our youmr hero, who for c:lorv tow'rs, 
In mddslefsdarfg'roistriedhis unknown pow'rs, 
Like a young fwimmer.whom bis fears command} 
In mallow llreams fiflft ventur'd from the land; 
Till, bolder grown, the rougher wave he ftems, 
Plunges from giddy height? int/> the Thames. 
F/en now he Harts to hear the torrent roar, 
While his pale fates (land frighted on the Ihore 
Soon will he leap the precipice — Your nod 
$inks him, or hits him to a demi-god. 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, Book IV. 

§ 87. Prologue to Bon Ton; 1775- Colman. . 

PASHION in ev'ry thing bears fovereign fway, 
X And words and periwigs haveboth their day* 
Each have their purlieus tr \ are modilh each, 
In Hated diitricls, wigs as well as fpeech. 
T<ii$ Tyburn Icratch, thick club, and Temple tie; 
The parfons feather-top, frizz'd broad and high; 
The coachman's caulifiowY, built tiers on tiers j 
Diner not more from bags and brigadiers, 
Than great St. George's or St. J uriee's 'lyles 
From the broad dkioft of Broad St. '->iles. 
What is Hon Ton w' (\ damme !" ciiesabuck, 
Half drunk-— "a k me, my dear, and you Ye in 
" luck :.. 

" Bon Ton 's to fwear, break windows, beat the 
• watch, [catch, 
" Pick up a wench, drink healths, and roar a 
" Keep it up ! keep it up ! damme, take yuir 
l < Twina f I thinv V* 



§ Js6. Prologue fpolen by Mr. Yates, en opening a 
neuo Theatre, built for him by the Inhabitants 
of Birmingham. Foote. 

tjhom fiddling, fretting, Monfieur and Signor, 
* And all the dangers of the Italian fhore ; 
From fqueakingmonarchs and chromatic queens, 
And Metaftalio's mix'd and mangled Icenes, 
Where Fa(hion,and not Feeling, bears the fway, 
Whilfl Senfe and Nature coyly keep away, 
I come. — All hail the confecrated earth*, 
Whofe bounteous bofom gave our Shakfpeare 
Gave that great mailer of the fcenic art [birth ! 
To feed the fancy, and correfl the heart ; 
To check tlx" unruly pallions' wild career, 
And draw from Pity*s eye the tender tear; 
Of Folly's fons t'eXplore the ample train, 
The fot, the fop, the vicious, and the vain ; 
Hypocrify to drag from herdifguife, 
And Afte&ation hunt through all her lyes: 
Such was your bard. Who then can deem the llage, 
The worthless fav'rite of an idle age ? 
Or judge that pleaAire, with inftruclinn join'd, 
Can foil the manners, or corrupt the mind ? 
Far other thoughts your generous breaftinfpire, 
Touch'd with a fpurk of true Promethean fire : 
Sure that the Arts with Commerce came to earth, 
That the fame parents gave thole fillers birth, 
Cold creeping Prejudice you dar'd defpile, 
And bade this Temple to the \fufes rjfe. 
O that my tongue could utter all I feel ! 
Or that my pow'rs were equal to my zeal ! 
Plac'd by your favour, not by right divine, j 
Th* unworthy high-prielt of the (acted nine, 5 
Mo tainted incenfe Ihould pollute their Ihrine, } 
Nor aught be ofter'd to the public view, 
But what was worthy them — and worthy you. 



fwing! [thing T 

" Bon Ton is life, my boy; Bon V 1 's the 
" Ah ! I loves life, and all tl\e joys' it yields,'* 
Says Madam Fullbck, warm from S italfields. 
u Bon Ton % s the Ipace 'twixt Saturday and 
" Monday, 

M And riding in a one-horfe chair o' Sunday ! 
u 'Tis drinking tea, on fummer afternoons, 
" At BagniggeW<i!s,with china and giltfpojns! 
" 'Tis laying by our Hull's, red cloaks, and 
u pattens, 

" To dance cQ vutiUions all in filks and fatins !" *' 
" Vulgar '."—cries Mils — " Obferve, in higher 
u life, [wife ; 

" The feathered fpmfter, and thrice-feather\l 
M The CJub s Bon Ton. Bon Ton s a conllant 
* trade 

" Of rout J'ejimo, ball, and mafquerade ! [new ; 
" 'Tis plays and puppet- lhows— -'tis fomething 
il 'Tis loling thoulands every night at lul 
" Nature it thwarts, and contradicts all roafon 
" Tis itiff French lLys, and fruit when out of 
" feafon ! 

" A role, when half-a-guinea is the price j 
" A fet pf bays fcarce bigger than fix mice: 
11 To viiit friends — you never wiih to fee; 
" Marriage. 'twixt thofe who never can agree. 
« 4 Old dQ wagers, dreis'd, painted, 'patch'd and 

" curl'd 

M This is Bon Ton, and this we call the world!" 
" True," fays'my Lord, "and thou, my only fon, 
" Whatever yottr faults, ne'er lin againft Bou 

» Ton ' 

" Who toils for learning at a public fchool, 
" And digs for Greek and Latin, is a fool. 
" French, French, my boy, 's the thing ! ja/ez ! 

" prate, chatter ! 
V Trim be the mode, vvhipt-fyllabub tlie matter! 
" Walk like a Frenchman j for, on Englim pegs 
<{ Moves native awkwardnefs with two kft legs. 
11 Of courtly friendlhip form a treacherous 

league, [intrigue; 
(C Seduce men's daughters, with their wives 



Shaklpcare was born in Warvvicklhiie. 
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ml your nails -x 
•and grin, it* fmall- / 

er jeft prevails : . J 



u In Tightly femici des round your nails 
i( Keep your teeth clean— 9 

" talk &l : 
w But never iau^ h, whatever, 
" Nothing but nunfenfe e'er gave laughter birth, 
" That vulgar way the viilgar (hew their mirth. 
M Laughter's a rude convullioq,(enfe that juitles, 
11 Diilurba the cockles, and diftorts the mul^les. 
« Hearts may be black, but all Ihould wear clean 

" faces i 

¥ Thegraces.boy! The graces,graces,graces . 
Such is Hon Ton \ and walk this city 

through, / 
In building, Icribbling, fighting, and virtu, f 
And various other (tapes, 'twill rife to view: J 
To-night our Bayes, with bold but carelefs 

tints, 

Hits off a (ketch or two, like Darly's prints. 
Should connoilleurs allow his rough draughts 
ft tike 'em, 

'Twill be Bon Ton to fee 'em, and to like 'em. 
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§ 8?. Prologue to the Rivals ; 17^5. Sheridan. 

Enter Serjeant at Law, and Attorney following, 

and giving a Paper. 
Serj. TITHAt's here ?— * a vile cramp hand! I 

* * cannot fee 
Without my fpeclacles. Att. He means his fee. 
Nay, Mr. Serjeant, good Sir, try again. 

[Gives money. 

Serj. The fcrawl improves — [mjre~\ O come, 
'tis pretty plain. 
Jley ! how's this V— Dibble !— fure it cannot be ! 
A poet's brief! a poet— and a fee ! 
Att. Yea, Sir ! tho' jot, without reward,- I 
know, 

\Vould gladly plead themufes caufe. — Serj. So,fo'. 
Att. And if the fee orfends,your wrath Ihould 
fall 

On me.— Serj. Dear Dibble, no ofTence at all. 
Att. Some fons of Phcebus in the Courts we 
meetrr* 

Serj. And fifty fens of Phcebus in the Fleet ! 
Att. Nor pleads he worle, who with * decent 

rprig 

Of bays adorns his legal wafte of wig. 

Serj. Full-bottom'd heroes thus on iigns unfurl 
A leaf of laurel in a grove of curl ! 
Yet tell your client that, in adverfe days, 
This wig is warmer than a bum of bays. 

Att. Do you then, Sir, my clients place fupply, 

Profufe of robe, and prodigal of tye 

po you, with all thofe bluming pow'rs of face, \ 
And wonted bafhful hefitating grace, 
ftife in the court, and ilouriih on the cafe. J 

[Exit. 

Setj. For practice then fuppofe — this brief v\ ill 
(hew it — 

Me, Serjeant Woodward — counfel for the poet. 
JJs'd to the ground — I know 'tis hard to deal 
VYith this dread Court, from whence there's no 
appeal \ 



No tricking here to blunt the edge of law, 
Or damn'd in equity — efcape by flaw : 
But judgment givtn~-your Jentence mud remain 5 
No writ of error lies — to Drury-lane I 

Ytt when lo kind you feem, 'tis paft di'pute 
We gain ibme favour, if not cofls oj fuiu 
No fpleen is here ! I fee no hoarded fury 3 
I think I never fae'd a miJder jury ! [portation, 
Sad e!ie our plight ! — where frowns are trank 
A Uifs the gallows— and a groan damnation ! 
But fuch the public candour, without fear 
My client waves all right of challenge here.— 
No newlman from cur iellion is difmii's'd, 
Nor wit, nor critic, we icratch off the lift; 
His faults can never hurt another's eafe, 
His crime at woriW-a bad attempt to pleafe: 
Thus, all refpecHng he appeals to all, 
And by the general voice will fland or fall. 



§ 89. Epilogue to the fame ; 1775. Sheridan, 
r ad its, for you — I heard our poet fay, 

He 'd try to coax fomemraf from his play ; 
' One moral's plain,' cried I, < without more fufs- 
• Man's focial happinefs all rcfts on us : 
1 Thro' all the drama, whether damn'd or not,' 
' Love gilds thtfene, and women guide the plot. 

From ev'ry rank obedience is bur due : 

D' ye doubt ?— the world's great lbge mail 
* prove it true.' 
The cit, well Ikill'd to fhun domeftic ftrife, 
Will fup abroad j but firit— he '11 afk his wife. 
John Trot, his friend, for once will do the fame j 
But then— he ']ljufty/*/> home to tell bis dame. 

The J'urly fquirezt noon refolves to rule, 
And harf the day— Zounds ! Madam is a fool ! 
Convinc'd at night, the vanquihYd victor fays,' 
Ah, Kate ! you women have fuch coaxing ways! 

The jells toper chides each tardy blade, 
Till reeling Bacchus calls on love for aid : 
Then with each toaft he fees fair bumpers fwim, 
And kilies Chloe on the iparkling brim ! 

Nay, I have heard thatitatefmen, e^reat and wife, 
WWljhmetimrs counfel with a lady's eyes ; 
The fervile luitors watch her various face, ^ 
She fmilts preferment — or fhe frowns difgracc, > 
Curtlies a peniion here — there nods a place. ) 

Nor with Ids awe, in fcenes of humbler life, 
U vievjd\\vt mijlrefs, or is heard the wife. ' 
The pooreft peaiant of the poorelt foil; 
The child of poverty, and heir to toil, 
Early from radiant love's impartial Ifeht 
Steals one (mall fpark to cheer his worlcfof ni^ht j 
Dear fpark ! that oft, thro' winter's chilling woes, 
Is all the warmth his little cottage knows ! 

The wand 'ring tar — who not for years has 
pre Is 'd 

The widow'd partner of his day of reft, 
On the cold deck, far from her arms remov'd, 
Still hums the ditty which his Sufan lov'd : 
And while around the cadence rude is blown, 
The boatlwain whittles in a foftertonc. 

The folJier, fairly proud of wounds and toil, 
Tants for the triumph of Lis Nancy's linile ; 

5 But 



o8t> 



ELEGANT EXTRACTS, 



Book IV. 



But ere the battle, fhould he lilt her cries, 
The lover trembles— and the hero dies ! 
That heart, by war and honour fteel'd to fear, 
Droops on a ligh, and fickens at a tear ! 

But ye more cautiou* — ye nice judging few, 
Who give to beauty only beauty's due, 
Tho' friends to Love— ~yl view with deep regpet 
Our conquers marr'd, and triumphs incomplete, 
Till polilh'd wit more tailing charms difclofe, 
And judgment fix the darts which beauty throws. 
Jn female brealb did fenfeand merit rule, 
The lover's mind would afk no other fchool ; 
fcham'd into ienfc — the fcholars of our eyes. 
Our beaux from gallantry would focn be wife ; 
Would gladly light, their homage to improve, 
The lamp of knowledge at ths torch of love! 



'MongllBritain's daughters (rill canHymeifslight 
Reveal the love which charm'd your hearts to- 

Right i 1 1 i' r 

Shew beauteous martyrs, who would each preter, 

To die for him, who long has liv'd for htr\ 

DomelHc heroines, who wi%h forideft care 

Oufimile a hulband's griefs, or claim a fliarej 

Search where the rankling evjls molt abound, 

And heal with cherub-lip the poifon'd wound. 

Nay, iiich bright virtues in a royal mind 

Were not alone to Edward's days confin'd ; 

Still, Mill they beam around Britannia's throne, 

And grace an EUqnora of our own. 
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Epilogue to Edward and Eleonora \ 1775- 
Sheridan. 

Ye wedded critics # , who have mark'd our tale, 
How lay you ? does our plot in nature fail ? 
May we not boalt that many a modern wife 
Would lofe her own to lave a htjband^ life ? 

Would gladly die O monitions and ill-bred ! 

There's not a huiband here but ihakes his head ' 
Dut you, my gall'ry friends \ — come, what lay 
you? [too! 
Your wives are with you — (hake their noddles 
Above there— hey, lads J ! You '11 not treat 
us lb— . t ■ [So! 

You fide withttf.^ — They grin, and grumble, 
Yet hold-^-tho' thefe plain folks traduce their 
• doxies, 

Sure we have Elecnoras in the boxes f 

Inhuman beaux! — why that lll-natur'd fneer ? 
What, then, you think there is no fuch ideot 
here ? 

There are, no dcu t, tho' rare to find, I know. 
Who could lofe hulbands, yet furvive the blow; 
Two years a wife— view Lefbia, fobbing, crying; 
Iter chair is waiting — but my Lord is dying: 
Preparing for the worft, lhe tells her maid 
To countermand her points, and new brocade; 
" For, O ! if I Ihould lole the beji of men, 
* 4 Heaven knows when I mall fee the Club again. 
* ; So, Lappet, mould he die while I an* out, 
* ; You '11 fend for mc at Lady Bafto's roitt ; 
« The doctor faid he might hold out till three, 
" But I ha'n't (pints for the Coterie!" 

Now change the (bene — place madam in the 
fever, 

My lord for comfort at the Sfwoir l ivre ; 
Hi* val<rt enters — (hakes his meagre head — 
" Chapcau, what news V % — u Ah ! Sir, me lady 
" dead r 

" The deuce ! — 'tis fudden, faith— '.nit four davs 
« fick ! 

«« Well, feven's the main — (poor Kate!)— ele- 
l< yen 's a nick." 
But hence reflections on a ftnfclefs train, 
Vf ho, loit to real joy, Ihould feci no pain j 



i 



Prolog ue to Braganza. Murphv. 

While, in thefe days of fentiment and graco> 
Poor comedy in tears reiigns her place,, 
And, fmit with novels full of maxims crude, 
She that was frolic once now turns a prude j 
To her great end the tragic mule afpires, 
At Athens born, and faithful to her fires. 

The comic filter, in by il eric fir, 
You 'd J wear has lolt all memory of wit 5 
Folly for her may now exult on high ; 
Feather'd by ridicule., no arrows tiy j 
Hut, if you are diftferVd flie *s Aire to cry. 
She that could jig^ and nick-name ah 1 heaven's 
creatures, 

With forrows not her own deforms her features; 
With ftale reflections keeps a conltant pother ; 
Greece gave her one tace,and ihc makes another— r 
So very pious, and fo full of woej 
You wed may bid her, " To a nunnery gq." 

Not fo Melpomene ; to nature true, 
She holds her own great principle in view.* 
She,from the firft,when men her pow'r confefsM* 
When grief and terror ieiz'd the tortur'd brealt, 
She made, to ftrike her mend to the mind, 
The llage the great tribunal of mankind. 

Hither the worthies of each clime lhe draws, 
• Who founded ltates, or reicued dying laws i 
I Who, in bale times, a life of glory led, 
; And for their country who have toil'd or bled, 
[ Hither they come — again they breathe, they live j 
And virtue's meed thro" every age receive. 

Hither the murd'rer comes, with ghaitly mien , 
Andthe fiend conference hunts him o'er the icene. 
None are exempted ; all mult re-appcar, 
And even kings attend for judgment here ; 
Here find the day, when they their puw'r abufe, 
Is a fcene fumifh'd to the tragic mufe. 

Such is her art j weaken'd perhaps at length, 
And, while lhe aims at beauty, lofing ftrcngth. 
Oh ! when, refuining all her native rage, 
Shall her true energy alarm the itage ? . 
This night a bard fotor hopes may rife too 
highr- 

'Tis yours to judge, 'tis yours the caufeto try) — 
This night a bard, as yet unknown to fame, 
jOnce mere, we hope, will roule a genuine flame. 



* To the fit. 
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His noFrench play— tame, poiihYd, dull by rule: 
Vigorous he comes, and warm from Sbakfpeare's 
fchool. 

Infpir'd by hint he mews hi 'glaring light 
A nation uftiggHng with tyrannic might} 
Opprelfion ruining on with giant ft rides ; 
A deep con (piracy, which virtue guides; 
Heroes, for freedom who dare itrike the blow, 
A tablreure of honour, guilt and woe. 
If on his canvas nature s colours Ihinc, 
You'll praile the handthat trae'd thejult defign. 



Olympus makes !— that omen allfecures; 
May ev'ry joy you give be tenfold yours ! 



§ 92. Epihgue bj Mr. Ganick, cn quitting the. 
^tage^ June 1776. 

A veteran fee ! whole lalt aft on the ft age 

Entreats your imiles for iicknefs and fojtage 
Their caufe I plead— plead it in heart and mind, 
A fellow-feelidg makes out- wondrous k)ud : 
Might we but hope your teal would notbelels. 
When I am gone, to patronize diitrefs, 
That hope obtained the wilh'd-for end fecurtfs, 
To loothe their cares who oft have lightened 
yours. 

Shall the great heroes of eeleftial line, 

Who drank full bowls of Greek and Roman 

wine, 1 
Casiar and Brutus. Agamemnon, Hector, 
Nay, Jove biriifelf, who here has quarF'd his 

nectar ! 

Shall they w ho govern fortune, cringe and court 
her, 

Third: in their age, and call in vain for porter ? 
Like Belifarius, tax the pitying Itreet 
. With date.obolum to all they meet ? [gore j 
ShaVt I, who oft have drenched my hands in 
StabVd many, poifon'd lbme, beheaded more ? 
Who numbers flew in battle on this plain— 
Sha'n't I, the (layer, try to feed the (lain ? 
Brother to all, with equal love I view 
The men who (lew me, and the men I flew : 
I mull, I will this happy project feize, 
That thofe too old to die may live with eafe. 
Suppole the babes I fmother'd in the Tow'r, 
By chance, or ficknefs, lofe their acting pow r, 
Shall they,once princes,worfe than all be lerv'd— 
In childhood murder'd, and, when murder'd. 
ftarv'd > 

Matrons half raviih'd for your recreation, 
In age mould never want fome confolation. 
Can I, young Hamlet once, to nature Joft, 
Behold, O horrible ! my father's ghoft, 
Withgrifly beard, pale cheek, (talk up and down, 
And he, the royal Dane, want half a crown ? 
Forbid it, ladies ! gentlemen, forbid it ! 
Give joy to age, and let'em fay—you did it. 
To you, ye gods* ! I make my lad appeal ; 
You have a right to judge, as well as feel ; 
W ill your high wifdoms to our ichcme incline, 
That kings, queens, heroes, gods, and ghofts 
may dine ? 



^ 93. Prologue to the Capuchin \ 1776. Spoken 

Iji Mr. Foote. Colman. 
/Critics, whene'er I write, in ev'ry fcene 
V Dilcover meanings, that I never mean; 
Whatever character I bring to view, 
I am the father of the child, 'tis true, 
But evVy babe his chrilt'ning owes to you. 
" The comic poet's eye, with humorous air, 
li Glancing from Watling- Itreet to Grofvenor- 
" fquare. 

• : He bodies forth a light ideal train, 
" And turns to lhape the phantoms of his brain: 
' J Meanwhile your fancy takes more partial aim, 
:< And gives to airy nothing place and name." 

A limner once, in want of work, went down 
To try his fortune in a country town: 
The waggon loaded with his goods, convey 'd) 
To the lame foot his whole dead (lock in trade, > 
Originals and copies— ready made. V 
To the new painter all the country came; 
Lord, lady, doctor, lawyer, Iquirc, and dame. 
The humble curate, and the curate's wife, 
All alk a likeneis— taken fiom the life. 
Behold the canvas on the eafel ltaad ! 
A pallet grae'd his thumb, and brumes mTd his 
hand: 

But, all ! the painters dull they little knew, 
Nor by what cuiious rules of art he drew. 
The waggon-load unpack'd, his ancient More" 
FurnihYd" for each a face drawn long before, 
Gcd, dame, or hero, of the days of yore. 
The Cxftrs, with a little alteration, 
Were turn'd into the mayor and corporation: 
To reprefent the rector and the dean, 
He added wigs and bands to Prince Eugene: 
The ladies, blooming all, deriv'd their faces, 
F. omCharles theSecon,d'sbeauties,andtheGraces. 
Thus done, and circled in a fplendid frame, 
His works adorn'd each room, and fpread his fsme; 
The countrymen of talle admire and flare, 
" My lady's leerl Sir John's majefticair! 
" Mifs Dimple's languiih too !— extremely 
. " like! 

" And in the ityle and manner of Vane 
* O this new limner's pictures always . 
" Old, ypung ) fat, lean; dark, fair; or big or 
"little, 

" The very man, or woman, to a tittle V s 

Foote and this limner in lome points agree, 
And, thus good Sirs, you often deal by me. 
When by the royal licence and protection, 
I (hew my imall academy's collection, 
The connoifleur takes out his giafs to pry 
Into each picture with a curious eye; 
Turns toply-turvy my whole composition, 
And makes mere portraits-all my exhibition. 
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But dill the copy's To exacl you fay; 
Alas ! the lame thing happen every day ! 
How many a modifh well drefs'd top you meet, 
Exactly fuits his (liape in Monmouth rtreet; 
In Yorkfiiire warehoulesand CranboUrn-alley, 
*Tis wonderful how fhoes and feet will tally I 
As honeft Crifpin undefftands his trade, 
On the true human fcale his lafls are made, 
The meafure of each fex and age to hit, 
And evYy fhoe, as if bslpoke, will fit. 
My warehoufe thus, for nature's walks fupplics 
Shoes for all ranks, and lalts nf ev'ry lize. 
Sir It i 1 1, and try them, Sirs, I long to pleafeye— 
How well they fit! I hope you find them eafy: 
If the moe pinches, fwear you cannot bear it: 
But if well-made— I wilh you health to wear it. 



I *V€ feen his piece ; the man appealed to me, 

And I, as Chancellor, iflued my decree; 

T has pafs'd the leal?, they Ye going to rehearfc 

it— . 
But you're the Houfe of Peers, and may reverie it* 



lUdl , 

::id f 



§ 94.. Prologue to the Centra Et\ 1776. Written and 
intended to have bcenfpoken by Mr. Foot*. 

The Contract is it call'd ? — I c mnot fay 
I much admire the title of his play. 
Contracts, they tell me, have frcen fraught with 
evil, 

Since Fauftus fign'd his contract with— theDevil. 
Yet, fpiteof Satan, all men wilh to nuke 'em, 
Tho' nineteen out of twenty love to break 'em. 
Butchersand meal-men, bre wers,agents,fac"tors,| 
Pimps, poets, placemen, managers, and actors,! 
Bawds, bankrupts, bookfellors, are all contrac-/ 

tors ; J 
All lye, and fwear, and cheat, tf increafe their 

ifore, 

Then die t and go— where Fauftus went before 
While thus o'er all we fee t&" infection fpread, 
No wonder it mould taint the marriage bed 1 
Each wife forgets, each hufband breaks his vow; 
For what are contracts, what is wedlock now ? 
Garrick, who long was married to the town, 
At length, a fafhionable hufband grown, 
Forfakes his fpoufe, bafe man! for truth to tell, 
She lov'd her own dear Davy wondrous well ; 
Though now he ilights her, breaks from her by 
force, 

And nought will fcrvc him but a full divorce. 
But, be the fault in women or in men, 
Thanks to our laws I they all may— -wed again: 
Her faithlefs fav'rite gone, the lady 's free 
To choofe another, and may fmile— on me; 
To the Lame Lover may refign her charms, 
And, tho' a cripple, take me to her arms. 
1 11 promile tobeconltant, kind, polite, 
And pay my duty— ev'ry other night: 
My dear lov d rib I never will abandon, 
But ftand by her, whilft I 've one leg to itand on. 
1 ')1 make a folcmn contrafl, play or.pny, 
And hope we (hall not part this many a day. 

Our brother icribhler too, I creatiy fear, 
Has made afodifli kind of contract here* 
He promifes, and ten to one you're bit, 
To furniih fable, ientimcnt, and wit. 



§95. Pfologue to the Spleen, or Iflington Spa. 
Spckenby Mr King; 1776. GaRXICKi 

Though prologues now as blackberries are 
plenty, 

And,like them,mauki Hi too-nineteen in twenty; 
Yet you will have them when their date is o'er, 
And prologue! prologue! ftill your honours roar- 
Till ibme inch difmal phiz as mine comes6n- * 
Ladies and gentlemen, indeed there's none; 
The prologue, author, Ipeaker— all are dead 
and gone. 

Thefe reafons have fome weight,and flop the rout; 
You clap— I iinile— and thus go cringing outi 
While living, call me; for your pleafuie uie me: 
Should 1 tip otf— J hope you 11 thenexcufe me* 
So much for Prologues- -and now enter Farce: 
Shall I a i'cene, I lately heard, rehearfe ? 
The place, the Park; the dramatis perfonte, 
Two female wits with each a macaroni : 
11 Pr'ythee, Lord Flimley, what's this thing at 
" Drury— 

"Thi* Spleen?" *'Tis low. damn'd low* 

" Ma'am, I Ml allure you/* [evil» 
" Cejl <vrai, my Lor!—Wt now feel no fuch 
" Never are haunted with a vapourhh devil. 
" In pleaiure's round we whirl it from the brain s 
" You rattle it away with, Seven 's the main I 
" In upper life we have no fpleen or gall; 
m And as for other life-— it is no life at all." 
What can I fry in our poor bard's behalf ? 
He hopes that lower life may make you laugh* 
May not a trader, who (hall bufinefs. drop, 
Quitting at once his old accuftom'd (hop, 
In fancy through a courfe of pleafures run, 
Retiring to his leal at Iflington; 
And, ot falie dreams of happinefs brim-full* 
Be at his villa miferably dull ? 
Would not he Iflington 's fine air forego, 
CouM he again be choak'd in Butcher rowj 
In lhewing cloth renew his former plealure, 
Surpafs'dby none— but thatof clipping meafure? 
The matter of this fliop* , too feeks repofe, • 
Sells oft'his ltock in trade, his verfeand profe. 
His daggers, buflcins, thunder, lightning, and 

old clothes. 
Will he in rural lhades find eafe and quiet ? 
0 no ! he '11 figh for Drury; and leek peace in riot* 
Nature of yore prevail'd through human kindj 
To low and middle life (he *s now confin'd : 
' Twas there tlie choicert dramatilts have fought 
her. 

Twas there .Moliere, there Jonfon, Shakfpears 

caught her. 
Then let (Mir glean 'ng bard with (afety come, 
To pick up draws diopt from their harveit home. 



rer 

1 



' Allu go Mr. GarriJv s retiring from the Stage. 
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$ 96. Prologue introduced in the Prelude of New 
Brooms, Spoken by Mr. King, at the opening of 
Drurp Lane Theatre \ 1776. GaRRick. 



Scribblers are fportfmen; and as fportfmen 



Some hit, lbme mifs, fome poach, and fome bent 
fair, 

This wounds a draggling bird \ that often tries 
But never kills he llioots and (huts both eyes; 
Like our train'd- bands, the mark he never hits 5 
He fcorns to lee the murder he commits: 
Some will whole covies take, nineteen in twenty; 
And then youfmackyourlips — for game isplenty; 
In fliort, by you their merits mull be tried j 
And woe to them who are not qualified! 

Another limile we mean to broach— 
A new one too !— the ltage is a ltage-coach— 
A ltage-coach 1 why ?— 1 11 tell you, it" you alk 
it— 

* Here fome take places, and fome mount the 

baiketf. 

Our cattle too, that draw the ftage along, 
Are of all forts and lizes— weak and ltrong; 
Brown, grey, black, bay, britk, tame, blind, 

lame, fat, lean, old, and young ! 
If, as we 're jogging on, 'we fometimes ltop, 
Some fcold within, and fome alleep x will drop, / 
Wlule failors and their doxes ling and roar f 

o'top. J 
The coachman manager willfometimespleafeye-- 
But lhould helluffthe coach too full, and fqueeze 

y e > 

You then begin tofwear--"Zonnds!ftiutthedoor; 

* We're cramm'd already— here's no room for 

u more— 

m You 're fo damn'd fat ! A little farther, Sir— 
" Your elbow's in my ftomach— I can't llir!' 
Hoit ! Hoit ! the coachman then drives on apace. 
And,fmack ! with other ltages runs a race. 
Thro' thick and thin wedalh,now up,nowdown, 
Now raife a dull, now rattling thro' the town j 
Now firlt, now tait, now jolted, crack ! we fall— 
Laugh'd, pelted, hooted at, and damn'd by all. 
Your late old coachman, tbo" oft fplalh'd by dirt, 
And out in many a ftorm, retires unhurt j 
Enjoys your kind reward for all his pains, 
And now to other hands refigns the reins.. 
But the new partners of the old machine, 
Hoping you '11 rrnd it fnug, and tight, and clean, 



§ 97. Epilogue to the Runaway ; 1776. 

Garricr. 



Do st hafle from Italy arrives my lover \ 

Shall I to you, goud friends, my fears dis- 
cover? 

Should foreign modes his virtues marand mangle. 
And carafpofa prove— Sir Dingk: Dangle; & 
No fooner join'd, than fejaarafe we go; 
Abroad — we never Hull each other know, / 
At home— I mope above — he '11 pick his teeth | 
below. J 
III fweet domcllic chat we ne'er (ball mingle. 
And wedded ebb 1 I am, (hall ftill live lingle. 
However rnodifh, I deteil this plan ; ° } 
For me no maukilh creature, weak and wan ; \ 
lie mult be Engljfh— and an Englilh man. S 
To nature and his country falfe and blind, 
Should Belville dare totwillhis form and mind, 
I willdifcard him— and, to Britain true, 
A Britain chocic— and may be one of you— 
Nay, don't be frighten'd; I am but in jell; 
Freemen, in love or war, lhould ne'er be prefs'd, 
If you would know my utmoft expectation, 
'Tis one unfpoil'd by travell'd education} 
With knowledge, taite, much kindnefs, and 
fome whim, [him. 
Good fenle to govern me-*- and let me govern 
Great love of me mult keep his heart from roving; 
Then Til forgive him, if he proves too loving. 
If in thefe times I lhould be blefs'd by fate 
With lucli a phoenix, luch a matchlefs mate, 
I will by kindnefs, and lomefmall difcerning, 
Take carethatHymens's torch continuesburnimj. 
At weddings, now-a-days, the torch thrown 
down, 

Juft makes a fmoke, then flanks throughout the 
town! 

No manied Puritan, I'll follow pleafure, [fure; 
And even the falhion— but in moderate mea- 
I will of opera ecftacies partake, 
Tho' I take fnuffto keep myfelf awake: 
No rampant plumes mail o'er my temples play, 
Foretelling that my brains will fly away; 
Nor from my head lhall ftrange vagaries fpring f 
To Ihew the foil can teem with ev'ry thing j 
No fruits, roots, greens, mallrlllthe ample fpace, 
A kitchen -garden to adorn my face! 
No rocks lhall there befeen, no windmill, foun* 
tain : 



Vow that with much civility they'll treat you, 

Will drive you well, and pleafantly will featyou. Nor curls, like guns fetaund to gua r < 
The road is not all turnpike- -and what worle is, ^ ( mouutain:^ 
They can't infure yourwatches, oryour purles 
But they'll infure you, that their belt endea- v 
vour / 
Shall not be wanting to obtain your favour : \ 
Winch gain'd- -Get up ! the old Huge will j 



run for ever ! 



d the 



O learn, ye fair, if this fame madnefs fpreads, 
Not to hold up, but to keep down your heads! 
Be not milled by ftrange rantntHc Art, 
Hut in \onr drel's let Nature take lomc part: 
»4tr Ikill alone a lulling pow'r mfiirttf, 



And belt tun ornament fach chirms a3 
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§ 98. Epilogue to Semirajnls \ 1776. 

Skeridan. 

ishevelj/d Hill, like Afia's bleeding queen, 
Shall I with jells deride the tragic lcene ? 
No, beauteous mourners!— from whofe down- 
call eyes 

The -Mufti has drawn her noblefl facrifice ! 
Whole gentle bofoms. Pity's altars — bear 
The cry Hal incenfe of each falling tear! — 
There lives the poet's praife!— no cVitic art 
Can match the comment of a feeling heart ! 

When gen'ral plaudits fpeak the table o'er; 
Which muteattention had approv'd before, 
Tho' ruder fpirits love th' accuilom'd jeft 
Which chafes forrow from the vulgar breaft,- 
Still hearts rehVd their faddenM tints retain — 
The figh is pleafure ! and the jell is pain ! 
Scarce have they fmiles to honour grace or wit, 
Tho' Rofcius fpoke the verfe himfelf had writ ! 
Thus thro' the time when vernal fruits receive 
The grateful Ihow'rs that hang on April's eve ; 
Tho' ev'ry coarfer Item of foreil birth 
Throw switlrthe morning-beam its dews to earth, 
Ne'er does the gentle rofe revive lb foon-r- 
l>ut bnth'd in nature's tears, it droops till noon. 

O could the mufe one limple moral teach, 
From fcenes like thefe,' which all who heard 

might reach ! 
Thou child of fympathy— whoe'er thou art, 
Who with Airyria's"queen hall wept thy part- 
Go fearch where keener woes demand relief, 
Go— whilethy hearty^t beats with fanciedgrief: 
Thy lip ftill confeious of the recent Jigh, 
The graceful tear ftill ling' ring in thy eye- 
Go— and on real mifery bellow 
Theblell effulion of fictitious woel— 

So mall our Mufe, fupreme of all the Nine, 
Deferve indeed the title of— divine! 
Virtue fhall own her favour'd from above, 
And Pity greet her with a &fter's love ! 



§ 99. Prologue > fpoken by Mr. Palmer, on the 
ctentng of the Theatre- Royal in the Hay- Market, 
May 15, 1777. ColmaNi 

Pride, by a thoufand arts, vain honours claims, 
And gives to emptynothings pompous names. 
Theatric dealers thus would fain feem great, 
And ev'ry playhoufe grows a mighty Hate. 
To fancied heights kowe'ermockmonarchs foar, 

A manager's a trader— nothing more 

You (whom the) court) their cullomers— and 
then, 

We play'rs— j>oor devils!— are their journey- 
men. 

While two great warehouses, for winter ufe, 
Eight.months lmgebales of merchandizeproduce, 
Out with the: fwallow comes our rummer Bays, 
To ihew his tafteta and luteltring plays \ 
A choice aflbrtment of flight goods prepares, 
The fniallell haberdalher cf fmall wares. 

In Laputa, we're told, a grave projecTor— 
A mighty fchemer— like our new director— 



Once fcrm'daplan— and 'twas a deep one, Sirs! — 
To draw the fun-beams out of cucumbers. 
So whilft lefs vent'rous managers retire, 
Our Salamander thinks to live in lire. 

A playhoufe quidnunc— and no quidnunc's 
wifer 

Reading our play-bills in the Adverti fer, 
Cries, «« Hey ! what's here? In th' Hay-market 

* a play; 

" To fweat the public in the midft of May ? 
" Give me fifcfh airlj'^tWri goes and pouts 
alone 

In country lodgings— — -by the two-mile Hone: 
There fi jte, and chews the cud of his difguft, 
BroiPd in the fun, and blinded by the dull. 

<; Dearee," fays Mrs. Jnkle, " let us go 
" To th'Hay-market to-night, and fee the Ihow." 
" Plha, woman !" cries otd^Inkle, u you're a fooh 
" We'll walk to Hornley, and enjoy the cool." 
I So laid, to finifh the domellic ftrife 
[Forth waddle the fat fpoufe,and fatter wife: 
I And as they tug up Highgate-hiH together, 
! He cries — " Delightful walking I — charming 
u weather!" 
Now with the napkin underneath the chin,"* 
Unbutton'd cits their turtle fealts begin, [thin: > 
And plunge full knuckle deep, thro' thick and J 
Throw down filh, flefli, fowl, palliy, cuftard, 
jelly, , 

And make a falmagundy of their belly. 

" More China-pepper! punch, another rummer! 

" So cool and pleafant — eating in the fummer l" 

To ancient geographers 'twas not known 
Mortals could live beneath the torrid zone : 
But we, though toiling underneath the line, 
Mull make our hay now while the weather's line, 
Your good old hay-maker, long here employ 'd, 
The lunfhine of your fmiles who Hill enjoy'd; 
The rields which long he mow'd will not for- 
fake, 

Nor quite forego the fcythe, the fork, and rake j 
But take the Held, even in the hotteft day, 
And kindly help us to get in our hay. 



§ 100. Prologue to the Spanijl) Berber; 17 77. 

Colman. 

Once more from Ludgate hill behold Paul 
Prig ! [wig f 

The fame fpruce air, you fee, fame coat, fame 
A mercer fmart and dapper all allow, 
As ever at Ihop-door Ihot off a bow. 
This fummer— for I love a little pranee — 
This fummer, gentlefolks, I've been toFrance, 
To mark thefalhions — and to learn to dance. 
I, and dear Mrs. Prig, the firft of Graces ! 
At Calais, in the diligence took places ; 
Travell'd throughBoulogiu^Amiens^nd Chan- 
tilly, 

All in a line — as ftraight as Piccadilly ! 
To Paris come, their drefl'es made me Hare — 
Their favo'ritc colour is the French queen's hair; 

They 're 
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They Ve all fo fine, fo lhabby, and fo gay, 
They look likechimney-fweeperson May-day 
Silks of'all colours in the rainbow there j , 
A Jofeph's coat appears the common wear. 
Of ibme I brought home patterns j one, to-* 
night, 

We mean to ihew — Vis true, it is but flight : 
But then, for fummer wear, you know, that 's 
right. 

A little iveaver, whom I long- have known, ) 
Has work'd it up, and begs to have it mown — J 
But pray obferve,my friends , 'tis not his own.3 

I brought it over nay, if it mifcarries, 

He Ml cry, u "Tis none of mine — it came from 
" Paris. 1 ' 

But Ihould you like it, he '11 foon let you know, 
Twas fpun and manufa&ur'd hv Soho. 
*T had a great run abroad, which always yields 
Work for our Grub-itreet, and ourSpital-tieidi. 
France charms our ladies,naked bardsymd beaux, 
Who fmuggle thence their learning and their 
clothes ; 

Buckles like gridirons, and wigs on fprings; 
litis built like towers* and rumps like ollrich 
wings. 

If this piece pleafe,each fummer Til go over, 
And fetch new patterns by the ftraits of Dover. 



" For mould he Lady W. find willing— 

u Wormwood is bitter." — 11 O I that's me— 

" the Villain ! 
<c Throw it behind the fire, and never more 
;< Let that vile paper come within my door.'* 

Thus at Our friends welau^h, who feel the dart; 
To reach our feelings, we ounelvcs mult frnart. 
Is our young bard lo youn^, to think that he 
Can itop the lull ipring-tkie of calumny ? 
Knows he the world lo little, and its tnde ?— 
Alas ! the devil's fooner raisM than laid. 
So ftrong,fo fwiftythc manlier there's ho'^agging; 
Cut Scandal's head off — itili the tongue is wag- 
ging- 

Proud of your fmiles, once lavifhly beftow'd, 
Again our young Don l^iuKote takes the road ; 
To mew his gratitude, lie draws his pen, 
And leeks this hydra, Scandal, in its den; 
From his fell gripe the frighted fair to lave— 
Tho' he mould lall, tir attempt mult pleafe the 
brave. 

For your applaufe, all perils he would through, 
He'll right — that's write — a cavaliero true, 
Till ev'ry drop of blood — that 's ink 
fpilt for you. 



$ ICI. 
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Prologue to the School for ScanJal • 1777. 

Garrtck. 

:hool for Scandal ! — Tell me, I befeech 
you, ' * 

Needs rhere a fchool this modifh art to teach you ? 
No ne«^l of leflbns now— the knowing think — 
We might as well be taught to eat and drink. 
Caus'd* by a dearth of fcandal, lhould the va- 
poars 

Diftrefs our fair-ones, let them read the papers j 
Their pow'rful mixtures luch diforders hit, 
Crave what they will, there'*; quantum fitfficit. 

* Lord !" cries my Lady Wormwood (who loves 

tattle, 

And puts much fait and pepper in her prattle) 
Juft nfen at noon, all night at cards when thrdh- 

ing, [" ing ! 

u Strong tea and fcandal — blefs me, how ret reih - 
M Give nte the papers, Lifp— h^w bold and 

" free ! 

V Laft night LordL. \fips.] was caught with 
" Lady D. 

ts For aching heads, what charming/^/ Dob- 

" tile ! [fa. J 

" If Mrs. B. will ftill continue flirting, 

F We hope (he'll draw, or we'll undraw, the 
, H curtain.— 

u Fine (atire, pbz ! in public all abufe it ! 

" But, by ourfelves, [//>/] our.pruife we can't 
" refufe it. 

* Now, Lifp, read yoir— there, at that dam - 

" and ftar."— [ware, 

* V^s, Ma'am— A certain Lord bad belt be- ► 

* Who lives not twenty mile* fr^m Grofve- 

** norjfejuare 5 



>ugh, ) 
k— is? 



$ 1 c 2 . Epilog uc to the fame ; 1777. Spohn by Mrs. 
Abir.gton, in the Char ah er of Lady Teazel. 

COLMAN. 

Iwho was late fo volatile and gay, 
) Likea trade-wind mult now blow all onewr , 
Bend all my cares, my fcudies,and my vows, 
To one old rully weather-cock — my jpoufe: 
So (frills our virtuous bard ! — the pye-baldBaycs 
Of crying epiiogues and laughing plays. 

Old bachelors, who marry fimirt young wives, 
Lean; from our play to regulate your lives ! 
Each bring his dear to town— all faults upon 
her — 

London will prove the very fource of honour} 
Piung'd f*i;iy in, like a cold bath, it ferves, 
When principles relax, to brace the nerves, ' 
Such ii my cafe— and yet I mull deplore ( 
That the gay ditiun Dt diiliption's o'er; 
And lay, ye fair, was ever lively wife, 
Born with a genius for the higheft life, 
Like me untimely blafted in her bloom, 
Like me condemn'd to fuch a difmal doom ? 
Save money — when I jult knew how tovsj.e it I 
Leave London— juft as I began to tatlr? it ! 
Mud I then watch the early-crowin j ccck ? 
The melancholy ticking of a clock ? 
In the lone ruftic hail tor ever bounded, 
With dojjs, cats', rats, and (quailing brats fur- 
rounded ? 

With humble curates can I now retire, 
(While good Sir Peter boozes with the 'fquire) 
And at back-gammon mortify my foul, 
That pants for loo, or nutters at a vole? 
iLven 's the main ! — dear iound '.—that rauft ex- 
pire, 

Loft at hot-cockles round a Chrifl-mas fire t 
i S The 
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The tranfient hour of faftiion too foon fpent, 
" Farewel the tranquil mind, farewei content ! 
" Farewel the plumed head — the cufhion'd tcte, 
H That takes the culhion from his proper feat ! 
" The fpirit-ftirfing drum! — card -drums 
11 mean — 

w Spadille, odd trick, pam,bafto,king, and queen 
" Anil you, ye knockers, that with brazen throat 
" The welcome Vifitor's approach denote— 
" Farewel !-»-all quality of high renown, 
" Pride, pomp, and circumftance of glorious 
" town, 

" Farewel ! — your revels I partake no more, 
n And Lady Teazel's occupation 's o'er.** 
All this I told our Bard — he fmil'd, and faid 

'twas clear 
I ought to play deep tragedy next year : 
Meanwhile he drew wife morals From his play, 
And in thefe folemn periods ltalk'd away : 
" Blelt were the fair, like you. her faults who 

"ltopp'd, g - [dropp'd! 

" And clos'd her follies when the curtain 
" No more in vice or error to engage, 
u Or play the fool at large on life's great ftage ! 



§ 103. Prologue 10 A Word to the Wife, performed 
for the benefit of Mr. Kelly s Family \ 1777. 

Johnson. 

Hp His night prefents a play which public rage, 
•■" Or right or wrong, once hooted from the 
' ftage *. 

From zeal or malice now no more we dread, 
For Englifh vengeance wan not with the dead. 
A generous foe regards with pitying eye , 
The man whom fate has laid where all mult lie. 

To wit reviving from its author's dult 
Be kind, ye judges, or at leaft be jult : 
For no renevv'd hoftilities invade 
Th' oblivious grave's inviolable (hade. 
Let one great payment every claim appeafe, 
And him who cannot hurt, allow to pleafe ; 
To pleafe by fcenes unconfcious of oifcnce, 
By harmlels merriment, or ufeful fenie,. 
Where aught of bright or fair the piece dHplays, 
Approve it only — 'tis too late to praile. 
If want of l^c ill 01; want of care appear r 
Forbear to hi Is — the poet cannot hear ! 
By all, like him, mult praife and blame be found 
At bell a fleeting gleam, or empty found. 
Yet then lhall calm reflection blefs the night, 
When liberal pity dignified delight; 
When pleafure hYd her torch at virtue's flame, 
And mirth was bounty With an humbler name. 

§ 104^ Prologue to Sir Thomas Otter bury, 1777. 

Sheridan. 

/~poo long the Mufe, attached to regal (how, 
.* Denies the icene to tales of humbler woe 5 



Such as were wont,while yet they charm'dtheear, 
To fteal the plaudit of a (ilent tear \ 
When Otway gave domeftic grief its part, 
And Rowe's familiar forrows touched the heart. 

A fceptred traitor, lauYd by vengeful fate, 
A bleeding hero, or a falling fiate, 
Are themes (tho' nobly worth the claffic fong) 
Which feebly claim your fighs, nor claim the n 
Too great for pity, they infpire refpect, [long ; 
Their deeds' altonifh, rather than affect; 
Proving how rare the heart that woe can move, 
Which reafon tells us we can never prove. 

Other the fcene, where fadly ftands confeft 
The private pang that rends the fufferer's breaft. 
When forrow fits upon a parent's brow, 
When fortune mocks the youthful lover's vow, 
All feel the tale — for who fo mean but knows 
What fathers' forrows are, what lovers' woes ? 

On kindred ground our Bard his fabric built, 
And plac'd a mirror there for private guilty 
Where, fatal union! will appear combin'd 
An angel's form and an abandon'd mind} 
Honour attempting paffion to reprove, 
And friend (hip ftruggling withunhallow'd love I 

Yet view nor, critics, with fevere regard 
The orphan offspring of an orphan bard, 
Doom'd, whillt he wrote, unpitied to fultain 
More real mis'ries than his pen could feign I 
Ill-fated Savage ! at whofe birth was giv'n 
No parent but the Mufe, no friend but Heaven ! 
Whofe youth no brotherknew, with focial care 
To lboth his fulf 'rings, or demand to lhare \ 
No wedded partner of his mortal woe, 
To win his lmile at all that fate could do; 
While, at his death, nor friends nor mother's 
Fell on the track of his deferted bier! [tear 

So pleads the tale f that gives to future times 
The Ion's misfortunes, and the parent's crimes, 
There lhall his tame (if own'd to-night) fur- 
vivej 

Fix'd by the hand that bids our language live \ 

§105. Prologue to Bonduca , 1778. GarRick. 
'-po modern Britons let the old appear 
This night, to roufe 'em for this 



anxious 



year: 



To raife that fpirit, which of yore, when rais'd> 
Made even Romans tremble while they prais'd: 
To roufe that fpirit, which thro' every age 
Has wak'd the lyre, and wann'd th' hiltorian'i 
page; 

That dauntlefs fpirit, which on Crefly's plain 
Rulh'd from the heart thro' ev'rv Britilh vein : 
Nerv'd ev'ry arm the numerous holt to dare, j 
Whillt Edward's valour ihone the guiding Ibr, f 
Whofe beams difpers'd the darknefs of defpair.J 
Whate'er the craft or number of his foes, 
Ever from danger Britain's glory rofe : 
To the mind's eyelet the fifth Harry rife, 
And in that vilion boalting France defpife ; 



* VP™ **** reprefentatjonof this play, 1770, it was damned, from the violence of party. 
T Life of Richard Savage, by Dr. bamucl Johnfon. 



Then 
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Then turn to later deeds your fires have wrought, 
When Anna rul'd, and mighty Marlb' rough 
fought. 

Shall Chatham die and be forgot*?— O no! 
Wan* Tromits fource let grateful forrow flowj 
His matchlefs ardour fiVdeach fear-ftruck mind, 
His genius foar'd when Britons droop'd and 
pin'd; 

Whilft each State Atlas funk beneath the load. 
His heart, un (hook, with patriot virtue glow'd 
Like Hercules, he freed 'em from the weight, 
And on his moulders hVd the tottering itate; 
His ftrength the monttersof the land defied, \ 
To raife his country's glory was his pride, 
And for her fervice, as he liv'd, he die d. ) 
O for his powers, thole feelings to impart, 
Which rous'd to aclion every drooping heart ! 
Now, while the angry trumpet founds alarms, 
I And all the nation cries, " To arms, to arms !" 
Then would his native ftrength each Briton 
know, 

And fcorn the threats of an invading foe : 
Hatching and feeding every civil broil, 
France looks with envy on our happy foil ; 
When mifchief 's on the wing fhe cries for war, 
Infults diftrefs, and braves her conqueror. 
But Shakfpeare lung — and well this land he-\ 
knew, [rue, f 

O hear his voice ! that nought (hall make usl 
" If England to itfelf do reft but true." ) 



§ 106. Prologue to the Princefs of Parma \ T77S, 

Cumberland. 
Tj* re dark November, with his dripping wings, 
*-* Shuts out the cheerful face of men and things 
You all can tell how foon the dreary fcene 
Affects your wives and daughters with thelpleen 
Madam begins — " My dear, thefe odious rains 
" Will bring on all my old rheumatic pains ; 

" In hhy places it came in laft night 

K This vile old crazy manfinn's fuch a fright ! 
a What 's to be done ?** — ' In very truth, my 
" I think 'twere better for us to remove/ ' [love, 
This faid, if as it chance that gentle fpoufe 
Bears but a fecond int'reft in the houfe, 
The bill is pafs'd — no fboner faid than done — 
TJpfpringsthe hen-bird, and the covey's gone J 
Then hey for London « there the game begins ; 
Bouquets, and diamond ftars, and golden pins, 
A thoufand freakifh wants, a thouland fighs, 
A thoufend pourings, and ten thoufand lies ; 
Trimjandiiew-rigg'd^ndlaunch'dforpleafure's 

gale, 

Ourjnadam comes, her goflings at her tail ; 
Away they fcamper to prefent their faces 
At Johnfon's citadel, for fide-box phces. 
He to their joint and fupplicating moan 
fWents a face of brafs, a heart of ftone ; 
Or, raonarch-like, while their addrefs is ftating, 
Sends them a « veto" by his lord in waiting. 



Returning thence, the disappointed fleet 
Anchors in Taviftock's fantaftic llreet; 
There under Folly's colours gaily rides, 
Where Humour points, or veering paflion guides. 
In vain the fteward lacks, and tenants rave,' 
Money (lie wants, and money me will have. 
Meanwhile, terrific hangs (he unpaid bill, 
Lon^ as from Portm m-fc;u ire to Ludgate-hill. 
The '(quire, exhaufted, in defponding 'plight, 
Creeps to his chambers to avoid the fight, 
Or at the Mount with fome old fnarlcr chimes, 
In damning wives, and railing at the times. / 
Such \s the fcene ! — If then we fetch you down 
Amusements which endear the fmoky town, 
And through the peafant's poor but uftful 
We circulate the produce of your lands; [hands 
In this voluptuous diffipated age, 
Sure there 's fome merit in our rural lbge f . 
Happy the call, nor wholly vain the play, 
Which weds you to your acres but a day. 



§ 107. Epilogue to Percys 1778. Gariuck. 

t must, will fpeak — I hope my drefs and air 
*■ Announce the man of fafhion not the play r; 
Tho* gentlemen are now forbid the fcenes, 
Yet 1 have rulh'd through heroes, kings, and 
queens; 

Refolv'd, in pity to this polifh'd age, 

To drive thefe ballad heroes from the ftage-^— 

. " To drive the deer with hound and horn, 

tk Earl Percy took his way; 
" The child may rue that is unborn, 

" The hunting of that day." 
A pretty bafis truly, for a maudlin play ! 
What ! lhall a fcribbling, fenfelefs woman dare 
To offer to your tades fuch taftelefs fare ? 
Is Douglas or is Percy, hVd with pafiion,* 
Ready, for love or glory, death to dam on, 
Fit company for modern ftill-life men of 
fafhion ? 

Such madnefs will our hearts but (lightly graze; 

We 've no fuch frantic nobies now-a-days. 

Could we believe oid ftories, thofe ftrange fel- 
lows [lous— 

Married for love, could of their wives be jea- 

Nay, conitant to \m too — and, what is worfe, 

The vulgar fouls thought cuckoldom acurfe! 

Molt wedded pairs had then one purj'e, one' 
mind, 

One bed too — fo prepofteroufly join'd 
From fuch barbarity (thank Heaven!) we're . 

refin'd. < J 

Old fongs their happinefs at home record, -\ 
From honfe they leprate carriages abhorr'd — ( 
One horfe ierv d both—my lady rode bctind I 

my lord, I 
'Twas death alone couldfnap thcirbonds afunder: 
Now,tack'dfo Uightly, not to lnap's the wonder. 



Lll IC '. 

one"! 



• Lord Chatham died May 11, 1778. t This Prologue was fpoken at the private theatre 
o£ Mr. Hanburr, of Kelmarfli, in Nortliamptonliire. j 

3 S 2 Nay, 
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Nay, death itfelf could not their hearts divide,} 
They mix 'd their love withVnonumental pride j J 
For, cut in ltone, they Rill lay fide by fide. J 
But why thefe Gothic ancellors produce? 
Why fcour their nifty armours? What's the ufe? 
'Twould not your nicer optics much regale, 
To fee us beaux bend under coats of mail : 
Should we ourlimbs with iron doublets bruife,"} 
Good Heaven ! how much court- plaifter wef 
mould ufe! I 
We wear no armour now — but on our (hoes. / 
Let not with barbarifm true tafte be blended; * 
ord vulgar virtues cannot be defended; 
Let the dead re it — we living can't be mended.) 



§ 108. 



Epilogue to Fatal Falfehood ; 1779. 

Sheridan. 



! 



T ink and mc, gentlemen, by Heaven, I fry, 
Til make a ghoft of him who bars my way. 

[Behind the fcenes. 
Forth let me come — a poetafter true, 
As lean as envy, and as baneful too; 
On the dull audience let me vent my rage, 
Or drive thefe female fcribblers from the ftage; 
For fenfe or hiftory, we 'ye none but thefe, 
The law t f liberty and wit they feize; 
In tragic — comic — paftoral — they dare to 
pleafe. 

Each puny bard mull furely burft with fpite, 
To rind that women with iuch fame can write: 
But O, your partial favour is the caufe,« 
Who feed their follies with fuch full applaufe; 
Yd ftiil our tribe (hall feek to blaft their fame, 
And ridicule each fair pretender's aim; 
Where the dull duties of domeftic life 
Wage with the Mule's toils eternal ftrife. 

What motley caies Corilla's mind perplex, 
While maids and metaphors confpire to vex ! 
In ftudious dilhabille behold her fit, 
A letter'd goflip, and a houfewile wit; 
At once invoking, though for different views, 
Her gods, her cook, her milliner, and mufe; 
Round her ftrew'd room a frippery chaos lies, 
A chequer* d wreck of notable and wife ; 
Bills, books, caps,coupleJs, combs, a varied mafs, 
Opprefs the toilet, and obfeure the glafs; 
Unrlnifh'd here an epigram is laid, 
And there, a mantua-maker's bill unpaid ; 
Here new-born plays foretafte the town's ap- 
plaufe, 

There, domant patterns lie for future gauze : 
A moral elfay now is all her care; 
A fatire next, and then a bill of fart \ 
A fcene (lie now projects, and now a difti; [rim. 
Here's Act the fiift — and here — Remove with 
Nou' while this t)t in a fine phrenfy rolls, 
That, foberly calls up a bill lor coals; 
Black pins and daggers in one leaf (he (licks, 
And tears, and thread, and bowls, and thimbles 
mix. 

Sappho, 'tis true, long vers'd in epic fone, 
Fcr years efteenVdall houfehold ftudies wrong; 



When, dire mifliap ! rho' neither (hame nor fin, 
Sappho herfelf, and not her Mufe, lies in. 
The virgin Nine in terror fly the bow'r, 
And matron Juno claims defpotic pow'r: 
Soon Gothic hags the clallic pile o'erturn, 
A caudlc-cup fupplants the (acred urn; 
Nor books nor implements efcape their rage, 
They fpike the ink-ltand, and they rend the 
page: 

Poems and plays one barbarous fate partake; ~^ 
Ovid and Plautus fufter at the (lake ; [cake. £ 
And Ariftotle 's only fav'd — to wrap plum-3 

Yet (hall a woman tempt the tragic fcene ? 
And dare— but hold — I mud reprels my fpleen; 
I lee your hearts are pledg'd to her applaufe, 
While Shakfpeare's fpirit (eems to aid her cau?e$ 
Well pleas'd to aid — fince o'er his facred bier" 
A female hand did ample trophies rear, 
And gave the gentleft laurel that is worlhipp'd 
there. 



§ 109. Prologue to the Fathers; 1779. Garrick. 

TT7HEN from the world departs a fon of fame, 
* His deeds or works embalm his precious 

name ; 

Yet, not content, the public call for art, 
To refcue from the tomb his mortal part; 
Demand the painter's and thefculptor's hand, 
To fpread his mimic form throughout the land ; 
A form, perhaps, which living was neglected, 
And, when it could not feel refpeel, refpecled. 
This night, no bull: or picture claims yourpraife j 
Our claim's fuperior — we his fpirit raife; 
From Time's, dark ftore-houfe bring a long-loft 

And drag it from oblivion into day. 

But who the author ? Need I name the wit, 
Whom Nature prompted as his genius writ? 
Truth fmil'd on Fancy for each well -wrought 
ftory, 

Where characters live, act, and (land before ye. 
Suppofe thefe characters, various as they are, \ 
The knave, the fool, the worthy, wife, and fair, > 
For and againft the author pleading at your bar. S 
Firft pleads Tom Jones — grateful his heart ( and 
warm — 

M Brave gen'rous Britons ! fliield this play from 
u harm ; 

14 My beft friend wrote it ; mould it not fticceed, 
" Tho' with my Sophy bleft — my heart will 
« bleed." 

Then from his face he wipes the manly tear. 
Courage, my mailer I" Partridge cries," don't 
fear: 

" Should Envy's ferpents hifs, or Malice frown, 
" Tho' I 'in a coward, zounds ! I '11 knock'cuv 
"down.'\ 

Next, fwect Sophia comes — (he cannot fpeak-— 
Her wiflies for the play o'erfpread her check j 
In ev'ry look her fentiments you read. 
And more than eloquence her blulhes plead. 

Now 
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Now Blifil bows— with fmiles his 
gilding— 

u He was my foe— I begj'ou'll damn this 
'« Fielding 

u Right!" Thwackum roars, u no mercy, Sirs, 
M I pray ; [" play." 

u Scourge the dead author, thro* his orphan 
"What words!" cries Parfon Adams; "fie, 

u fie ! dilbwn 'em ! 
u Good Lord ! -de mortuis nil nifi bonum : [em ? 
" If fuch are Chriilian teachers, who'll revere 
<f If thus they preach, the dev'l alone Ihould 
hear 'em." 

Now SlipGop enters—-" Tho' this frriv'ningva.- 
u grant 

JJ Slated my virtue, which was ever flagrant, 
" Yet,like blackT&*//o,Td bear fcornsand whips, 
u Slip into poverty to th' very hips, 
€< T* exult this play— may it decreafe in favour, 
*' And be its fame immortalixd for ever V s 
Squire Weftern, reeling with October mellow, 
11 Tally-o-boys!— Yoicks! ---Critics, hunt the 
" fellow ! 

ft Damn 'en ! thefe wits are varmint not worth 
u breeding: [ u ing ?" 

" What good e'er came of writing and or* read- 
Next comes, brim full of fpite and politics, 
His lifter Weftern— and thus deeply fpeaks: 
u Wits are arm'd pow'rs; like France attack the 
"foe; [.blow." 
<( Negotiate till they fleep— then ftrike the 
Allworthy, laft, pleads to your noblert paflions: 
14 Ye gen'rous leaders of thetaftesand falhions, 
<{ Departed Genius left his orphan play 
4< Tovourkind care— -what the dead wills, obey: 
if 0 tfien refpect the father's fond bequeft, 
u And make his widow fmile, his fpirit reft !" 
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Prologue to the Miniature-Pi Sure ; 17 So. 

Sheridan, 

Chill'd by rude gales, while yet reluctant 
May 

Withholds the beauties of the vernal day ; 
As fome fond maid,whommatronfrownsreprove, 
Suffjends the fmile her heart devotes to love; 
The feafon's pleafures too delay their hour, 
And winter revels with protracted povv'r: , 
Then blame not, critics, if thus late we bring 
winter's drama; but reproach — the fpring. 
What prudent cit dares yet the feafon truft, 
Bafk in his whiiky, and enjoy the dull ? 
Hous'd in Cheaplide, fcarceyet the gayer fpark 
Achieves the Sunday triumph of the Park; 
Scarce yet you fee him, dreading to be late, 
Scour the New-road, and dafli thro' Grofvenor- 
gate, 

Anxious — and fearful too 
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his fteed to (how, 
The hack'd Bucephalus of Rotten-row: 
.Careleis he feems, yet vigilantly fly, 
Wooes the llray glance of ladies pafling by; 
While his off-heel, infidioufly afide, 
Provokes the caper which he feems to chide. 

' * The late Henry Fielding, Efq. author of the play, 
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Scarce rural Kenlington due honour gains, 
The vulgar verdure of her walk remains, 
Where white-rob'd milTes amble two by two,* 
Nodding to booted beaux — " How do, how do ?" 
With gen'ral queftions, that no anfwer wait, 
" How vaftly full! A'n't you come vaftly late ? 
" Isn't it quite charming ? When do you leave 
" town ? 

" An't you quite tir'd V Pray, can we fet you 
" down ?" 

Thefe fuburb pleafures of a London May, 
imperfect yet, we hail the cold delay: 
But if this plea's denied, in ourexcufc 
Another ftill remains you can't refufe 
It is a lady writes — and hark — a noble ! 
But fee a critic ftarting from his bench- 
u A noble author ?" Yes, Sir, but the play 's 

not French ; 
Yet if it were, no blame on us cou'd fall ; 
For we, you know, mull follow falhion's call: 
And true it is, things lately were in train 
To woo the Gallic Mule at Drury lane; 
Not to import a troop of foreign elves, 
But treat you with French actors — in ourfelves: 
A friend we had, who vow'd he'd make us 

fpeak 

Pure flippant French — by contract — in a week; 
Told us 'twas time to ftudy what was good, 
Polilh, and leave off being underltood: 
That crowded audiences we thus might bring 
To Monfieur Parlbns, and Chevalier King : 
Or mould the vulgars grumble now and then, 
The prompter might tranllate— for country 
gentlemen. 

Straight all fubferib'd— kings, gods, mutes, 

linger, actor;, 
A Flanders figure-dancer our contractor. 
But here I grieve to own, tho' 't be to you, 
He acted— -e'en as moil contractors do, 
Sold what he never dealt in; and, th' amount 
Being firft difcharg'd, fubmitted'his account. 
And what th' event ? Their indultry was fuch, 
Dodd fpoke 'good Flemifh, Banriifter bad Dutch: 
Then the rogue told us, with infulring eaie, 
So it was foreign it was iure to plcale: 
Beaux, wits applaud, as faihion Ihould com- 

mand, 

And miftes laugh— to feem to underftand— 
So from each clime our foil may fomething gain ; 
Manhood from Rome, and lprightlinefs from 
Spain ; 

Some R&fliail Rofcius next delight the ape, 
And a Dutch Heinel Ikate along the ltage. 
Kxotic fopperies, hail ! whofe rlatt'rmg Jmile 
Supplants thefterner virtues of ourihe! 
Thus while with Chinefc firs and Indian pines 
Our nurs'ries fwarm, the Britilh oak declines: 
Yet vain our Mules fear— no foreign laws 
We dread, while native beauty pleads our caufe : 
While you too judge, whofe lrailes are honours 
higher 

Than vcrfe mould gain, but where thofe eye3 

infpire. 
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But if the men prefume your pow'r to awe, 
Retort their churlifh fenatorial law: 
This is your houfe— and move— the gentle- { 
men withdraw: J 
Then they may vote, with envy never ceafing, 
Your influence has increas'd and is increaling: 
But there, I fruit, the refolution 's finifh'dj 
Sure none will lay — it ought to be diminifh'd. 
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Epilogue to the fame; 178c. 

Jekyll. 

'The men, like tyrants of the Turkifh kind, 
A Have long our fex's energy confined \ 
In full-drefsblack, and bows, and folemn ftalk, 
Have long monopoli/.'d the Prologue's walk; 
But ftill the flippant Epilogue was ours, \ 
It afk'd, for gay fupport, the female pow'rs j 
It alk'd a flirting air, coquet and free, 
And fo, to murder it, they fix on me. 

Much they miftake my talents— I was born 
To tell, in fobs and fighs,' fome tale forlorn ; 
To wet my handkerchief with Juliet's woes, 
Or turn to Shore's defpair my tragic nofe. 

Yes, gentlemen, in education's fpite, 
You itill lhall fin 4 that we can read and write; 
Like you, can fweil a debt or a debate, 
"Can quit the card-table to (leer the ftate, 
And bid our Belle Aflembiee's rhet'ric flow, 
To drown your dull declaimers at Soho ! 
Methinks e'en now I hear my fex's tongues, 
The ftirill, fmart melody of female lungs! 
The ftorm of queftion, the divilion calm, 
With " Hear her ! hear her ! Mrs. Speaker, 
" Ma'am! 

" O order! order!" Kates and Sufans rife, 
And Marg'ret moves, and Tabitha replies 
Look to the camp— Goxheath and Warley 
Common 

Supplied, atleaft, for ev'ryjtent a woman; 
The cartridge-paper wrapp'd the billet-doux, 
The rear and piquet form'd the rendezvous*, 
The drum's item rattle fhook the nuptial bed, 
The knapfack pillow'd Lady Sturgeon** head 
Love was the watch-word, till the morning fife 
Rous'd the tame Major and his warlike wife. 
Look to the ftage— to-night's example draws 

A female Dramatilt to grace the caufe 

So fade the triumphs of prefumptuous man ! 
And would you, ladies, but complete my plan, 
Here mould ye iign fome patriot petition 
To mend our conftitutional condition. 
The men invade our rights, the mimic elves 
Lifp and nick -name God's creature* like ourfelves, 
Rouge more than we do, fimper, flounce,andfret, 
And they coquet ', good go Js,bo<w they coquet! 
They too are coy, and, monftrous to relate, 
Theirs is thecoynefs in a tete a-tete^ 
Yes, ladies, .yes, / could a tale unfold, 
Would barrow up jour— cufhions--- were it told j 
Part your combined curls, and freeze*— pomatum, 
At griefs and grievances, as I could ftate 'em. 
But fucb etcrn U blazon mufl not l'peakj 
Befides, the Houfe adjourns fome day next week 
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This fair committee (hall detail the reft; 
And then let monfters, if they dare, protefl. 



* 112. Prologue to Fatal Curiofity I7^ 2, 

* COLMAN. 

r ong fince, beneath this humble roof, this 

play, L J 

Wrought by tme Englifh genius, faw the day. 
Forth from this humble roof it karce has ftray'd; 
In prouder theatres 't was never play'd. 
There you have gap'd and doz'd o'er many a* 
piece, 

Patch'd up from France, or ftolen from Rome 

or Greece, 

Or made of (hreds from Shakfpeare's golden 

fleece. 

There fcholars, Ample nature caftafide, 
Have trick'd their heroes out in claflic pride ; 
No fcenes where genuine paffion runs to wafte, 
But all hedgM in by fhrubs of modern tafte ! 
Each tragedy laid out like garden grounds, 
One circling gravel marks its narrow bounds. 
Lillo's plantations were of foreji growth— 
Shakfpeare's the fome— great nature's hand in 
both ! 

Give me a tale the paflions to controul, 
" Whofe flighted word may harrow up the foul l r * 
A magic pption, of charmM drugs commixt, 
Where pleafure courts, and honour comes be- 
twixt! i 

Such are the fcenes that we this night renew. 
Scenes thatyour fathers were well-pleas'dtoview. 
Once we half-paus'd---and, while cold fears 
prevail, 

Strive with faint ftrokes to foften down the tale; 
But foon, attir'd in all its native woes, 
The (hade of Lillo to our fancy rofe: 
Check thy weak hand, it faid, or feem'd to fay— 
Nor of its manly vigour rob imy play ! 
From Britiih annals I the ftory drew, 
And Britiih hearts mall/^/, and bear it too. 
Pity {hall move their fouls, in fpite of rules; 
And terror takes no leflbn from the fchools. 
Speak to their bofoms, to the'w feelings truft, 
You 'II find their fentence generous and;*//?. 
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Prologue to the Birth-Day, Aug. 12, 
178,3. Colman. 

^x7hfn fate on fome tremendous aft feems 
v * bent, 

And n iture labours with the dread event, 
Portents and prodigies convulle the earth, 
That heaves and itru^gles with the fatal birth. 
In happier hours are lavifti blejjings given, 
And pour'd in floods to mark the hand of 
Heaven. 

In a long feries of bright glories dreft, 
Britons mult hail this day fupremely bleft. 
P hit on this day, in liberty's great caufe, 
A Brunfwick came to guard our rights and laws: 
On this great day, our glorious annals tell, 
By Britiih arms the pride of Cuba felij 

For 
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For then, the Moro's gallant chief o'erthrown, 
TV Havannah faw his fate, and felt her own: 
The felf lame day, the fame aufpicious morn, 
Our elder hope,ourPr/W, our George was horn : 
Upon his natal hour what triumphs wait ! 
What captive treafures crowd the palace-gate ! 
What double joys the Royal Parent claim, 
Of home-felt happinefs and public fame ! 
Long, very long, Great George ! protect the 
land, 

Thy race, like arrows in a gianf s hand ! 
For ltill . tho 1 blights may nip fome infant rofe, 
And kill the budding beauty ere it blows, 
Indulgent Heaven prolongs th % illultrious line, 
Branching like trT olive,cluit'ring like the vine. 

Long, veiy long, thy courfe of glory run, 
A bright example to thy Royal Son ! 
Forming that Son to grace, like thee, the throne, 
And make his father's virtues all his own ! 



Thus here, let mirth and frank good-humour's 
balm 

Make cenfuremild, fcorn kind, and anger calm! 
Some wholefome bitters if the bard produces, 
'Tis only wormwood to correct the juices. 

In this clay's conteft, where, in colours new, 
Three play-houle candidates are brought to view 
Our little Bayes encounters fome di {grace : ) 
Should you reject him too, I mourn his cale — £ 
He can be chofen for no other place. j 



Tc 
> 



Prologue to The ElecTion of the Managers \ \ 
1784.. Colman. 
V r^vKsT be the verfe, how well foe'er it flow, 
^ ■ That tends to make one worthy man 
, " my foe ; 
xt Gives virtue fcandal, innocence a fear, 
• Or from the foft-eyed virgin fteals a tear !" 
Thus fung fweet Pope, the vigorous child of 
fatire j 

Our Bayes lefs genius boalls, not lefs good na- 
ture. 

No poifon'd (haft he darts with partial aim, 
Folly and vice are fair and general game } 
No tale he echoes, on no fcandal dwells, 
Nor plants on one fool's head the cap and bells ; 
He paints the living manners of the time, 
But lays at no man's door reproach or crime. 

Yet fome, with critic nofe, and eye too keen, 
Scent double meanings out, and blait each fcene : 
While fquint fufpicion holds her treacherous 
lamp, 

Fear moulds bafe coin, and malice gives the 
llamp. 

Falfehood's vile glofs converts the very Bible 
To fcandalum magnatun, and a libel. f told, 
Thus once, when fick, Sir Gripus, as we're 
In grievous ufury grown rich and old, 
Bought a good book that, on a chriftian plan, 
Inculcates The Whole Duty of a Man. „ 
To every fin a finner's name he tack'd, 
And thro' the panm all the vices track'd : 
And thus, the comment and the text enlarging, 
Crowds all his friends and neighbours in the 
margin. 

Pride, was my lord ; and drunkennefs, the 'fquire; 
My lady, vanity and loofe defire ; 
Hardnels of heart, no mifery regarding, 
Was overfeer—luxury, churchwarden. 
All, all he damn'd ; and, carrying the farce on, 
Made fraud the lawyer— gluttony, the pa'-fon. 
'Tis faid, when winds the troubled deep de- 
form-, 

Pour copious ftreams of oil, 'twill lay the fterm ; 



§ u$. Prologue to Two to One\ 17S4. 

Colman. 

o-NiCHT, as heralds tell, a virgin mufe, 
An untraiif d youth, a new advent'rer, lues \ 
Green in his one-and-twenty, fcarce of age, 
Takes his firll night, half fledg'd, upon the 

Within this little round the parent bird 
Hath warbled oft 5 oft patiently you heard ; 
And as he ltrove to raife his eager throat, 
Your kind applaufe made mulic of his note. 
But now, with beating heart and anxious eye, 
He fees his ventVous youngling ftrive to fly: 
Like Daedalus, a father's fears he brings, 
A father's hopes, and fain would plume his 
wings. 

How vain, alas, his hopes ! his fears how 
vain ! 

'Tis you mud hear, and, hearing, judge the 
ft rain, 

Your equal juftice finks or lifts his name ; 
Your frown 's a fentence, your applaufe is fame. 
If humour warms his fcenes with genial fire, 
They '11 ev'n redeem the errors of his lire } 
Nor mall his lead — dead! to the bottom drop, 
By youth's enliv'ning cork buoy'd up at top. 
If characters are mark'd with eafeand truth, 
Pleas'd with his fpirit,you "11 forgive his youth. 
Should lire and fun be both with dullnefs curft, 
" And Dunce the fecond follow Dunce the 
" firft, v 

The (hallow ltripling's vainattemptyou'll mock, 
And damn him for a Chip of the oil Block. 



§ 116. Prologue occajloned by the Death of Mr* 

Henderfin \ 1785. Murphy. 
rf RE fiction try this night her magic (train, 
*-* And blend mylterioully delight with pain; ' 
Ere yet (he wake her train of hopes and fears 
For Jaffier* s wrongs and Belvidera's tears, 
Will you permit a true, a recent grief 
To vent its charge, and feck that kind relief ? 

How (hall we fed the tale of feign'd diltrefs, 
While on the heart our own affliclions prefs ! 
When our own friend, when Henderfon expires, 
And from the tomb one parting pang requires ! 
In yonder Abbey (hall he reft his head, 
And on this fpot no virtuous drop be flied ? 

You will indulge our grief tftofe crowded 
rows 

Shew you have hearts that feel dorneftic woes ; 
3 S 4. Hearts 
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Hearts that with genVous emulation burn, 
To raife the widow, drooping o'er his urn; 
And to his child, when reaion',s op'ning ray 
Shall tell her <wbom ihe loft, this trjuth convey 
Her father's worth made each gocd man his 
friend • 

Honour'd through life, regretted in his end! 
And for his relatives, to help his itore, 
An audience gave, when he could give no more 
Him we all mourn j his friends ilill heave the 
figb, 

And ftill the tenr (lands trembling in the eye. 
His was each miid, each amiable art, 
The 'g^ntleil manners, and the feeling heart; 
Fair limple truth ; benevolence to' all ; 
A genVous warmth, that glow'd at friendfnip's 
call ; 

A judgment fure, while learning toird behind; 
Hi s mirth was wit; his humour, fenie rernVdj 
A foul above all guile, all meaner views ; 
The friend of fcience, friend of ev'ry mufe ! 
Oft have I known him in my vernal year— 
This no- feign \1 grief-— no artificial tear ! 
Oft in this Kreaft he wak'd ihe Mules' flame ; 
Fond to ad vile, and point my way to fame. 
Who moltv (hall praiie him, all are ftill at (trife ; 
Expiring virtue leaves a void in life. 
A void our fcene has felt i — with Shakfpeare's 
page 

Who now, like him, (hall animate the ftage ? 
Hamlet, Macbeth, and Benedick, and Lear, 
Richard, and Wolfey, plcas'd each learned ear. 
If feigning well be our confummate art, "j 
How great his praife, who, in Iago's.part, J 
Goulrr utter thoughts fo foreign to his heart ! S 
Falihrf, who ihook this houfe with mirthful 

roar, • ' ' % ' 

1% now no counterfeit— he 11 rife no more! 
1 Twas Henderfon's the drama to pervade, 
Each pafiion touch, and give each nicer ihade. 
When o'er theie boards the Roman Father 

pafs'd — 

But I forbear — that effort was his lad ! 
The Mufe there <faw' his zeal, tho' rack'd with 
» pain, 

While the How fever arnbunVd in each vein. 
She fought the bed where, pile and wan, he lay, 
Ami vainly tried to chafe difeale away ; 
Watch 'd ev'ry look, and number'd cv'ry figh, 
And gently, as lie liv'd, ihe faw him die. 
Wild with her griefs, (he join'd the mournful 
throng, 

WitrTiullenlound as the hearie mov'd along: 
Thro* the dim vaulted ailcs ihe led the way, 
And \ ,vc to genius pail his kindred clay; 
Heard the rail requiem o'er his relics cold, 
A u J w it h he i' tea rs bed e w \\ t h e ha 1 1 o w *d mould . 

Jn faithful verfe, there, near the lonely cell, 
The fair recording epitaph may tell, 
Th it he, who new lies mould' ring into dud, 
Was gocd, was upright, generous, and juit ; 
By t.nlrnis formed to grate the poct\s lays } 
liy virtue i.nuid to dignity his days. 

6 - *L\ 



§ 1 1 7. Epilogue intended to he fpoken by Mr. 

Sbu:er y in the Characler of a Scboolmafter, with 

a Rod in bis Hand, 
vjn hen vice and folly are a nation's bane, 

When poetswrite, and paribus preachinvain, 
When fatire's fting and moral precepts fail, 
Then threats and rougher methods muft prevail. 
Behold a fchoolmafter — Ticklebreech by name, 
Who comes a headilrong people to reclaim ; 
To lam thole foibles now fo common grown, 
And once more place fair Virtue on her throne. 
This magic rod, tho' nought but limple wood, 
With wonders ft range to mention is endued. 
If to that part of man we all deride 
'Tis Tightly handled, and with ikill applied, 
'Twill make a lawyer honeft 'gainll his will, 
The doctor fave the patient he would Kill ; 
The ilateiman too, that Atlas of the (late, 
Who toils and iweats, and bends beneath the 
weight 

Of places, penfions, fmecures and fees, 
At the firft ftroke will find immediate cafe : 
With joy he '11 cait the pond'rous load afide, 
And at the helm take honour for his guide $ 
Relieve the indigent without a bribe, 
And fpurn at fycophants, that fawning tribe. 
The modern Bobadil, who in taverns boafts 
The feats he did when on proud Gallia's coafts ; 
How twenty Frenchmen at a time he Hew.' 
"Twenty more — kill 'em; twenty more — kill 
'em too 1" 

When in the field his looks his fears betray, 
And his own ihadow makes him runaway; 
But if the force of this fame twig he feels, 
His courage ilraight will leave his friendly heels, 
Mount to his heart, his martial bofom warm, 
And, like brave Pruflia, the whole world alarm. 

Next, to the male-coquet I mean to fpeak, ' 
Whofehead,and heart, and nerves.alike are weak; 
Who, like that curious # ma(k which ^ilop feigns 
The fox admir'd, yet mourn'd the want of 
brains; [" Peter, 

Who plies his glafs, and grinning cries, " Sir 
" There's a tine girl ! Gad's curie I a charming 
" creature | [gar? ! 

" What eyes, what lips', and then her fhape and 
" She muil be mine, egad, at any rate." 
This wand, if once it touch the coxcomb's tail, 
I do allure him, ne'er was known to fail ; 
He '11 own its charmsjfurpafs his falts and drops, 
For into men it changes fools and lops j 
Makes 'em look wife, fay little, and do more j 
All which, I 'm lure, they never did before. 

I.. ? a ood queen Beis's happy golden reign, 
Tlx Kntiili lair their virtues did maintain;* 
But, ihame to tell, how dreadful the reflection t 

The lex is now' fo bad to want corre£tion 

But hold, methinks from yonder box I hear 
My Lady Dainty thusexpreis her fears 
w Lard ! fure the filthy fellow does not mean 
" To turn us up • he won't be fo obfeene ; 
" I '11 go this inilant, and afk Mr. Rich, 
" Mow he dares fuller this rude TkUebveech— 

luUies, 
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Ladies, be calm, this neecilefs r*ge fuipend, 
And take good counfel as from friend to friend : 
If you would thun acquaintance with the birch, 
Shun cards on fabbath-day, and go to church j 
This vicious appetite no longer feed, 
Be virtuous all, be Brittfh dames indeed. 
And now, my pupils, what you 've learnt this 
night 

Go teach to others, and you'll then do right; 
Be you to them the fame indulgent tutor, [ter. 
And come next year to fee your friend iW Xbu- 



§ 118. Prologue to Mahomet, 

To point what lengths credulity has run, 
What counfels fhaken, and what ftates un- 
done; 

What helliih fury wings th' enthufiaft's rage, 
And makes the troubled earth one tragic llage ; 
What blafphemies impofture dares advance, 
And build what terrors on weak ignorance \ 
How fraud alone rage to religion binds, 
And makes a pandaemonium of our minds; 
Our Gallic bard, hYd with thefe glorious views, 
Firft to this crufade led the tragic mule; 
Hcrpow'r through France his charming num- 
bers bore, . [fore. 
But France was deaf— for all her priefte were 

On Englilh ground (lie makes a firmer ftand, 
And hopes to 1 utter by no hoftile hand. 
No clergy here ufurp the free-born mind, 
Ordaind to teach, and not enllave mankind ; 
Religion here bids Perfecution ceafe, 
Without, all order, and within, all peace- 
Truth guards her happy pale with watchful care, 
£nd frauds, tho' pious, find no entrance there. 

Religion, to be iacred, mult be free; 
Men will iufpeft — where bigots keep the key. 
Hooded and train/ d like hawks th' enthuliafts ily, 
And the prieft's victims in their pounces die. 
like whelps born blind, by mother-church 

they're bred, 
Nor wake to fight, to know themfelves mifled s 
Murder's thegame^-and to the fport unpreit, j 
Proud of the tin, and in the duty bleft, J 
Thelayrr.an's but the blood-hound of the prieft J 
Whoe'er th >u art,thatdar'ltfuchthemesadvance, 
To. prieft-nd Spain repair, or llayilh France ; 
For Judas' hire there do the devil's talk, 
And trick up (lavery in reli^Ln's mark. 
England, ftill free, no furer means requires 
To fink their fottilh loulf, and damp their 
martial tires. [owe, 

Britons, thefe, numbers to yourfelvcs you 
Voltaire hath itrength to Ihoot in Shaktpcare's 

bow: 

Fame led him at his Hippocrene to drink, 
And taught to write with nature, as to think: 
With Lnglifli freedom, Englilh uit he knew, 
And from the unexhauiteditream profufely drew. 
Cherilh the ncble b3rd yourlelves have made, 
Nor let the frauds of France ftcal all our trade : 
Now of each prize the winner has the wearing, 
l/en fend our. Englilh fltee a-]: mattering: 



With your eommimon we '11 our fails unfold, 
And from their loads of drofs import fome gold. 



§ 119. Prologue to the Jealous Wife, 

Lloyd. 

'"Phe Jealous Wife ! a comedy ! poor man ! 

A charming fubjeft ! but a wretched plan. 
His Ikittith wit, o'erleaping the due bound, 
Commits flat trefpafs upon tragic ground. 
Quarrels, upbraidings, jealoufies, and fpleen, 
Grow too tamiliar in the comic fcene. 
Tinge but the language with heroic chime, 
Tis pathon, pathos, character, fublime! 
What round big words had fwell'd the pompous 
fcene, 

A king the hufband, and the wife a queen! 
Then might diftraction rend her graceful hair, 
Seelightlefs forms,and fc ream, and gape,andltare. 
Drawcanfir Death had rag'd without controu],. 
Here the drawn dagger, their the poifon'd bowl. 
What eyes had itream'd at all the whining woe I 
What hands had thundered at each Hah ! and Oh ! 

But peace ! Thegenrle prologue cultom fends, 
Like drum and ferjeant, to beat up for friends, 
At vice and folly, each a lawful game, 
Our author flies, but with no partial aim. 
He read the manners, open as they lie 
In nature's volume to the gen'ral eye. 
Books too he read, nor blunYd to ufe their 
ftore — 

He does but what his betters did before. 
Shakfpeare has done it, and the Grecian ftage 
Caught truth of character from Homer's page. 

If in his fcenes an honeft fkill is lhown, 
And, borrowing little, much appears his own 5 
If what a mailer's happy pencil drew 
He brings more forward in dramatic view; 
To your deciiion he fubmits his caufe, 
Secure of candour, anxious for applaufe. 

But if, all rude, his artlefs fcenes deface 
The fnnple beauties which he meant to grace; 
If, an invader upon other's land, 
He fpoil and plunder with a robber's hand, 
Do jultice on him — as on fools before — 
And give to blockheads paft one blockhead more. 



$ 120. Prologue to Runnamede. 
DEfore the records of renown were kept, 
P Or theatres tor dying heroes wept, 
The race of fame by rival chiefs was run, 
The world by former Alexanders won : 
Ages of glory in long order roll'd, 
New empires riling on the wreck of old: 
Wonders were wrought by nature in her prime, 
Nor was the ancient world a wildernefs of time. 

Yet lolt to fame is virtue's orient reign j 
The patriot liv'd, the hero died in vain. 
Dark night defcended o'er the human day, 
And wip'd the "glory of the world away : 
Whirl'd round the gulf, the acis of tune were 
Then in the vaft abylr. lor ever loft. N [toft/ 

Virtue from fame disjoined began to plain 
Her votaries fev» and unfrequented fane. 

Her 
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Her voice afcended to almighty Jove ; 
He fent the Mufes from the throne above. 

The bard aroie ; and, full of heavenly fire, 
With hand immortal touch'd thf immortal lyre; 
Heroic deeds in ltrains heroic fung, 
All earth refounded, all heaven's arches rung: 
The world applaud what they approved before, 
Virtue and fame took fep'rate paths no more. 

Hence to the bard, interpreter of heaven, 
The chronicle of fame by Jove is given ; 
His eye the volume of the paft explores, 
His hand unfolds the everlasting doors; 
In Minos' 1 majesty he lifts the head, 
Judge of the world, and fov'reign of the dead ; 
On nations and on kings in fentence fits, 
Dooms to perdition, or to heaven admits j 
Dethrones the tyrant tho' in triumph hurl'd, 
Calls up the hero from th' eternal world, 
Surroundshis head -with wreaths that ever bloom, 
And vows theverfe that triumphs o'er the tomb. 

While here the Mufes warbled from the fhrine, 
Oft have you listen'd to the voice divine. 
A namelefs youth beheld, with, noble rage, 
One fubjcft still a stranger to the stage ; 
A name that 's mufic to the Britifli ear ! 
A name that's worfhipp'd in the Britilh fphere. 
Fair Liberty ! the goddefs of* the ifle, 
Who blefles England with a guardian fmile. 

Britons ! a fcene of glory draws to-night 1 
The fathers of the land arile to fight; 
The legiflators and the chiefs of old, 
The roll of.patriots and the barons bold, 
Who greatly girded with the fword and fhield, 
At storied Runnamede's immortal field, 
Did the grand charter of your freedom draw, 
And found the bafe of liberty on law. 

Our author, trembling for his virgin mufe, 
Hopes in the favorite theme a fond excufe. 
If, while the tale the theatre commands, 
Your hearts applaud him,he '11 acquit your hands; 
Proud on his country's caufe to build his name, 
And add the patriot's to the poet's fame: 



§121. Prologue to the Heirefs. Fitzpatrick. 

A s fprightly fun-beams gild the face of day, 
** When low'ring tempests calmly glide away, 
So, when the poet's dark horizon clears, 
Airay'd in fmiles, the Epilogue appears. 
She of that houfe the lively emblem still, 
Whole brilliant fpeakers start what rhtmesthey 
will ; 

Still varying topics forlier fportive rhymes, 
From all the follies of thefe fruitful times ; 
Ur.check'dbyformsjwithflippanthandmaycull — 
Prologues, like peers, by privilege arc dull— 
Jn folenin strain addrefs trT aifembled pit, 
The legal judges of dramatic wit, . 
Confining still, with dignified decorum, 
Their observations— to the play before 'em, 

Now when each batchelor a helpmate lacks, 
(That fweet exemption from a double tax) 
Whm laws are fram'd with a benignant plan 
Of light'ning burdens oil the married man/ 



And Hymen adds one folid comfort more, 
To all. thofe comforts he conferr'd before ; 
To fmooth the rough laborious road to fame, 
Our bard has chofen— an alluring name. 
As wealth in wedlock oft is known to hide 
The imperfections of a homely bride, 
This tempting title he, perhaps, expe&s, 
May heighten beauties — and conceal defects : 
Thus Sixty's wrinkles,view'd through Fortune's 

glafs, ' 
The rofy dimples of Sixteen furpafs : 
The modern Alitor grafps his fair-one's hand, 
O'erlooks her perfon, and adores — her land ; 
Leers on her houfes with an ogling eye, 
O'er her rich acres heaves an am'rous iigh, 
His heart felt pangs through groves of— timber 

vents, 

And runsMistra&ed for-rher three per cents." 

Will thus the poet's mimic Heirefs find 
The bridegroom critic to her failings blind, 
Who claims, alas ! his nicer taste to hit, 
The lady's portion paid in sterling wit ? 
On your decrees, to fix her future fate, 
Depends our Heirefs for her whole estate : 
Rich in your fmiles,fhe charms th' admiring town; 
A very bankrupt, mould you chance to frown : 
O may a-verdicl: given in your applaufe 
Pronounce the profp'rous ifftie of* her caufe, 
Confirmthe name an anxious parent gave her, 
And prove her Heirefs of — the public favour ! 

§ 122* Prologue to tha Ambitious Step-mother. 

Rowe. 

if dying lovers yet deferve a tear; -\ 
* If a fad story of a maid's defpair £ 
Yet move compaffion in the pitying fair; J 
This day the poet does his arts employ, 
The foft acceffes of your fouls to try. 
Nor let the stoic boast his mind unmov'd ; 
The brute philofopher, who ne'er has prov'd > 
The joy of loving and of being lov'd ; J 
Who fcorns his human nature to confefs, 
And, striving to be more than man, is lefs. 
Nor let the men the weeping fair accufe, 
Thofe kind protectors of the tragic mufe, 
Whofe tears did moving Otway's labours crown, 
And made the poor Monimia's grief their own ; 
Thofe tears their art,notweaknefs, has confest, 
Their grief approv'd the nicenefs oftheirtaste. 
And they wept most, becaufe they judg'd the 
best. 

f) could this age's writers hope to find 
An audience to compaffion thus inclin'd, 
The stagewould need nofarcenorfong.nor dance, 
Norcap'ringMoniieurbroughtfromadtiveFranee; 
Clinch, and his organ-pipe, his dogs and bear, J 
To native Barnet might again repair, 
Or breathe, with Captain btter, Bankfide air : J 
tylajestic tragedy fhould once again 
Tn purple pomp adorn the fwelfing fcene ; 
Herfeai ch fhould ranfack all the ancient store, ~\ 
The fortunes of their lovesand arms explore, f 
,Such as might grieve you, but fhould pleafe ? 
more. J 

What 
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WhatShakfpearedurft not,thisboldagefhoulddo, 
And famous Greek and Latin beauties (hew: 
Shakfpeare, whofe genius, to itfelf a law, j 
Could men in ev'ry height of nature draw, J 
And copied all but woman that he (aw. ) 
Thofeancientheroinesyourconcernftiouldmove, 
Their grief and anger much, but moll their love j 
For in the account of evVy age we find ) 
The beft and fairelt of that fex were kind, * 
To pity always, and to love inclined. 3 
Affert, ye fair ones, who in judgment fit, 
Your ancient empire over love and wit ; 
Reform your fenfe, and teach the men t' obey. 
They '11 leave their tumbling, if you lead the way, 
Be but what thofe before to Otway were: 
O were you but as kind ! we know you are as fair. 
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§ 123. Epilogue to the fame. Rowe 

HThe fpleen and vapours, and this doleful play, 
x Have mortified me to that height to-day, 
That I am aimoft in the mortal mind 
To die indeed, and leave you all behind. 
Know then, fince I refolve in peace to part, 
I mean to leave to one alone my heart : 
(Laft favours will admit of no partage, 
I bar all (baring, but upon the llage) 
To one who can with one alone be bleft, 
The peaceful monarch of a fingle breaft: 

To one But, oh ! how hard 'twill be to find, 

That Phcenix in your fickle, changing kind 
New loves, new interefts, and religions new, 
Still your fantaftic appetites puriue. 
Your fickly fancies loath what you pofTefs, 
And ev'ry reftlefs fool would change his place. 
Some, weary of their peace and quiet grown, 
Want to be hoiited up aloft, and fhown ; 
Whilft from the envied height the wife get 

fafely down. 
We find your wavVing temper to our co(r, 
Since all our pains and care to pleafe is loll. 
Mufic in vain fupports with friendly aid 
Her filler Poetry's declining head: , 
Shew but a mimic ape, or French bufFoon, 
You to the other houle in fhoals are gone, 
And leave us here to tune our crowds alone. 1 
Muft Shakfpeare, Fletcher, and laborious Ben 
Be left for Scaramouch and Harlequin ? 
Allow you are inconftant, yet 'tis ftrange, 
For fenfe is itill the fame, and ne'er can change. 
Yet even in that yo'i vary as the reft, 
And ev'ry day new notions are profeft. 
Nay, there 'sa* wit has found,*as I am told, 
New ways* to heaven, defpairing of the old : 
He (wears he '11 fpoil the clerk and fextonV trade, 
Bells fhallnomore be rung, nor graves be made: 
The hearfe and fix no longer be in fxfliion, 
Since all the faithful may expect tranflation. 
What think you of the project ? I 'm for trying, 
J 11 lay afide thefe foolifh thoughts of dying; 
Preferve my youth and vigour for the ftage, 
Afld be translated in a good old age. 
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§ 124. Prologue to the 'tender Hujband> or the 

A ceompliftd Fools . - A poison. 
FN the firil rife and infancy of fare 
A When fools were many, and wnc. plays 

were fcarce, 
The raw unpractised authors could with eafe, 
A young and unexperienced audience pleafe: 
No iingle character had e'er been fhown, 
But the whole herd of fops were all their own: 
Rich in originals, they fet to view, 
In evVy piece, a coxcomb that was new. 

But now our Britifh theatre can boaft 
Drolls of all kinds, a vaft unthinking hbft! 
Fruitful of folly and of vice, it fhews 
Cuckolds, and cits, and bawds, and pimps, and 
beaux j 

Rough country-knights are found of e vVy {hire, 
Of every fafliion gentle fops appear} 
And punks of d iff Vent characters we meet, 
As frequent on the ftage as in the pit: 
Our modern wits are forced to pick and cull, 
And here and there, by chance, glean up a fool: 
Long ere they find the necefiary fpark, 
They fearch the town and beat about the Park: 
To all his rhoft frequented haunts refort, 
Oft dog him to the ring, and oft to court; 
As love of pleafure, or of place invites; 
And fometimes catchhimtaking muffat White's. 

HoweVr, to do you right, the prefent age 
Breeds very hopeful monftersjor- the ftage-, 
That fcorn the paths their dull forefathers trod, 
And won't be blockheads in the common road. 
Do but furvey this crowded houf'e to-night: 

Here 's Itill encouragement for thofe that 

write. 

Our author, to divert his friends to-day, \ 
Stocks with variety of fools his play; 
And, that there may be fomethinggay and new. 
Two ladies errant has exposed to view: 
The firft a damfel, travelled in romance; 
The other more renVd; fhe comes from France. 
Reflue, like courteous knights, the nymph from 
danger; [ltranger, 
And kindly treat, like well-bred men, "the 



§ 125. Epilogue to the fame. Steele. 

nRiTONS, who conftant war, with factious 
0 ; rage, 

For liberty againft each other wage, 
From foreign infults fave this Englifh ftage 
No more .th 1 Italian fqualling tribe admit, 
In tongues unknown; Vis popery in wit. 
'I he longs (themfelves confefs) from Rome 
they bring, ' , [fing. 
And Vis high-mafs, for aught you know, they 
Hufbands,take care,the danger may come nigher, 
The women fay their eunuch is a friar. 

But is it not a ferious ill to fee 
Europe's great arbiters fb mean can be ; 
Paffive, with an arretted joy to fit, 
Sufpend their native tafle of manly wit; 
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Neglect their comic humour, tragic rage, 
For known defects of nature and of age ? 
Arile for lhame, ye cohqu'ring Britons, rife I 
Such unadorn'd effeminacy defpife ; 
Admire (if you will dote on foreign wit) 
Not what Italians fing, but Roman* writ. 
So lhall lefs works, liich as to-night's flight play, 
At your command, with jultice die away ; 
' Till then forgive your writers, that can't bear) 
You mould iuch very Tramontanes appear, £ 
The nations, which contemn you, to revere. ) 

Let Anna's foil be known for all its charms; 
As fam'd for lib'ral fciences as arms: 
Let thole derifion meet, who would advance 
Manners, or fpeech, from Ifaly or France. 
J-et them learn you, who would your favour find, 
And Englifli be the language of mankind. 



§ 126. Epilogue to the Gamefler. 

Centlivre. 

As one condemn'd, and ready to become, 
For his offences paft, a pendulum, 
Does, ere he die?, befpeak the learned throng, 
Then, like the fwan, expires in a fong; 
So f( though doubtful long which knot tochoofe, 
Whether thehangman's, or the marriage noofe), 
Condemn'd, good people, as you lee, for life, 
To play that tedious, juggling game, a wife, 
Have but one word of good advice to fay, 
Before the doleful cart draws quite away. 

Yo u roaring boys,whoknowlhemidnightcares 
Of rattling tutts, yc fons of hopes and fears j 
Who labour hard to bring your ruin on, 
And diligently toil to be undone; 
You 're fortune's fporting footballs at the bed, 
Few are his joys, and fmall the gamefter's reft: 
Suppofe then fortune only rules the dice, 
And on the fquare you play ; yet who, that's wife, 
Would to the credit of a futhlefs main 
Truft his good dad's hard-gotten hoarded gain ? 
Burthen iuch Vultures round a table wait, 
And hoY'ring watch the bubble's fickly ftate ; 
The young fond gambler, covetous of more, 
Like Mfojfs dog, lofes his certain ftore. 
Then the fpun^c, fqueez'd by all, grows dry— 
and now, 

Completely wretched, turns a (harper, tooj 
Thele fopls, for want of bubbles too, play fair, 
And lole to one another on the fquare: 
tk) Whores the wealth from numerous culls they 

glean, 

Still fpend on bullies, and grow poor again. 
This itch for play lias likewift fatal btciv 
And more than Cupid drawn the Indies in: 
A thouiand guineas for ballet prevails, 
A bait, when caih runs low, that feldom fails; 
And when the fair-one can't the debt defray 
In fterling coin, does fterling beauty pay. 

In vain we labour to divert your care, ~i 
Norfongnordar.ee canbribeyourprefeneehere, > | 
You fly this place like an infectious airj 3, 
To yonder happy quarter of the town 
\ ouirowd, and your own fav'rite ftage difown^ 



We're like old miftrefles, you leve the vice, 
And hate us only 'caufe we once did pleaie. 
Nor can we find how elfe 'tis we deferve, 
Like Tantalus, 'midft plenty thus to ftarve. 
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§127. Prologue to Tancred and Sigifmunda. 

Thomson. 

old is the man, who in this nicer age 
Pre fumes to tread the challe, correcled ftage. 
Now, with gay tinfel arts we can no more 
Conceal the want of nature's fterling ore : 
Our fpells are vaniftTd, broke our magic wand, 
That us'd to waft you over fea and land: 
Before your light the fairy people fade j 
The demons fly — the gholt itlelf is laid. 
In vain of martial fcenes the loud alarms ; 
The mighty Prompter thund'ring out to arms: 
The playhoule polle clattering from afar; 
The clofe-wedg'd battle, and the din of war. 
Now e'en the Senate feldom we convene j 
The yawning fathers nod behind the lcene. 
Your tafte rejects the glittering falfe (ublime, 
To iigh in metaphor, and die 111 rhyme. 
High rant is tumbled from his gallery throne ? 

Description, dreams nay, fi mi lies are gone. 

What (hall we then ? to pleaie you how devife? 
Whofe judgment fits not in your ears and eyes. 
Thrice happy | could we catch great Shaklpeaie"* 
art, 

To trace the deep receffes of the heart ; 
His fimple, plain (lifetime; to which is given 
To ftrike the foul with dartedliame from heaven: 
Could we awake loft Otway's tender woe; 
The pomp of verfe, and golden lines of Rowe ! 

We to your hearts apply ; let them attend : 
Before their filent, candid bar we bend. 
If warm'd they liftcn, 'tis our nobleft praife: 
If cold, they wither all tbe mufe's bays. 



§ 12/?. Epilogue to tbe fame. Thomson. 

Cramm'd to ,the throat with wholefome, 
moral thifr ; 

Alas ! poor audience ! you have had enough. 
Was ever haplefs heroine of a play 
In Iuch a piteous plight as ours to-day > 
Was ever woman fo by love betray M ? 
Match'd with two hnfbands,andyet — dieamaid! 
But, blefs me 1 — hold — what lounds are thele 

I here ?— 
I. fee the Tragic Mufe herfelf appear ! 

[The back fcetie opens, and dij coven a ro- 
mantic jjfhia* landfcapcjrom w£ich Sigif. 
mu7ido, y iu tbe char ad tr oj tbe Tragic Mufi^ 
advances Jlo^dy to mujic, and /peaks "the 
following lines : 
Hence with your flippant epilogue, that tries 
To wipe the virtuous tear rom Lritith (yes; 
That darts my moral, tragic icene profane, 
With ftrains— at belt, unluiting, light, and vain, 
Hence from fhepure, unfullied beams, that play 
In yon lair eyes, where virtue mines—A way V 

Britons, 
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Britons to you, from chafte.CaJtolian groves, 
Where dwell the tender, oft unhappy loves ; 
Where ihades of heroes roam, each mighty name, 
A n d court my aid, to rife again to fame : 
To you I come ; to treedom s noblelt feat: 
And in Britannia fix my laft retreat. 

In Greece, and Rome, I watch'd the public 
weal 5 

The purple tyrant trembled at my fteel ; 
Nor did 'I lefs o'er private forrows reign, 
And mend the melting heart with for'ter pain. 
On France and you then role my brighfning itar 

With focial ray The arts are ne'er at war. 

O ! as your fire and genius ftronger blaze; 
As yours are generous freedom's bolder lays; 
Let not the Gallic tailc leave yours behind, 
In decent manners and in life refin'd ; 
Banilh the motley mode, to tag low verfe, 
The laughing ballad to the mournful hearfe. 
When thro' five a&s your hearts have learnt to 
glow, 

Touch'd with the facred force of honelt woe, 
O keep the dear imprellion on your breaft, 
Nor idly lofe it for a wretched jeft ! 



For — not to feel your iu ft"' rings, is the lame 
As not to fuller — All the diif'reuce — name. 
Thirdly — The jealous hulband wrongs his 
honour j 

No wife goes lame, without fome hurt upon her: 
And the malicious world will it ill be guelEng, 
Who oft dinesoutdill ikesher owncook's drafting. 

Fourthly, and lalUy— to conclude my lecture, 
If you would fix th' inconltant wife — refpecl her f 
She who perceives her virtues over-rated, 
Will fear to have th' account more jullly Hated: 
And, borrowing from her pride the good wife's 
feeming. 

Grow really iuch — to merit your efteeming. 



$ 129. Epilogue to Zara. Aaron Hill. 

TJ ERE, take a furfeir, firs, of being jealous, 
And ihun the pains that plague thofe 

Turkiih fellows : 
Where love and death join handsj their darts 

confound*] ng, 
Save us, good heaven ! from this new way of 

woanding ! 

Curs'd climate ! — where, to cards, a lone-left 
woman 

Has only one of her black guards to fummon ! 
Sighs, and firs mop'd, with her tame beail to 
eaze at : 



And that cold treat is all the game fhe plays at 
For — mould fhe once fomeabler hand be trying, q 
Poignard 's the word 1 and the firlt deal is — 
dying ! 

'Slife ! mould the bloody whim get round in 
Britain, 

Where women's freedom has fuch heights to 
fit on ; 

Daggers, provok'd, would bring on defolation, 
Andmurder'd belles unpeople half the nation ! 

Fain would I hope this play to move com- 
panion — 

And live to hunt fufpicion out of fafhion. — 
Four motives ftrongly recommend, to lovers, 
Hate cf this weaknefs, that our fcene dilcovcrs. 
Firft then — A woman will or won't — depend 
on't: [01* 'L 

If (he will do 'r, (he will — and there 's an end 
But, if me won't— fince jure and lbimd your 
truft is, 

Fear is affront, and jealoufy injuftice. 

Next, He whobidshisdeardo wliatfhe plcafes, 
Blunts wedlock's edge, and all its torture ealbs : 



§ 130. Prologue to the Eankrupt. Foote. 
pOR wit's keen fatire,and this laughing ftage> 
What theme fp fruitful as a bankrupt age ? 
For not connVd to commerce is the curie, 
The head is near as empty as the purfe ; 
Equally funk our credit and our wit, 
Nor is the iage more lolvent than the cit: 
All the it — but (oft, ere thus abroad we roam. 
Were it not prudent firlt to look at home ? 
You, gentle Sirs, have given me credit long, 
And took my word for many an idle fong j 
But, if exhaufted, I give notes to-day — 
For wit and humour, which I cannot pay, 
I muftturn bankrupt tbo, and hop away: 
Unlefs, indeed, I modifhly apply 
For leave to fell my works by lottery. ['em, 
Tho' few will favour, where's no cam to free 
Poor hopes, that way to part with my mufeum! 
My old friend Smirk, indeed may lend his aid, 
And fell by auction all my flock in trade $ 
His placid features, and imploring eye, 
May tempt perhaps the tardy town to buy ; 
His winning manner, and his foft addreis, 
To other lales of mine have given fuccefs. 
But, after all, my ever-honour'd friends, 

you alone my fate this night depends; 
1' ve fought fome battles, gaiiVd fome vi&'ries 
And little thought a culprit to appear [here, 
Before this houle j but it refolv'd you go 
To rind me guilty, or to make me fo, 
To grant me neither wit, nor talte, n©r fenfe, 
Vain were my plea, and ufelefs my defence. 
But ftill, 1 will not Ileal, I will not beg, 
Tho' I 've a paflport in this wooden leg ; 
But to my cot contentedly retire, 
And ltew my cabbage by my only fire. 
Mean time, great Sirs, my ientence yet un 
known, 

E'en as your juftice be your candour mown, 
And, when you touch my honour, don't forget 
your own. 



§131. Epilogue to the Toy-Shop. R. Dodsley. 
T17ELL, heaven be prais'd! this dull, grave 
vv fenn on 's do:)e 

(For 'faith our author might have call'd if one). 

I wond t 
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I wonder who the dev'l he thought to pieafe ! 
Is this a time of day for things like thefe ? 
Good fenfe and honeft fatirc now offend ; 
We're grown too wife to learn, tooproud tomendf 
And fo divinely wrapt in fongs'and tunes, 
The next wile age will all be— fidlers fons. 
And did he thillk plain truth would favour 
Ah, 'tis a lign he little knows mankind ! [find ? 
To pieafe, he ought to have a fong or dance, 
The tune from Italy, the caper France: 
Thefe, thefe might charm — But hope to do 't 

. with fenfe, 
Alas ! alas I how vain is the pretence ! 
But, tho* we told him — 'Faith, 'twill never do — 
Pho ! never fear, he cried, tho' grave, 'tis new : 
The whim perhaps may pieafe, if not the wit, 
And, tho' they don't approve, they may permit. 
If neither this nor that will intercede, 
Submifftve bend, and thus for pardon plead : 
j; " Ye gen'rous few ! to you our author fues, 
** His firft eflay with candour to excufe : 
«' *T has faults, he owns $ but, if they are but 
fmall, [all." 
" He hopes your kind applaufe will hide them 

§ 132. Prologue to Mr. Andrews's Comedy of 

Better Late than Never. Duke of Leeds, 
custom commands a prologue to each pray, 
V But cuftom hath not told us what to fay : 
No form prefcrib'd, 'tis difficult to find 
How to conciliate the public mind. 
The bashful b3rd — the modeft mufe's fears, 
So long have jingled in your patient ears ; 
That now, perhaps, you'll fcafce vouchsafe to 
To hear both their apology — and play, [ftay 
No ! Better fure on him at once to call, 
With — " Sir, if frighten 'd thus, why write at all ? 
We're not redue'd yet to a trembling pen ! 
Zounds ! bards will crowd us foon, like — gen- 
tlemen." 

Something like this, I heard a friend once fay, 
Who wifli'd (poor foul !) to hear a new launched 
play: 

Box'd mug at firft, completely to his- mind, 
With only one grave auditor behind, 
Ere the third act had (Iruggled to its end, 
In reel'd three critics, each the author's friend — 
On praife determin'd — wit confirm'd by wine: 
Each And ! and If ! was chalte — correct — 

damn'd fine! 
To tafte fomark'd my friend of courfe gave way j 
But fqueez'd, thump'd, kick'd — Hill lilten'd to 
Till by repeated plauditsgrown lb fore, [the play j 
Norfleih norblood could bear one comment more 
Such boilt'rous friends they fu rely cannot need, 
'Who with by merit only to fucceed. 
To-night we offer to the public view , 
A character, you Ml own perhaps is new 1 
From Doctor's Commons we the model draw j 
A promiiing eleve of civil law ; 
And civil lure that law which can provide 
Or (mould need be) releafe you from a bride. 
Thrice blefs'd the manfion, where, in fpiteof ills. 
Alive or dead, you (till can have your wills. 



Much could I offer in our author's caufe ; 
Nay, prove his firft great objeft— your applaufe : 
But, left dull friendship mould his genius ^ 
wrong, I 
I '11 flop— before the prologue grows too long, 1 
And, Better Late than Never, hold my tongue. J 

§ 133. Epilogue to the fame. Andrews. 
rpuE drama done, and all its int'reft over, 
J- Content the hufband,and fecure the lover j 
Our timid bard, who dreads the critic ire, 
And thinks my little tongue can never tire, 
Would have me re-aflume the wig and gown, 
To plead his goofe-quill caufe before the town. 
" Lord, Sir," fays 1^ <4 fome better counfel bring, 
" For females in a wig are not the thing. 1 . 
" Your bearded Barrifter, if fmartly made, is 

A furer advocate among the ladies." 
" Madam," he cried, " or periwigg'd, or bare, 
" So you but talk, I never need defpair." 

Suppofe, ye fair, as I 'm fo fmooth a prater, 
I take a line more confonant to nature j 
Give up the vain attempt your hearts to warm, 
And'gainlt the men with female weapon arm. 

Oft have the wits, unmindful whom they vex, 
Expos'd the foibles of the fofter fex, 
Laugh'd at their drefs, their well-fhap'd cork, 

their feathers, 
Their fteadybl6om, unchanging in all weathers; 
Swore locks were grey,that feem'd a comely 
brown, [own. 
And, tho' aU paid for, deem'd them not their 

Why not retort ? avenge th 1 infulted fair, 
And fhew thefe men, what wondrous things 
they are, 

Now don't be frighten'd — poor eccentric elves ! 
I only fhow what molt you like — yourfelves. 

How ! tremble at a woman ! lhame betide ! 
Tho' I look fierce, like you — I 'm all outiide : 
Yet e'er, my efforts your attention call 
To that dear portrait which fliould hit you all, 
Let me delineate what was once a beau, 
The Band-box Billy of fome years ago. 

Sweet image of mamma in ev'ry feature, 
The youth came forth, a moft delicious creature, 
With full drefs'd fkirts, not quite unlike a hoop, 
Hat under arm, fine button, and gilt loop — 
Stiff itock, long fword ftill dangling in the way, 
He fometimes ventur'd to' a firft-night play : 
Tripp'd thro' the lobby,moft completelycuri'd; 
Nor did a paw-paw thing for all the world 1 
Thus hedifcours'd : " Sir Dilberry, ods fo, 
" Dear, dear good Lick ! have you a place below ? 
u Dem it, don't crowd lb, fellow! — 0, how 

" fhocking I 
" He 's fpoilM my hair, and dirtied all my ftock- 

u ing," [praife, 
Such was the fmart our ^randmammns would 
Rather unlike the fmart of prefent days : 
For I defy all hiftory to Ihew 
One thing in nature like a modern beau ; 
Hat ilouch'd, fliort ftick, knee- trappings, that 

bring back 

The memory of renown'd Sixteen String Jack ; 

Eternal 
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Sternal boots, and collar you'd fuppofe 
Cut in kind contact with his buckihip's nofe. 
Thus trimly deck'd,each night among the doxies 
He ftorms the lobby, and avails the boxes ; 
With gait and manner — fomething in this way, 
Proves his rare tafte, and defcants on the play — 
Here box-keeper ! why don't the rafcal come ? 
" Halloo— Tom Gerkin! can you give us room? 
" What's this ? — The farce — Macbeth — an ope- 
" ra ?— O ! 

" Came out lail feafon — ftupid ftnifF — damn'd 
u low : 

« Zounds, let 's be offT— " Z ds, be a little 

" calmer!" 

" Who's that — the Jordan?" — u No, you fjol— 

" R. Palmer/ 1 
Thus fome are found, by ev'ry act revealing 
Perfect indifference to fenfe and feeling. 
To fuch our play not lues— but you, ye fair, 
Ye wife, whom nature formed with happier care, 
Whoie tender bofoms, tho' by paflions rent, 
Feel the foft virtues in their full extent, 
Cherifh our author's plan, which aims to prove, 
Life's bell exertions Ipring from virtuous love. 



§ 1 34.. Verfes ^written to- be fpoken by Mrs. SiAdotis, 

at her Benefit, April zi, 1795. Rogers. 
YESj the pulfe of life ! my fears were vain! 
* I wake, I breathe, and am myfelf again, 
Still in this netherworld ! no feraph yet ! 
Nor walks ray fpirit when the fun, is let. 
With troubled Hep to haunt the fatal board, 
"Where I died laft — by poifon or the fword ; 
Andblanch eachhon^ftcheek withdeeds of night, 
Done here fo oft by dim and doubtful li^ht. 

To drop all metaphor,' that little btil 
Call'd back reality, and broke the fpell. 
No heroine claims your tears with tragic tone 5 
A very woman — fcarce retrains her own ! 
Can (he, with fiction, charm the cheated mind, 
When to the grateful is the part affi&fi'd ? 
Ah no ! (he fcorns the trappings of her art ; 
♦ No theme but truth, no prompter but the heart. 

But, Ladies, fay, muft I alone uninafk? 
Is here no other aclreis let me afk. 
Believe me, thofe, who belt the heart di licet : 
Know every woman ftudies ibge effect: 
She moulds her manners to the part fhe fills, 
• As inftinct teaches„or as humour wills ; 
And, as the grave or gay hcrr talent cills, 
Acts in the drama, till the curtain falls. 

Firft, how her little breait withtriuniph fwells, 
When the red coral rings its filvcr bells! 
To play in pantomime is tWen the rage 
Along the carpet's many colourM ftage; 
Orlilp her merrythoughts with loud endeavour, 
Nowhere ; now there — in noifeand milchiefever! 

A fchool-girl next, fhe curls her hail in pipers, 
Andmimicksiather's gout and mother's vapoursj 
I)ilcards her doll, bribes Betty for romances, 
Playful at church, and ferious when flic dances ; 
Tramples alike on cuftoms and on toes, 
And v/hifpers all me hears to all ine knew*; 
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Terror of caps and wigs and fober notions ! 
A rom p ! that longeft of perpetual motions ? 

Till tam'dand tortur'd into foreign graces, 

She fports her lovely face at public places ; 
And with blue, laughing eyes, behind her fan, 
Firft acts her part with that great actor man. 

Too loon a flirt; approach her and fhe flies, 
Frowns when purfued,and when entreated fighs? 
Plays with unhappy men as cats with mice j 
Till fading beauty hints the late advice. 
Her prudence dictates what her pride difdain'd*, 
And now fhe fues to flaves herfelf had chaiifd I 

Then comes that good old character, a wife* 
With all the dear diftracting cares of life j 
A thoufan d cards a-day at doors to leave, 
And, in return, athouland cards receive; 
Rouge high, play deep, to lead the ton afpire, '( 
With nightly blaze fet Portland-place on 
fire ; 

Snatch half a glimpfe at concert, opera, ball, 
A meteor trae'd by none, tho' ieen by all - f 
And when her mattered nerves forbid to roam, 
In very fpleen — rehearfe the girls at home. 

Laft the grey dowager, in ancient flounces, 
With fnuffani fpectacles the age denounces j 
Boafts how the fires of this degenerate ifle 
Knelt for a look, and duell'd for a fmile ; 
The feourge and ridicule of Goth and Vandal, 
Her tea fhe fweetens, as Ihe fips, with fcandalj 
With modern belles eternal warfare wages, 
Like her own birds that clamour from their 
And muffles round to bear her tale to all, [cages} 
Like fome old ruin, " nodding to its fall V* 
Thus woman makes her entrance and her exit, 
Then molt an aftrefs when fhe leaft fufpects it. 
Yet nature oft peeps out and mars the plot, 
Each leilon loft, each poor pretence forgot \ 
Full oft with energy that fcorns controul* 
At once lights up the features^of the foul ; 
Unlocks each thought chain'd down by coward 

art, 1 
And to full day the latent paflions ftart! 

But fhe, whofe firft beft wifh is your apphufe, 
Herfelf exemplifies the truth fhe draws. 
Born on the ftage — thro' ev'ry ftiifting fcene, 
Obfcure or bright, ttmpeftuous, or ferene, 
Still has your, fmile her trembling fpirit nVd ! 
And can (hi act, with thoughts like thefeinfpir'd? 
Thus from her mind all artifice fhe flings, 
All fkill, all practice, now unmeaning things ! 
To you uncheck'd, each genuine feeling flows, 
For all that life endears — to you fhe owes. 



§ 1 35. Verfes to the Memory of Mr. Garrick. 
Spoken as a Monody, by Mrs. Yates, at the 
Theatre Hey aim Druty-Lane. 

f F dying excellence delhrves a tear, 
f Jf fond remembrance ii'iW is cherifh 'd here, 
Can wc pcrfilb to bid our forrows flow ? 
For fabled fuii Vers and delufive woe ? 
Orwhhquftint fmiles difmifs the plaintive ft rain, 
Pokt the qaick jeft—indulge the comic vein-* 

Ire 
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Ere yet to buried Rofcius wc aflign 
One kind rcgrtt — one tributary line ! 

His fame requires we act a tenderer part: 
His memory claims the tear you gave his art! 

The gen'ral voice, the meed of mournful verfe, 
The fplendid forrows that adorn'd his hearie, 
The throng that moum'd as their dead fav'rite 
pals'd, 

The grac'clcrefpecT: that claimed him to the laft, 
While Shaklpeare's image,from its hallow 'dbafe, 
Seem'd to prefcri be the grave ,and point the place: 
Nor thefe, nor all the lad regrets that flow 
From fond fidelity's domellic woe, . 
So much are Garrick's praife — fo much his due, 
As on this fpot — one tear beftow'd by you. 

Amid the arts which feck ingenuous fame, 
<Our toil attempts the moft precarious claim ! , 
yTo him, whofe mimic pencil wins the prize, 
.Obedient fame immortal wreaths fupplies: 
\ Whatever of wonder Reynolds now may raife, 
Raphael Hill boairs contemporary praife: 
]*Jach dazzling light and gaudier bloom fubdued, 
With undimiiufh'd awe his works are view'd: 
E'en beauty's portrait wears a lofter prime, 
Touch'd by the tender hand of mellowing time. 

The patient fculptor owns an humbler part, 
A ruder toil, and more mechanic art: 
Content with flow and timorous llroke to trace 
The lingering line, and mould the tardy grace; 
But once achiev'd, tho' barb'rous wreck o'er- 
The facred fane, and lay its glories low [throw 
Yet (hall the fculptur'd ruin rife to day, 
Grac'd by defect, and worihip'd in decay; 
TV enduring record bears the artift's name, 
Demands his honours,,and allerts his fame. 

Superior hopes the poet's bofom fire, 
O proud diftinclion of the facred lyre !• 
Wide as th' infpiring Phoebus darts his ray, 
DifFufive fplendour gilds" his votary's lay. 
Whether the fong heroic woes rehearfe, 
With Epic grandeur, and the pomp of verfe; 
Or, fondly gay, with unambitious guile 
Attempt no prize but fay' ring beauty's finite; 
Or bear dejected to the lonely grove 
The foft deipair of unprevailing love; 
Whate'er the theme, thro* evVy aje and clime 
Congenial pafTions meet the according rhyme, 
The pride of glory, pity's ligh lincere, 
Youth's earlielt blulh,and beauty's virgin tear. 

Such is their meed — theirhonoursthusfecure, 
Whofe arts yield objects, and whofe works en- 
dure : 

The actor only fh rinks from time's award ; 
Feeble tradition is his memory's guard; 
By whofe faint breath his merits mult abide, 
Unvouch'd by proof, to iubltancc unallicd! 



E'en matchlefs Garrick's art, to heaven refign'd, 
No ftx'd effect, no model leaves behind. 

The grace of action, the adapted mien. 
Faithful as nature to the varied fcene; [draws 
Th ? exprefiive glance, whofe fubtle comment 
Entranc'd attention, and a mute applauie; 
Geiture that marks, with force and feeling 

* fj aught, -jL* 1 
A fenle in lilence, and a will in thought : 
Harmonious fpeech, whofe pure and liquid tone 
Gives verfe a mulic fcarce confefs'd its own ; 
As light from gemsalVumes a brighter ray, [day! 
And, cloth'd with orient hues, tranfeends the 
Paflion's wild break, and frown that awes the 
And ev'ry charm of gentle eloquence, [lenft, 
All perifhable ! — like th' eledf ric fire 
But ltrike the frame, and, as they flrike, expire ; 
Incenie too pure a bodied tlame to bear, 
Its fragrance charms the fenfe, and blends with 
air. 

Where then, while funk in cold decay belies, 
And pale eclipfe for ever veils thofe eyes j 
Where is the bleft memorial that enfurcs 
Our Garrick's fame ? — whole is the truit ? — "Tis 

yours. 

And, O! by ev'ry charm his art efTay'd 
To footh your cares ! by ev'ry grief allay'd ! 
By the hulh'd wonder which his accents drew! 
By his lalf. parting tear, repaid by you I 
By all tho(ethoughts,which,manya dillant night, 
Shall mark his memory with a fad delight! 
Still in your hearts dear record bear Ins name, 
Cherilh the keen regret that lifts his fame; 
To you it is bequeathed, aflert the trulf, 
And to his worth — 'tis all you can — be juft. 

What more is due from fanctifying time, 
To cheerful wit, and many a favour'd rhyme, 
O'er his grae'd urn fhallbloom,adeathlefswreath, 
Whole bloilbm'd fweets lhall deck the malk be- 
neath. 

For thefe, when fculpture's votive toil mall rear 
The due memorial of a lofs fo dear, 
O lovelieft mourner, gentle mufe ! be thine 
The pleaiing woe to guard the laurell'd ihrine. 
As Fancy, oft by fuperftition led 
To roam the manlions of the fainted dead, 
Has viewed, by fliadowy eve's unfaithful gloom , 
A weeping cherub on a martyr's tomb \ [bier, 
So thou, fweet Mufe, hang o'er his fculptur'd 
With patient woe, that loves the ling'ringtear; 
With thoughts that mourn, nor yet deli reVe lief, 
With meek regret, and fond enduring grief; 
With looks that fpeak — He never (hall return! 
Chilling thy tender bolbm, clafp his urn ; 
And with foft lighs difperlc th' irrev'rend durt, 
( Which time may ltrcw upon his facied bull. 
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